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THE VICAR OF BULLHAMPTON.

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.

CHAPTER I.

BULLHAMPTON.

AM disposed to believe that no

novel-reader in England has seen

the little town of Bullhampton, in Wilt

shire, except such novel-readers as live

there, and those others, very few in num

ber, who visit it perhaps four times a

year for the purpose of trade, and who

are known as commercial gentlemen.

Bullhampton is seventeen miles from

Salisbury, eleven from Marlborough, nine

from Westbury, seven from Haylesbury,

and five from the nearest railroad station,

which is called Bullhampton road, and

lies on the line from Salisbury to Yeo

vil. It is not quite on Salisbury Plain,

but probably was so once, when Salis

bury Plain was wider than it is now.

Whether it should be called a small town

or a large village I cannot say. It has

no mayor and no market, but it has a

fair. There rages a feud in Bullhampton

touching this want of a market, as there

are certain Bullhamptonites who aver

that the charter giving all rights of a

market to Bullhampton does exist; and

that at one period in its history the

market existed also—for a year or two ;

but the three bakers and two butchers

 

are opposed to change, and the patriots

of the place, though they declaim on the

matter over their evening pipes and gin

and-water, have not enough of matutinal

zeal to carry out their purpose. Bull

hampton is situated on a little river,

which meanders through the chalky

ground, and has a quiet, slow, dreamy

prettiness of its own. A mile above the

town — for we will call it a town — the

stream divides itself into many stream

lets, and there is a district called the

Water Meads, in which bridges are more

frequent than trustworthy, in which there

are hundreds of little sluice-gates for

regulating the irrigation, and a growth of

grass which is a source of much anxiety

and considerable trouble to the farmers.

There is a water-mill here, too, very low,

with ever a floury, mealy look, with a

pasty look often, as the flour becomes

damp with the spray of the water as it

is thrown by the mill-wheel. It seems

to be a tattered, shattered, ramshackle

concern, but it has been in the same

family for many years; and as the family

has not hitherto been in distress, it may

be supposed that the mill still affords a

fair means of livelihood. The Brattles

—for Jacob Brattle is the miller’s name

—have ever been known as men who

Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1869, by ]. B, LIPPINCOTT & C0., in the Clerk’s Office
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s-

-paid scot and lot, and were able to hold

up their heads. But nevertheless Jacob

Brattle is ever at war with his landlord

in regard to repairs wanted for his mill;

and Mr. Gilmore, the landlord in ques

tion, declares that he wishes that the

Avon would some night run so high as

to carry off the mill altogether. Bull

hampton is very quiet. There is no

special trade in the place. Its interests

are altogether agricultural. It has no

newspaper. Its tendencies are altogether

conservative. It is a good deal given

to religion; and the Primitive Methodists

have a very strong holding there, although

in all Wiltshire there is not a clergyman

more popular in his own parish than the

Rev. Frank Fenwick. He himself, in

his inner heart, rather likes his rival,

Mr. Puddleham, the dissenting minister,

because Mr. Puddleham is an earnest

man, who, in spite of the intensity of his

ignorance, is efficacious among the poor.

But Mr. Fenwick is bound to keep up

the fight; and Mr. Puddleham considers

it to be his duty to put down Mr. Fen

wick and the Church Establishment al

together.

The men of Bullhampton, and the

women also, are aware that the glory has

departed from them, in that Bullhampton

was once a borough and returned two

members to Parliament. No borough

more close—or, shall we say, more rot

ten—ever existed. It was not that the

Marquis of Trowbridge had, what has

often delicately been called, an interest

in it; but he held it absolutely in his

breeches pocket, to do with it as he

liked; and it had been the liking of the

late marquis to sell one of the seats

at every election to the highest bidder

on his side in politics. Nevertheless

the people of Bullhampton had gloried

:in being a borough, and the shame, or

:at least the regret, of their downfall had

mot yet altogether passed away when the

-tidings of a new Reform Bill came upon

them. The people of Bullhampton are

motoriously slow to learn and slow to

forget. It was told of a farmer of Bull

hampton, in old days, that he asked

what had become of Charles I., when

itold that Charles II. had been restored.

 

Cromwell had come and gone, and had

not disturbed him at Bullhampton.

At Bullhampton there is no public

building, except the Church, which in

deed is a very handsome edifice with a

magnificent tower—a thing to go to see,

and almost as worthy of a visit as its

neighbor the cathedral at Salisbury.

The body of the church is somewhat

low, but its yellow-gray color is perfect,

and there is, moreover, a Norman door,

and there are early English windows in

the aisle, and a perfection of perpen

dicular architecture in the chancel, all

of which should bring many visitors to

Bullhampton; and there are brasses in

the nave, very curious, and one or two

tombs of the Gilmore family, very rare

in their construction; and the church

yard is large and green, and bowery,

with the Avon flowing close under it,

and nooks in it which would make a

man wish to die that he might be buried

there. The church and churchyard of

Bullhampton are indeed perfect, and yet

but few people go to see the edifice. It

has not as yet had its own bard to sing

its praises. Properly, it is called Bull

hampton Monachorum, the living hav

ing belonged to the friars of Chiltern.

The great tithes now go to the Earl of

Todmorden, who has no other interest

in the place whatever, and who never

saw it. The benefice belongs to St.

John’s, Oxford, and as the vicarage is

not worth more than four hundred

pounds a year, it happens that a clergy

man generally accepts it before he has

lived for twenty or thirty years in the

common room of his college. Mr. Fen

wick took it on his marriage, when he

was about twenty-seven, and Bullhamp

ton has been lucky.

The bulk of the parish belongs to the

Marquis of Trowbridge, who, however,

has no residence within ten miles of it.

The squire of the parish is Squire Gil

more—Harry Gilmore; and he pos

sesses every acre in it that is not owned

by the marquis. With the village—or

town, as it may be—Mr. Gilmore has no

concern; but he owns a large tract of

the water meads, and again has a farm

or two up on the downs as you go to
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ward Chiltern. But they lie out of the

parish of Bullhampton. Altogether he

is a man of about fifteen hundred a year,

and as he is not as yet married, many a

Wiltshire mother’s eye is turned toward

Hampton Privets, as Mr. Gilmore’s

house is somewhat fantastically named.

Hr. Gilmore’s character must be made

to develop itself in these pages, if such

developing may be accomplished. He

is to be our hero—or at least one of two.

The author will not, in these early words,

declare that the squire will be his favor

ite hero, as he will wish that his readers

should form their own opinions on that

matter. At this period he was a man

somewhat over thirty—perhaps thirty

three years of age—who had done fairly

well at Harrow and at Oxford, but had

never done enough to make his friends

regard him as a swan. He still read a

good deal, but he shot and fished more

than he read, and had become, since his

residence at the Privets, very fond of the

outside of his books. Nevertheless, he

went on buying books, and was rather

proud of his library. He had traveled

a good deal, and was a politician—some

what scandalizing his own tenants and

other Bullhamptonites by voting for the

Liberal candidates for his division of the

county. The Marquis of Trowbridge

did not know him, but regarded him as

an objectionable person, who did not un

derstand the nature of the duties which

devolved upon him as a country gentle

man; and the marquis himself was al

ways spoken of by Mr. Gilmore as—an

idiot. On these various grounds the

squire has hitherto regarded himself as

being a little in advance of other squires,

and has, perhaps, given himself more

credit than he has deserved for intellect

uality. But he is a man with a good

heart and a pure mind—generous, de

sirous of being just, somewhat sparing

of that which is his own, never desirous

of that which is another’s. He is good

looking, though perhaps somewhat or

dinary in appearance ; tall, strong, with

dark-brown hair and dark-brown whis

kers, with small, quick gray eyes, and teeth

which are almost too white and too per

fect for a man. Perhaps it is his great

 
est fault that he thinks that as a Liberal

politician and as an English country

gentleman he has combined in his own

position all that is most desirable upon

earth. To have the acres without the

acre-laden brains is, he thinks, every

thing.

And now it may be as well told at

once that Mr. Gilmore is over head and

ears in love with a young lady, to whom

he has offered his hand, and all that can

be made to appertain to the future mis

tress of Hampton Privets. And the

lady is one who has nothing to give in

return but her hand, and her heart, and

herself. The neighbors all round the

country have been saying for’ the last

five years that Harry Gilmore was look

ing out for an heiress; for it has always

been told of Harry, especially among

those who have opposed him in politics,

that he had a keen eye for the main

chance. But Mary Lowther has not,

and never can have, a penny with which

to make up for any deficiency in her own

personal attributes. But Mary is a lady,

and Harry Gilmore thinks her the sweet

est woman on whom his eye ever rested.

Whatever resolutions as to fortune-hunt

ing he may have made—though proba

bly none were ever made—they have all

now gone to the winds. He is so abso

lutely in love that nothing in the world

is, to him, at present worth thinking

about except Mary Lowther. I do not

doubt that he would vote for a Conser

vative candidate if Mary Lowther so

ordered him, or consent to go and live

in New York if Mary Lowther would

accept him on no other condition. All

Bullhampton parish is nothing to him at

the present moment, except as far as it is

connected with Mary Lowther. Hamp

ton Privets is dear to him only as far as

it can be made to look attractive in the

eyes of Mary Lowther. The mill is to

be repaired, though he knows he will

never get any interest on the outlay, be

cause Mary Lowther has said that Bull

hampton water meads would be destroyed

if the mill were to tumble down. He

has drawn for himself mental pictures of

Mary Lowther till he has invested her

with every charm and grace and virtue
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that can adorn a woman.

he believes her to be perfect. He is

actually and absolutely in love. Mary

Lowther has hitherto neither accepted

nor rejected him. In a very few lines

farther on we will tell how the matter

stands between them.

It has already been told that the Rev.

Frank Fenwick is vicar of Bullhampton.

Perhaps he was somewhat guided in his

taking of the living by the fact that

Harry Gilmore, the squire of the parish,

had been his very intimate friend at Ox

ford. Fenwick at the period with which

we are about to begin our story, had

been six years at Bullhampton, and had

been married about five and a half. Of

him something has already been said,

and perhaps it tnay be only necessary

further to state that he is a tall, fair

haired man, already becoming somewhat

bald on the top of his head, with bright

eyes, and the slightest possible amount

of whiskers, and a look about his nose

and mouth which seems to imply that

he could be severe if he were not so

thoroughly good-humored. He has more

of breeding in his appearance than his

friend—a show of higher blood ; though

whence comes such show, and how one

discerns that appearance, few of us can

tell. He was a man who read more

and thought more than Harry Gilmore,

though given much to athletics and

very fond of field sports. It shall only

further be said of Frank Fenwick that

he esteemed both his churchwardens

and his bishop, and was afraid of

neither.

His wife had been a Miss Balfour,

from Loring, in Gloucestershire, and

had had some considerable fortune.

She was now the mother of four chil

dren, and, as Fenwick used to say,

might have fourteen for anything he

knew. But as he also had possessed

some small means of his own, there was

no poverty, or prospect of poverty, at

the vicarage, and the babies were made

welcome as they came. Mrs. Fenwick

is as good a specimen of an English

country parson’s wife as you shall meet

in the county—gay, good-looking, fond

of the society around her, with a little

In very truth

 
dash of fun, knowing in blankets, and

corduroys, and coals, and tea; knowing

also as to beer, and gin, and tobacco;

acquainted with every man and woman

in the parish; thinking her husband to

be quite as good as the squire in regard

to position, and to be infinitely superior

to the squire, or any other man in the

world, in regard to his personal self ;—a

handsome, pleasant, well-dressed lady,

who has no nonsense about her. Such

a one was, and is, Mrs. Fenwick.

Now the Balfours were considerable

people at Loring, though their property

was not county property; and it was

always considered that Janet Balfour

might have done better than she did in

a worldly point of view. Of that, how

ever, little had been said at Loring, be

cause it soon became known there that

she and her husband stood rather well

in the country round about Bullhampton ;

and when she asked Mary Lowther to

come and stay with her for six months,

Mary Lowther’s aunt, Miss Marrable,

had nothing to say against the arrange

ment, although she herself was a most

particular old lady, and always remem

bered that Mary Lowther was third or

fourth cousin to some ear] in Scotland.

Nothing more shall be said of Miss

Marrable at present, as it is expedient,

for the sake of the story, that the reader

should fix his attention on Bullhampton

‘ till he find himself quite at home there.

I would wish him to know his way

among the water meads, to be quite

alive to the fact that the lodge of Hamp

ton Privets is a mile and a quarter to

the north of Bullhampton church, and

half a mile, across the fields, west from

Brattle’s mill; that Mr. Fenwick’s par

sonage adjoins the churchyard, being

thus a little farther from Hampton Pri

vets than the church; and that there

commences Bullhampton street, with its

inn—-the Trowbridge Arms—its four

public-houses, its three bakers and its

two butchers. The bounds of the par

sonage run down to the river, so that

the vicar can catch his trout from his

own bank, though he much prefers to

catch them at distances which admit of

the appurtenances of sport.
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'tied in their conclusions.

Now there must he one word of Mary

Lowther, and then the story shall be

commenced. She had come to the

vicarage in May, intending to stay a .

month, and it was now August, and she

had been already three months with her

friend. Everybody said that she was

staying because she intended to become I

the mistress of Hampton Privets. lt

was a month since Harry Gilmore had

formally made his offer, and she had

not refused him, and as she still stayed

on, the folk of Bullhampton were justi

She was a

tall girl, with dark-brown hair, which

she wore fastened in a knot at the back

of her head, after the simplest fashion.

Her eyes were large and gray, and full

of lustre; but they were not eyes which

would make you say that Mary Lowther

was especially a bright-eyed girl. They

were eyes, however, which could make

you think, when they looked at you, that

if Mary Lowther would only like you

how happy your lot would be !—that if

she would love you, the world would

have nothing higher or better to offer.

If you judged her face by any rules of

beauty, you would say that it was too

thin, but feeling its influence with sym

pathy, you could never wish it to be

changed. Her nose and mouth were

perfect. How many little noses there

are on young woman’s faces which of

themselves cannot be said to be things

of beauty or joys for ever, although they

do very well in their places! There is

the softness and color of youth, and per

haps a dash of fun, and the eyes above

are. bright, and the lips below alluring.

In the midst of such sweet charms, what

does it matter that the nose be puggish—

or even a nose of putty, such as you think

you might improve in the original mate

rial by a squeeze of your thumb and

forefinger! But with Mary Lowther her

nose itself was a feature of exquisite

beauty—a feature that could be eloquent

with pity, reverence or scorn. The

curves of the nostrils, with their almost

transparent membranes, told of the

working of the mind within, as every

portion of the human face should tell,

in some degree. And the mouth was

i equally expressive, though the lips were

thin. It was a mouth to watch, and

listen to, and read with curious interest,

rather than a mouth to kiss. Not but

' that the desire to kiss would come, when

 

 

there might be a hope to kiss with favor;

but they were lips which no man would

think to ravage in boisterous play. It

might have been said there was a want

of capability for passion in her face, had

it not been for the well-marked dimple

in her little chin—that soft couch in

which one may be always sure, when

one sees it, that some little imp of Love

lies hidden.

It has already been said that Mary

Lowther was tall—taller than common.

Her back was as lovely a form of wo

manhood as man’s eye ever measured

and appreciated. Her walk, which was

never naturally quick, had a grace about

it which touched men and women alike.

It was the very poetry of motion; but

its chief beauty consisted in this, that

it was what it was by no effort of her

own. We have all seen those efforts,

and it may be that many of us have

liked them when they have been made

on our own behalf. But no man as

yet could ever have felt himself to be

so far flattered by Miss Lowther. Her

dress was very plain, as it became her

that it should be, for she was living on

the kindness of an aunt who was her

self not a rich woman. But it may be

doubted whether dress could have added

much to her charms.

She was now turned one-and-twenty,

and though, doubtless, there were young

men at Loring who had sighed for her

smiles, no young man had sighed with

any efficacy. It must be acknowledged,

indeed, that she was not a girl for whom

the most susceptible of young men would

sigh. Young men given to sigh are

generally attracted by some outward and

visible sign of softness which may be

taken as an indication that sighing will

produce some result, however small. At

Loring it was said that Mary Lowther

was cold and repellent, and, on that

account, one whomight very probably

descend to the shades as an old maid,

in spite of the beauty of which she was
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the acknowledged possessor. No ene

my, no friend, had ever accused her of

being a flirt.

Such as she was, Harry Gilmore’s

passion for her much astonished his

friends. Those who knew him best

had thought that, as regarded his fate

matrimonial—or non-matrimonial—there

were three chances before him. He

might carry out their presumed inten

tion of marrying money; or he might

become the sudden spoil of the bow and/‘

spear of some red-checked lass; or he

might walk on as an old bachelor, too

cautious to be caught at all. But none

believed that he would become the vic

tim of a grand passion for a poor, reti

cent, high-bred, high-minded specimen

of womanhood. Such, however, was

now his condition.

He had an uncle, a clergyman, living

at Salisbury, a prebendary there, who

was a man of the world, and in whom

Harry trusted more than in any other

human being. His mother had been the

sister of the Rev. Henry Fitzackerly

Chamberlaine, and as Mr. Chamberlaine

had never married, much of his solici

tude was bestowed upon his nephew.

“Don’t, my dear fellow,” had been

the prebendary’s advice when he was

taken over to see Miss Lowther. “ She

is a lady, no doubt ; but you would never

be your own master, and you would be

a poor man till you died. An easy tem

per and a little money are almost as

common in our rank of life as destitution

and obstinacy.” On the day after this

advice was given, Harry Gilmore made

his formal offer.

CHAPTER II.

r1.0’s RED 1-i.41.1..

“ You should give him an answer,

dear, one way or the other.” These

wise words were spoken by Mrs. Fen

wick to her friend as they sat together,

with their work in their hands, on a gar

den seat under a cedar tree. It was an

August evening after dinner, and the

vicar was out about his parish. The

two elder children were playing in the

 
garden, and the two young women were

alone together.

“ Of course I shall give him an an

swer. “/hat answer does he wish ?”

“ You know what answer he wishes.

If any man was ever in earnest, he is.”

“ Am I not doing the best I can for

him, then, in waiting—to see whether I

can say yes ?”

“It cannot be well for him to be in

suspense on such a matter; and, dear

Mary, it cannot be well for you, either.

One always feels that when a girl bids a.

man to wait, she will take him after a

while. It always comes to that. If you

had been at home at Loring, the time

would not have been much; but, being

so near to him, and seeing him every

day, must be bad. You must both be

in a state of fever.”

“ Then I will go back to Loring.”

“ No; not now, till you have positive

ly made up your mind, and given him

an answer one way or the other. You

could not go now and leave him in doubt.

Take him at once and have done with

it. He is as good as gold.”

In answer to this Mary, for a while,

said nothing, but went sedulously on

with her work.

“ Mamma,” said a little girl, running

up, followed by a nursery-maid, “ the

ball’s in the water!”

The child was a beautiful, fair-haired

little darling about four and a half years

old; and a boy, a year younger, and a

little shorter, and a little stouter, was

toddling after her.

“ The ball in the water, Flo !

Jim get it out?”

“jim’s gone, mamma.”

Then Jane, the nursery-maid, pro

ceeded to explain that the ball had rolled

in and had been carried down the stream

to some bushes, and that it was caught

there just out of reach of all that she,

Jane, could do with a long stick for its

recovery. Jim, the gardener, was not to

be found, and they were in despair lest

the ball should become wet through and

should perish.

Mary at once saw her opportunity of

escape—her opportunity for that five

minutes of thought by herself which she

Can’t
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needed. “ I’ll come, Fl0, and see what

can be done.” said Mary.

“ Do; ’cause you is so big,” said the

little girl.

“ We’ll see if my long arms won’t do

as well as Jim’s,” said Mary; “onlyJim

would go in, perhaps, which I certainly

shall not do.” Then she took Flo by

the hand, and together they ran down to

the margin of the river.

There lay the treasure, a huge red in

flated ball, just stopped in its downward

course by a short projecting stick. Jim

could have got it certainly, because he

could have suspended himself over the

stream from a bough, and could have

dislodged the ball and have floated it on

to the bank.

“ Lean over, Mary—a great deal, and

we’ll hold you,” said Flo, to whom her

ball was at this moment worth any effort.

Mary did lean over, and poked at it, and

at last thought that she would trust her

self to the bough, as Jim would have

done, and became more and more ven

turous, and at last touched the ball

and then, at last, fell into the river!

Immediately there was a scream and a

roar, and a splashing about of skirts and

petticoats, and by the time that Mrs.

Fenwick was on the bank, Mary Lowther

had extricated herself, and had triumph

antly brought out Flo’s treasure with her.

“Mary, are you hurt?” said her

friend.

“What should hurt me? Oh dear,

oh dear ! I never fell into a river before.

My darling Flo, don’t be unhappy. It’s

such good fun. Only you mustn’t fall

in yourself, till you are as big as I am.”

Flo was in an agony of tears, not deign

ing to look at the rescued ball.

“ You do not mean that your head

has been under?” said Mrs. Fenwick.

“ My face was, and I felt so odd. For

about half a moment I had a sound of

Ophelia in my ears. Then I was laugh

ing at myself for being such a goose.”

“ You’d better come up and go to bed,

dear. and I’ll get you something warm.”

“I won’t go to bed, and I won’t have

anything warm, but I will change my

clothes. What an adventure ! What

will Mr. I-'enwick say ?”

 

“ What will Mr. Gilmore say?” To

this Mary Lowther made no answer, but

went straight up to the house, and into

her room, and changed her clothes.

While she was there, Fenwick and

Gilmore both appeared at the open win

dow of the drawing-room in which Mrs.

Fenwick was sitting. She had known

well enough that Harry Gilniore would

not let the evening pass without coming

to the vicarage, and at one time had

hoped to persuade Mary Lowther to give

her verdict on this very day. Both she

and her husband were painfully anxious

that Harry might succeed. Fenwick had

loved the man dearly for many years,

and Janet Fenwick had loved him since

she had known him as her husband’s

friend. They both felt that he was

showing more of manhood than they had

expected from him in the persistency of

his love, and that he deserved his re

ward. And they both believed also that

for Mary herself it would be a prosper

ous and a happy marriage. And then,

where is the married woman who does

not wish that the maiden friend who

comes to stay with her should find a hus

band in her house? The parson and

his wife were altogether of one mind in

this matter, and thought that Mary

Lowther ought to be made to give her

self to Harry Gilmore.

“ What do you think has happened?”

said Mrs. Fenwick, coming to the win

dow, which opened down to the ground.

“ Mary Lowther has fallen into the

river."

“ Fallen where?” shouted Gilmore,

putting up both his hands, and seeming

to prepare himself to rush away among

the river gods in search of his love.

“ Don’t be alarmed, Mr. Gilmore:

she’s up stairs, quite safe—only she has

had a ducking.” Then the circum

stances were explained, and the papa

declared magisterially that Flo must not

play any more with her ball near the

river—an order to which it was not prob

able that much close attention would

ever be paid.

“I suppose Miss Lowther will have

gone to bed?” said Gilmore.

“ On the contrary, I expect her every



I6 THE VICAR OF BULLHAIIIPTON. [Jun,

moment. I suggested bed, and warm

drinks, and cosseting, but she would

have none of it. She scrambled out all

by herself, and seemed to think it very

good fun.”

" Come in, at any rate, and have some

tea," said the vicar. “ lf you start be

fore eleven, I’ll walk half the way back

with you.”

In the mean time, in spite of her acci

dent, Mary had gained the opportunity

that she had required. The point for

self-meditation was not so much whether

she would or would not accept Mr. Gil

more now, as that other point—was she

or was she not wrong to keep him in

suspense. She knew very well that she

would not accept him now. It seemed

to her that a girl should know a man

very thoroughly before she would be

justified in trusting herself altogether to

his hands, and she thought that her

knowledge of Mr. Gilmore was insuf

ficient. It might however be the case

that in such circumstances duty required

her to give him at once an unhesitating

answer. She did not find herself to be

a bit nearer to knowing him and to lov

ing him than she was a month since.

Her friend Janet had complained again

and again of the suspense to which she

was subjecting the man; but she knew

on the other hand that her friend Janet

did this ’in her intense anxiety to pro

mote the match. Was it wrong to say

to the man, “I will wait and try?” Her

friend told her that to say that she would

wait and try was in truth to say that she

would take him at some future time;

that any girl who said so had almost

committed herself to such a decision;

that the very fact that she was waiting

and trying to love a man ought to bind

her to the man at last. Such, certainly,

had not been her own idea. As far as

she could at present look into her own

future feelings, she did not think that

she could ever bring herself to say that

she would be this man’s wife. There

was a solemnity about the position

which had never come fully home to

her before she had been thus placed.

Everybody around her told her that the

man’s happiness was really bound up in

 
her reply. If this were so—and she in

truth believed that it was so—was she

not bound to give him every chance in

her power? And yet, because she still

doubted, she was told by her friend

that she was behaving badly! She

would believe her friend, would confess

her fault, and would tell her lover, in

what most respectful words of denial

she could mould, that she would not be

his wife. For herself, personally, there

would be no sorrow in this, and no

regret.

Her ducking had given her time for

all this thought; and then, having so

decided, she went down stairs. She

was met, of course, with various inqui

ries about her bath. Mr. Gilmore was

all pity, as though the accident were the

most serious thing in the world. Mr.

Fenwick was all mirth, as though there

had never been a better joke. Mrs.

Fenwick, who was perhaps unwise in

her impatience, was specially anxious

that her two guests might be left to

gether. She did not believe that Mary

Lowther would ever say the final No;

and yet she thought also that, if it were

so, the time had quite come in which

Mary Lowther ought to say the final

Yes.

“ Let us go down and look at the

spot,” she said, after tea.

So they went down. It was a bean

tiful August night. There was no moon,

and the twilight was over; but still it

was not absolutely dark, and the air

was as soft as a mother’s kiss to her

sleeping child. They walked down to

gether, four abreast, across the lawn, and

thence they reached a certain green

orchard-path that led down to the river.

Mrs. Fenwick purposely went on with

the lover, leaving Mary with her hus

band, in order that there might be no

appearance of a scheme. She would

return with her husband, and then there

might be a ramble among the paths, and

the question would be pressed and the

thing might be settled.

They saw through the gloom the spot

where Mary had scrambled, and the

water, which had then been bright and

smiling, was now black and awful.
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“ To think that you should have been

in there!” said Harry Gilmore, shud

dering.

“ To think that she should ever have

got out again !” said the parson.

“ It looks frightful in the dark,” said

Mrs. Fenwick. “ Come away, Frank.

It makes me sick.” And the charming

schemer took her husband’s arm, and

continued the round of the garden. “I

have been talking to her, and I think

she would take him if he would ask her

now.”

The other pair of course followed

them. Mary’s mind was so fully made

up at this moment that she almost wished

that her companion might ask the ques

tion. She had been told that she was

misusing him; and she would misuse

him no longer. She had 'a firm No, as

it were, within her grasp, and a resolu

tion that she should not be driven from

it. But he walked on beside her talking

of the water, and of the danger, and of

the chance of a cold, and got no nearer

to the subject than to bid her think what

suffering she would have caused had she

failed to extricate herself from the pool.

He also had made up his mind. Some

thing had been said by himself of a cer

tain day when last he had pleaded his

cause; and that day would not come

round till the morrow. He considered

himself pledged to restrain himself till

then, but on the morrow he would come

to her.

There was a little gate which led from

the parsonage garden through the church

yard to a field-path, by which was the

nearest way to Hampton Privets.

“I’ll leave you here,” he said, “ be

cause I don’t want to make Fenwick

come out again to-night. You won’t mind

going up through the garden alone?”

“ Oh dear, no.”

“ And, Miss Lowther, pray, pray take

care of yourself. I hardly think you

ought to have been out again to-night.”

“ It was nothing, Mr. Gilmore. You

make infinitely too much of it.”

“ How can I make too much of any

thing that regards you? You will be at

home, to-morrow ?”

“ Yes, I fancy so.”

Vo1.. IV.—2

 
“Do remain at home. I intend to

come down after lunch. Do remain at

home.” He held her by the hand as he

spoke to her, and she promised him that

she would obey him. He clearly was

entitled to her obedience on such a point.

Then she slowly made her way round the

garden, and entered the house at the

front door, some quarter of an hour after

the others. ‘

Why should she refuse him ? What

was it that she wanted in the world?

She liked him, his manners, his cha

racter, his ways, his mode of life, and

after a fashion she liked his person. If

there was more of love in the world than

this, she did not think that it would

ever come in her way. Up to this time

of her life she had never felt any such

feeling. If not for her own sake, why

should she not do it for him? Why

should he not be made happy? She

had risked a plunge in the water to get

Flo her ball, and she liked him better

than she liked Flo. It seemed that her

mind had all changed by that stroll

through the dark alleys.

“ Well,” said Janet, “how is it to be?”

“ He is to come to-morrow, and I do

not know how it will be,” she said, turn

ing away to her own room.

 

CHAPTER III.

SAM BRATTLE.

IT was about eleven o’clock when

Gilmore passed through the wicket lead

ing from the vicarage garden to the

churchyard. The path he was about to

take crossed simply a corner of the

church precincts, as it came at once

upon a public footway leading from the

fields through the churchyard to the

town. There was, of course, no stop

ping the public path, but Fenwick had

been often advised to keep a lock on his

own gate, as otherwise it almost seemed

that the vicarage gardens were open to all

‘Bullhampton. But the lock had never

been put on. The gate was the way

by which he and his family went to the

church, and the parson was accustomed

to say that however many keys there
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might be provided, he knew that there

would never be one in his pocket when

he wanted it. And he was wont to add,

when his wife would tease him on the

subject, that they who desired to come

in decently were welcome, and that they

who were minded to make an entrance

indecently would not be debarred by

such rails and fences as hemmed in the

vicarage grounds. Gilmore, as he pass

ed through the corner of the churchyard,

clearly saw a man standing near to the

stile leading from the fields. Indeed,

this man was quite close to him, al

though, from the want of light and the

posture of the man, the face was invisi

ble to him. But he knew the fellow to

be a stranger to Bullhampton. The

dress was strange, the manner was

strange, and the mode of standing was

strange. Gilmore had lived at Bull

hampton all his life, and, without much

thought on the subject, knew Bullhamp

ton ways. The jacket which the man

wore was a town-made jacket—a jacket

that had come farther a-field even than

Salisbury; and the man’s gaiters had a

savor which was decidedly not of Wilt

shire. Dark as it was, he could see so

much as this. “Good-night, my friend,”

said Gilmore, in a sharp, cheery voice.

The man muttered something and passed

on as though to the village. There had,

however, been something in his position

which made Gilmore think that the

stranger had intended to trespass on his

friend’s garden. He crossed the stile

into the fields, however, without wait

ing—with0ut having waited for half a

tnoment—and immediately saw the figure

of a second man standing down, hidden

as it were in the ditch ; and though he

could discover no more than the cap and

shoulders of the man through the gloom,

he was sure he knew who it was that

owned the cap and shoulders. He did

not speak again, but passed on quickly,

thinking what he might best do. The

man whom he had seen and recognized

had latterly been talked of as a discredit’

to his family, and anything but an honor

to the usually respectable inhabitants of

Bullhampton.

On the farther side of the church from

 
the town was a farmyard, in the occupa

tion of one of Lord Trowbridge’s ten

ants—a man who had ever been very

keen at preventing the inroads of tres

passers, to which he had, perhaps, been

driven by the fact that this land was

traversed by various public pathways.

Now a public pathway through pasture

is a nuisance, as it is impossible to in

duce those who use it to keep them

selves to one beaten track; but a path

way through cornfields is worse, for, let

what pains may be taken, wheat, beans

and barley will be torn down and tram

pled under foot. And yet in apportion

ing his rents, no landlord takes all this

into consideration. Farmer Trumbull

considered it a good deal, and was often

a wrathful man. There was at any rate

no right of way across his farmyard, and

here he might keep as big a dog as he

chose, chained or unchained. Harry

Gilmore knew the dog well, and stood

for a moment leaning on the gate.

“ Who be there?” said the voice of

the farmer.

“Is that you, Mr. Trumbull? It is

I—Mr. Gilmore. I want to get round

to the front of the parson’s house.”

“ Zurely, zurely,” said the farmer, com

ing forward and opening the gate. “ Be

there anything wrong about, squire ?”

“I don’t know. I think there is.

Speak softly. I fancy there are men

lying in the churchyard.”

“I be a-thinking so, too, squire.

Bone’m was a growling just now like

the Old ’Un.” Bone’m was the name

of the bull-dog as to which Gilmore had

been solicitous as he looked over the

gate. “ What is’t t’ey’re up to? Not

bugglary.”

“ Our friend’s apricots, perhaps. But

I’ll just move round to the front. Do

you and Bone’m keep a lookout here.”

“ Never fear, squire; never fear. Me

and Bone’m together is a’most too much

for ’em, bugglars and all.” Then he led

Mr. Gilmore through the farmyard and

out on to the road, Bone’m growling a

low growl as he passed away.

The squire hurried along the high

road, past the church, and in at the

vicarage front gate. Knowing the place
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well, he could have made his way round

into the garden, but he thought it better

to go to the front door. There was no

light to be seen from the windows, but

almost all the rooms of the house looked

out into the garden at the back. He

knocked sharply, and in a minute or two

the door was opened by the parson in

person.

“ Frank!” said the squire.

“Halloo, is that you?

now ?”

“ Men who ought to be in bed. I

came across two men hanging about

your gate in the churchyard, and I’m

not sure there wasn’t a third.”

“ They’re up to nothing. They often

sit and smoke there.”

“ These fellows were up to something.

The man I saw plainest was a stranger,

and just the sort of man who won’t do

your parishioners any good to be among

them. The other was Sam Brattle.”

“ Whew-w-w !” said the parson.

“ He has gone utterly to the dogs,”

said the squire.

“He’s on the road, Harry; but no

body has gone while he’s still going. I

had some words with him in his father’s

presence last week, and he followed me

afterward and told me he’d see it out

with me. I wouldn’t tell you, because

I didn1t want to set you more against

them.”

“I wish they were out of the place—

the whole lot of them.”

“I don’t know that they’d do better

elsewhere than here. I suppose Mr.

Sam is going to keep his word with

me.”

“ Only for the look of that other fel

low, I shouldn’t think they meant any

thing serious,” said Gilmore.

“I don’t suppose they do, but I’ll be

on the lookout.”

“ Shall I stay with you, Frank ?”

“Oh no; I’ve a life-preserver, and

I’ll take a round of the gardens. You

come with me, and you can pass home

that way. The chances are they’ll miz

zle away to bed, as they’ve seen you and

heard Bone’m, and probably heard, too,

every word you said to Trumbull.”

He then got his hat and the short,

What’s up

 

thick stick of which he had spoken, and

turning the key of the door, put it in his

pocket. Then the two friends went

round by the kitchen garden, and so

through to the orchard, and down to the

churchyard gate. Hitherto they had

seen nothing and heard nothing, and

Fenwick was sure that the men had

made their way through the churchyard

to the village.

“ But they may come back,” said

Gilmore.

“I’ll be about if they do,” said the

parson.

“ What is one against three?

had better let me stay.”

Fenwick laughed at this, saying that

it would be quite as rational to propose

that they should keep watch every night.

“ But, hark!” said the squire, with a

mind evidently perturbed.

“ Don’t you be alarmed about us,”

said the parson.

“ If anything should happen to Mary

Lowther.”

“ That, no doubt, is matter of anxiety,

to which may, perhaps, be added some

trifle of additional feeling on the score

of Janet and the children. But I’ll do

my best. If the women knew that you

and I were patrolling the place, they’d

be frightened out of their wits.”

, Then Gilmore, who never liked that

there should be a laugh against himself,

took his leave and walked home across

the fields. Fenwick passed up through

the garden, and, when he was near the

terrace which ran along the garden front

of the house, he thought that he heard a

voice. He stood under the shade of a

wall dark with ivy, and distinctly heard

whispering on the other side of it. As

far as he could tell there were the voices

of more than two men. He wished now

that he had kept Gilmore with him : not

that he was personally afraid of the tres

passers, for his courage was of that

steady, settled kind which enables the

possessor to remember that men who are

doing deeds of darkness are ever afraid

of those whom they are injuring; but

had there been an ally with him, his

prospect of catching one or more of the

ruffians would have been greatly in

You
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creased. Standing where he was, he

would probably be able to interrupt them

should they attempt to enter the house;

but in the mean time they might be strip

ping his fruit from the wall. They were

certainly, at present, in the kitchen gar

den, and he was not minded to leave

them there at such work as they might

have in hand. Having paused to think

of this, he crept along under the wall,

close to the house, toward the passage

by which he could reach them. But

they had not heard him, enor had they

waited among the fruit. When he was

near the corner of the wall, one leading

man came round within a foot or two of

the spot on which he stood, and before

he could decide on what he would do,

the second had appeared. He rushed

forward with the loaded stick in his

hand, but, knowing its weight, and re- _

membering the possibility of the com

parative innocence of the intruders, he

hesitated to strike. A blow on the head

would have brained a man, and a knock

on the arm with such an instrument

would break the bone. In a moment

he found his left hand on the leading

man’s throat, and the man’s foot behind

his heel. He fell, but as he fell he did

strike heavily, cutting upward with his

weapon, and bringing the heavy weight

of lead at the end of it on to the man’s

shoulder. He stumbled rather than fell,

but when he regained his footing the

man was gone. That man was gone,

and two others were following him down

toward the gate at the bottom of the

orchard. Of these two, in a few strides,

he was able to catch the hindermost, '

and then he found himself wrestling

with Sam Brattle. '

“ Sam,” said he. speaking as well as

he could with his short breath, -’- if you '

don’t stand, I’ll strike you with the life

preserver.”

. Sam made another struggle, trying to

seize the weapon, and the parson hit

him with it on the right arm.

“You’ve smashed that anyway, Mr.

Fenwick,” said the man.

“I hope not ; but do you come along

with me quietly or I’ll smash something

else. I’ll hit you on the head if you

l attempt to move away.

' doing here ?’’

Brattle made no answer, but walked

along toward the house at the parson’s

left hand, the parson holding him the

while by the neck of his jacket and

swinging the life-preservcr in his right

1 hand. In this way he took him round

to the front of the house, and then be

gan to think what he would do with him.

“ That, after all, you should be at this

work, Sam !”

“ What work is it, then ?”

“ Prowling about my place, after mid

night, with a couple of strange black

guards.”

“There ain’t so much harm in that,

as I knows of.”

“V\fho were the men, Sam ?”

“Who was the men ?”

“Yes—wh0 were they?”

“Just friends of mine, Mr. Fenwick.

I sha’n’t say no more about ’em.

You’ve got me, and you’ve smashed my

arm, and now what is it you’re a-going

to do with me? I ain’t done no harm

—only just walked about, like’.”

To tell the truth, our friend the par

son did not quite know what he meant

to do with the Tartar he had caught.

There were reasons which made him

What were you

i very unwilling to hand over Sam Brattle

to the village constable. Sam had a

vicar’s first favorites in the parish ; and

though old Jacob Brattle, the father, was

not so great a favorite, and was a man

whom the squire, his landlord, held in

great disfavor, Mr. Fenwick would de

sire, if possible, to spare the family.

And of Sam himself he had had high

hopes, though those hopes, for the last

eighteen months, had been becoming

fainter and fainter. Upon the whole, he

was much adverse to knocking up the

groom, the only man who lived on the

- parsonage except himself, and dragging

Sam into the village. “I wish I knew,”

he said, “ what you and your friends

were going to do. I hardly think it

has come to that with you that you’d

try to break into the house and cut our

t throats.”

 

“VVe warn‘t after no breaking in, nor

mother and sister who were among the .
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no cutting of throats, Mr.

We warn’t indeed !”

“What shall you do with yourself,

Fenwick.

-to-night, if I let you off ?”

“Just go home to father’s, sir : not a

foot else, s’help me !”

“ One of your friends, as you call

them, will have to go to the doctor, if I

am not very much mistaken ; for the rap

I gave you was nothing to what he got.

You’re all right.”

“ It hurt, sir, I‘can tell ye; but that

won’t matter.”

“ Well, Sam—there; you may go. I

shall be after you to-morrow, and the

last word I say to you to-night is this

as far as I can see, you’re on the road

to the gallows. It isn’t pleasant to be

hung, and I would advise you to change

your road.” So saying, he let go his

hold and stood waiting till Sam should

have taken his departure.

“ Don’t be a-coming after me, to-mor

row, parson, please,” said the man.

“ I shall see your mother, certainly.”

“ Dont’ee tell her of my being here,

Mr. Fenwick, and nobody sha’n’t ever

come anigh this place again—not in the

way of prigging anything.”

“ You fool, you !” said the parson.

“Do you think that it is to save any

thing that I might lose that I let you go

now? Don’t you know that the thing I

want to save is you—you—you ?—you

helpless, idle, good-for-nothing repro

bate! Go home, and be sure that I

shall do the best I can according to my

lights. I fear that my lights are bad

lights, in that they have allowed me to

let you go.”

When he had seen Sam take his de

parture through the front gate, he re

turned to the house, and found that his

wife, who had gone to bed, had come

down stairs in search of him.

“ Frank, you have frightened me so

terribly! Where have you been?”

“ Thief-catching. And I’m afraid I’ve

about split one fellow’s back. I caught

another, but I let him go.”

“ What on earth do you mean,

Frank ?”

Then he told her the whole story

how Gilmore had seen the men and

 
had come up to him ; how he had gone

out and had a tussle with one man, whom

he had, as he thought, hurt; and how

he had then caught another, while the

third escaped.

“We ain’t safe in our beds, then,”

said the wife.

“ You ain’t safe in yours, my dear,

because you chose to leave it, but I hope

you’re safe out of it. I doubt whether

the melons and peaches are safe. The

truth is, there ought to be ,a gardener’s

cottage on the place, and Imust build

one. I wonder whether Ihurt that fel

low much. I seemed to hear the bone

crunch.”

“ Oh, Frank !”

“ But what could I do? I got that

thing because I thought it safer than a

pistol, but I really think it’s worse. I

might have murdered them all, if I’d lost

my temper—and just for half a dozen

apricots !”

“And what became of the man you

took ?”

“I let him go.”

“ Without doing anything to him?”

“ VVell, he got a tap, too.”

“ Did you know him ?” .

“ Yes, I knew him—well.”

“ Who was he, Frank?”

The parson was silent for a moment,

and then he answered her: “It was

Sam Brattle.”

“ Sam Brattle, coming to rob?”

“He’s been at it, I fear, for months,

in some shape.”

“ And what shall you do?”

“I hardly know as yet. It would

about kill her and Fanny. if they were

told all that I suspect. They are stiff

necked, obstinate, ill-conditioned people

—that is, the men. But I think Gil

more has been a little hard on them.

The father and brothers are honest men.

Come! we’ll go to bed.”

CHAPTER xv.

THERE 1s no one use.

ON the following morning there was

of course a considerable amount of con

versation at the vicarage as to the affair
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of the previous evening. There was

first of all an examination of the fruit;

but as this was made without taking

Jem the gardener into confidence, no

certain conclusion could be reached. It

was clear, however, that no robbery for

the purpose of sale had been made. An

apricot or two might have been taken,

and perhaps an assault made on an un

ripe peach. Mr. Fenwick was himself

nearly sure that garden spoliation was

not the purpose of the assailants, though

it suited him to let his wife entertain that

idea. The men would hardly have come

from the kitchen garden up to the house

and round by the corner at which he

had met them, if they were seeking fruit.

Presuming it to have been their inten

tion to attempt the drawing-room win

dows, he would have expected to meet

them as he did meet them. From the

garden the vicar and the two ladies went

down to the gate, and from thence over

the stile to Farmer Trumbull’s farmyard.

The farmer had not again seen the men

after the squire had left him, nor had he

heard them. To him the parson said

nothing of his encounter and nothing

of that blow on the man’s back. From

thence Mr. Fenwick went on to the

town and the ladies returned to the

vicarage.

The only person whom the parson at

once consulted was the surgeon—Dr.

Cuttenden, as he was called. No man

with an injured shoulder-blade had come

to him last night or that morning. A man,

he said, might receive a very violent blow

on his back, in the manner in which the

fellow had been struck, and might be

disabled for days from any great per

sonal exertion, without having a bone

broken. If the blade of his shoulder

were broken, the man—so thought the

doctor—would not travel far on foot,

would hardly be able to get away to any

of the neighboring towns unless he were

carried. Of Sam Brattle the parson

said nothing to the doctor, but when he

had finished his morning’s work about

the town, he walked on to the mill.

In the mean time, the two ladies re

mained at home at the parsonage. The

excitement occasioned by the events of

 
the previous night was probably a little

damaged by the knowledge that Mr.

Gilmore was coming. The coming of

Mr. Gilmore on this occasion was so

important that even the terrible idea of

burglars, and the sensation arising from

the use of that deadly weapon which had

been produced at the breakfast-table dur

ing the morning, were robbed of some

of their interest. They did not keep

possession of the minds of the two ladies

as they would have done had there been

no violent interrupting cause. But here

was the violent interrupting cause, and

by the time that lunch was on the table,

Sam Brattle and his comrades were for

gotten.

Very little was said between the two

women on that morning respecting Mr.

Gilmore. Mrs. Fenwick, who had al

lowed herself to be convinced that Mary

would act with great impropriety if she

did not accept the man, thought that

further speech might only render her

friend obstinate. Mary, who knew the

inside of her friend’s mind very clearly, ‘

and who loved and respected her friend,

could hardly fix her own mind. During

the past night it had been fixed, or

nearly fixed, two different ways. She

had first determined that she would re

fuse her lover—as to which resolve, for

some hours or so, she had been very

firm; then that she would accept him—

as to which she had ever, when most

that way inclined, entertained some

doubt as to the possibility of her utter

ing that word “Yes.” If it be that

other women don’t love better than I

love him, I wonder that they ever get

married at all, she said to herself. She

was told that she was wrong to keep the

man in suspense, and she believed it.

Had she not been so told, she would

have thought that some further waiting

would have been of the three alternatives

the best.

“I shall be up stairs with the bairns,”

said Mrs. Fenwick, as she left the dining

room after lunch, “ so that if you prefer

the garden to the drawing-room, it will

be free.”

“ Oh dearI how solemn and ceremon

ious you make it!”
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“ It is solemn, Mary: I don’t know

how anything can be more solemn, short

of going to heaven or the other place.

But I really don’t see why there should

be any doubt or difficulty.”

There was something in the tone in

which these words were said which al

most made Mary Lowther again decide

against the man. The man had a home

and an income and was squire of the

parish ; and therefore there need be no

dlfficulty! When she compared Mr.

Fenwick and Mr. Gilmore together, she

found that she liked Mr. Fenwick the

best. She thought him to be the more

clever, the higher-spirited, the most of a

man of the two. She certainly was not

the least in love with her friend’s hus

band, but then she was just as little in

love with Mr. Gilmore.

At about half-past two Mr. Gilmore

made his appearance, standing at the

open window. “Mayl come in ?” he

said.

“Of course you may come in.”

“ Mrs. Fenwick is not here ?”

“ She is in the house, I think, if you

want her.”

“ Oh no. I hope you were not fright

ened last night. I have not seen Frank

this morning, but I hear from Mr.

Trumbull that there was something of a

row.”

“ There was a row, certainly. Mr.

Fenwick struck some of the men, and

he is afraid that he hurt one of them.”

“I wish he had broken their heads.

I take it there was a son of one of

my tenants there, who is about as bad

as he can be. Frank will believe me,

now. Ihope you were not frightened

here.”

“I heard nothing of it till this morn

ing,” answered Mary.

After that there was a pause. He

had told himself as he 'came along that

the task before him could not be easy

and pleasant. To declare a passion to

the girl he loves may be very pleasant

work to the man who feels almost sure

that his answer will not be against him.

It may be aneasy task enough even

when there is a doubt. The very pos

session of the passion—or even its pre

 
tence—gives the man a liberty which he

has a pleasure and a pride in using.

But this is the case when the man dashes

boldly at his purpose without precon

certed arrangements. Such pleasure, if

it ever was a pleasure to him—such ex

citement at least—was come and gone

with Harry Gilmore. He had told his

tale and had been desired to wait. Now

he had come again at a fixed hour to be

informed—like a servant waiting for a

place——whether it was thought that he

would suit. The servant out of place,

however, would have had this advantage,

that he would receive his answer with

out the necessity of further eloquence on

his own part. With the lover it was

different. It was evident that Mary

Lowther would not say to him, “I have

considered the matter, and I think that,

upon the whole, you will do.” It was

necessary that he should ask the ques

tion again, and ask it as a suppliant.

“ Mary,” he said, beginning with words

that he had fixed for himself as he came

up the garden, “it is six weeks, I think,

since I- asked you to be my wife; and

now I have come to ask you again.”

She made him no immediate answer, but

sat as though waiting for some further

effort of his eloquence. “I do not think

you doubt my truth or the warmth of

my affection. If you trust in them—”

“I do—I do.”

“ Then I don’t know that I can say

anything further. Nothing that I can

say now will make you love me. I have

not that sort of power which would com

pel a girl to come into my arms.”

“I don’t understand that kind of

power—how any man can have it with

any girl.”

“ They say that it is so ; but I do not

flatter myself that it is so with me; and

I do not think that it would be so with

any man over you. Perhaps I may as

sure you that, as far as I know myself

at present, all my future happiness must

depend on your answer. It will not kill

me to be refused; at least, I suppose not.

But it will make me wish that it would.”

Having so spoken he waited for her

reply.

She believed every word that he said.
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And she liked him so well that, for his

own sake, she desired that he might be

gratified. As far as she knew herself

she had no desire to be Harry Gilmore’s

wife. The position was not even one in

which she could allow herself to look for

consolation on one side for disappoint

ments on the other. She had read about

love, and talked about love, and she de

sired to be in love. Certainly she was

not in love with this man. She had be

gun to doubt whether it would ever be

given to her to love—to love as her

friend Janet loved Frank Fenwick.

,.Ianet loved her husband’s very foot

steps, and seemed to eat with his palate,

bear with his ears and see with his eyes.

She was, as it were, absolutely a bone

from her husband’s rib. Mary thought

that she was sure that she could never

have that same feeling toward Henry

Gilmore. And yet it might come; or

something might come which would do

almost as well. It was likely that

Janet’s nature was softer and sweeter

than her own—more prone to adapt

itself, like ivy to a strong tree. For

herself, it might be that she could never

become as the ivy, but that nevertheless

she might be the true wife of a true hus

band. But if ever she was to be the

true wife of Harry Gilmore, shé could

not to-day say that it should be so.

“I suppose I must answer you,” she

said, very gently.

“ If you tell me that you are not ready A

' be taken as final, or whether she mightto do so I will wait, and come again. I

shall never change my mind. You may

be sure of that.”

“ But that is just what I may not do,

Mr. Gilmore.”

‘“ Who says so?”

“ My own feelings tell me so. I have

no right to keep you in suspense, and I

will not do it. I respect and esteem

you most honestly. I have so much

liking for you that I do not mind own

ing that I wish that it were more. Mr.

Gilmore, I like you so much that I

would make a great sacrifice for you;

but I cannot sacrifice my own honesty

or your happiness by making believe

that I love you.”

For a few moments he sat silent, and

 then there came over his lace a look of

inexpressible anguish—a look as though

the pain were almost more than he could

bear. She could not keep her eyes from

his face; and, in her woman’s-pity, she

almost wished that her words had been

different.

“ And must that be all?” he asked.

“ What else can I say, Mr. Gilmore?”

“ If that must be all, it will be to me

a doom that I shall not know how to

bear. I cannot live here without you.

I have thought about you, till you have

become mixed with every tree and every

cottage about the place. I did not know

of myself that I could become such a

slave to a passion. Mary, say that you

will wait again. Try it once more. I

would not ask for this, but that you have

told me that there was no one else.”

“Certainly, there is no one else.”

“ Then let me wait again. It can do

you no harm. If there should come any

man more fortunate than I am, you can

tell me, and I shall know that it is over.

I ask no sacrifice from you, and no

pledge; but I give you mine. I shall

not change.”

“ There must be no such promise,

‘ Mr. Gilmore.”

“But there is the promise. I cer

tainly shall not change. When three

months are over I will come to you

again.”

She tried to think whether she was

bound to tell him that her answer must

allow the matter to stand as be pro

posed, with some chance of a result that

might be good for him. On one point

she was quite sure—that if she left him

now, with an understanding that he

should again renew his offer after a

period of three months, she must go

away from Bullhampton. If there was

any possibility that she should learn to

love him, such feeling would arise within

her more quickly in his absence than in

his presence. She would go home to

Loring, and try to bring herself to accept

him.

“I think,” she said, “ that what we

now say had better be the last of it.”

“ It shall not be the last of it. I will
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try again. What is there that I can do,

so that I may make myself worthy of

you ?”

“ It is no question of worthiness, Mr.

Gilmore. Who can say how his heart

is moved—and why? I shall go home

to Loring; and you may be sure of this,

that if there be anything that you should

hear of me, I will let you know.”

Then he took her hand in his own,

held it for a while, pressed it to his lips

and left her. She was by no means

contented with herself, and, to tell the

truth, was ashamed to let her friend

know what she had done. And yet how

could she have answered him in other

words? It might be that she could

teach herself to be contented with the

amount of regard which she entertained

for him. It might be that she could

persuade herself to be his wife; and if

so, why should he not have the chance

the chance which he professed that he

was so anxious to retain ? He had paid

her the greatest compliment which a man

can pay a woman, and she owed him

everything— except herself. She was

hardly sure even now that if the propo

sition had come to her by letter the an

swer might not have been of a different

nature. ‘

As soon as he was gone she went up

stairs to the nursery, and thence to Mrs.

Fenwick’s bed-room. Flo was there,

but Flo was soon dismissed. Mary be

gan her story instantly, before a ques

tion could be asked.

“ Janet,” she said, “I am going home

—at once.”

“ Why so ?”

“ Because it is best. Nothing more

is settled than was settled before. When

he asks me whether he may come again,

how can I say that he may not? Vilhat

can I say, except that as far as I can see

now I cannot be his wife?”

“ You have not accepted him, then ?”

“ No.”

“I believe that you would if he had

asked you last night.”

“ Most certainly I should not. I may

doubt when I am talking behind his

back; but when I meet him face to face

I cannot do it.”

 

“I think you have been wrong—very

wrong and very foolish.”

“ In not taking a man I do not love?”

said Mary.

“ You do love him ; but you are long

ing for you do not know what: some

romance — some grand passion — some

thing that will never come.” O

“ Shall I tell you what I want?”

“ If you please.”

“ A feeling such as you have for Frank.

You are my model: I want nothing be

yond that.”

“ That comes after marriage. Frank

was very little to me till we were man

and wife. He’ll tell you the same. I

don’t know whether I didn’t almost dis

like him when I married him.”

“ Oh, Janet !”

“Certainly the sort of love you are

thinking of comes afterward, when the

interests of two people are the same.

Frank was very well as a lover.”

“ Don’t I remember it ?”

“ You were a child.”

“I was fifteen; and don’t I remem

ber how all the world used to change

for you when he was coming? There

wasn’t a ribbon you wore but what you

wore for him; you dressed yourself in

his eyes; you lived by his thoughts.”

“ That was all after I was engaged.

If you would accept Harry Gilmore, you

would do just the same.”

“I must be sure that it would be so.

I am now almost sure that it would

not.”

“ And why do you want to go home?”

“ That he may not be pestered by

having me near him. I think it will be

better for him that I should go.”

“ And he is to ask you again?”

“ He says that he will —in three

months. But you should tell him that

it will be better that he should not. I

would advise him to travel, if I were

his friend like you.”

“ And leave all his duties, and his

pleasures, and his house, and his pro

perty, because of your face and figure,

my dear! I don’t think any woman is

worth so much to a man.”

Mary bit her lips in sorrow for what

she had said: “I was thinking of his
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own speech about himself, Janet—not

of my worth. It does not astonish you

more than it does me that such a man

as Mr. Gilmore should be perplexed in

spirit for such a cause. But he says

that he is perplexed.”

“ Of course he is perplexed, and of

course I was in joke. Only it does

seem 'so hard upon him ! I should like

to shake you till you fell into his arms.

I know it would be best for you. You

will go on examining your own feelings

and doubting about your heart, and

waiting for something that will never

come, till you will have lost your time.

That is the way old maids are made.

If you married Harry, by the time your

first child was born you would think

that he was jupiter—just as I think that

Frank is.”

Mrs. Fenwick owned, however, that

as matters stood at present it would be

best that Mary should return home;

and letters were written that afternoon

to say that she would be at Loring by

the middle of next week.

The vicar was not seen till dinner

time, and then he came home in con

siderable perplexity of spirit. It was

agreed between the two women that the

fate of Harry Gilmore, as far as it had

been decided, should be told to Mr.

Fenwick by his wife; and she, though

she was vexed and almost angry with

Mary, promised to make the best of it.

“ She’ll lose him at last; that’ll be the

end of it,” said the parson, as he scoured

his face with a towel after washing it.

“I never saw a man so much in love

in my life,” said Mrs. Fenwick.

“ But iron won’t remain long at red

heat,” said he. “What she says her

self would be the best for him. He’ll

break up and go away for a time, and

then, when he comes back, there’ll be

somebody else. She’ll live to repent it.”

“ When she’s away from him there

may be a change.”

“ Fiddlestick !” said the parson. Mary,

when she met him before dinner, could

see that he was angry with her, but she

bore it with the utmost meekness. She

believed of herself that she was much to

blame in that she could not fall in love

 

with Harry Gilmore. Mrs. Fenwick had

also asked a question or two about Sam

Brattle during the dressing of her hus

band, but he had declined to say any

thing on that subject till they two should

be secluded together for the night.

CHAPTER V.

THE .\IILLER.

MR. FENWICK reached Brattle’s mill

about two o’clock in the day. During

the whole morning, while saying com

fortable words to old women and gently

rebuking young maidens, he had been

thinking of Sam Brattle and his offences.

He had not been in the parish very long

—not over five or six years—but he had

been there long enough to see Sam grow

out of boyhood into manhood; and at

his first coming to the parish, for the

first two or three years, the lad had been

a favorite with him. Young Brattle

could run well, leap well, fish well, and

do a good turn of work about his father’s

mill. And he could also read and write

and cast accounts, and was a clever fel

low. The parson, though he had tried

his hand with energy at making the man,

had, perhaps, done something toward

marring him; and it may be that some

feeling of this was on Mr. Fenwick’s

conscience. A gentleman’s favorite in

a country village, when of Sam Brattle’s

age, is very apt to be spoiled by the

kindness that is shown to him. Sam had

spent many a long afternoon fishing with

the parson, but those fishing days were

now more than two years gone by. It

had been understood that Sam was to

assist his father at the mill; and much

good advice as to his trade the lad had

received from Mr. Fenwick. There ought

to be no more fishing for the young mil

ler, except on special holiday occasions

—no more fishing, at least during the

hours required for milling purposes. So

Mr. Fenwick had said frequently. Nev

ertheless the old miller attributed his

son’s idleness in great part to the par

son’s conduct, and he had so told the

parson more than once. Of late, Sam

Brattle had certainly not been a good
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son, had neglected his work, disobeyed

his father, and brought trouble on a

household which had much suffering to

endure independently of that which he

might bring upon it.

Jacob Brattle was a man at this time

over sixty-five years of age, and every

year of the time had been spent in that

mill. He had never known another oc

cupation or another home, and had very

rarely slept under another roof. He had

married the daughter of a neighboring

farmer, and had had‘some twelve or

fourteen children. There were at this

time six still living. He 'himself had

ever been a hardworking, sober, honest

man. But he was cross-grained, litig

ious, moody and tyrannical. He held

his mill and about a hundred acres

of adjoining meadow-land at a rent in

which no account was taken either of

the building or of the mill privileges at

tached to it. He paid simply for the

land at a rate per acre, which, as both

he and his landlord well knew, would

make it acceptable on the same terms to

any farmer in the parish; and neither

for his mill nor for his land had he any

lease, nor had his father or his grand

father had leases before him. Though

he was a clever man in his way, he hard

ly knew what a lease was. He doubted

whether his landlord could dispossess

him as long as he paid his rent, but he

was not sure. But of this he thought

he was sure—that were Mr. Gilmore to

attempt to do such a thing, all Wiltshire

would cry out against the deed, and

probably the heavens would fall and

crush the doer. He was a man with an

unlimited love of justice, but the justice

which he loved best was justice to him

self. He brooded over injuries done to

him—injuries real or fancied— till he

taught himself to wish that all who hurt

him might be crucified for the hurt they

did to him. He never forgot, and never

wished to forgive. If any prayer came

from him, it was a prayer that his own

heart might be so hardened that when

vengeance came in his way he might

take it without stint against the tres

passer of the moment. And yet he was

not a cruel man. He would almost de

 

spise himself because when the moment

for vengeance did come he would abstain

from vengeance. He would dismiss a

disobedient servant with curses which

would make one’s hair stand on end, and

would hope within his heart of hearts

that before the end of the next week the

man with his wife and children might be

in the poorhouse. When the end of the

next week came, he would send the wife

meat and would give the children bread,

and would despise himself for doing so.

In matters of religion he was an old

pagan, going to no place of worship,

saying no prayer, believing in no creed

—with some vague idea that a Supreme

Power would bring him right at last if

he worked hard, robbed no one, fed his

wife and children and paid his way. To

pay his way was the pride of his heart

to be paid on his way was its joy.

In that matter of his quarrel with his

landlord he was very bitter. The squire’s

father some fifteen years since had given

to the miller a verbal promise that the

house and mill should be repaired. The

old squire had not been a good man of

business, and had gone on with his ten

ants very much as he had found them,

without looking much into the position

of each. But he had, no doubt, said

something that amounted to a promise

on his own account as to these repairs.

He had died soon after, and the repairs

had not been effected. A year after his

death an application—almost a demand—

was made upon our squire by the miller,

and the miller had been wrathful even

when the squire said that he would look

into it. The squire did look into it, and

came to the conclusion that as he re

ceived no rent at all for the house and

mill, and as his own property would be

improved if the house and mill were

made to vanish, and as he had no evi

dence whatever of any undertaking on

his father’s part, as any such promise on

his father’s part must simply have been

a promise of a gift of money out of his

own pocket, and further as the miller

was impudent, he would not repair the

mill. Ultimately, he offered twenty

pounds toward the repairs, which the

miller indignantly refused. Readers will
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be able to imagine how pretty a quarrel

there would thus be between the land

lord and his tenant. When all this was

commencing—at the time, that is, of the

old squire’s death—Brattle had the name

of being a substantial person, but mis

fortune had come upon him; doctors’

bills had been very heavy, his children

had drained his resources from him, and

it was now known that it set him very

hard to pay his way. In regard to the

house and the mill, some absolutely

essential repairs had been done at his

own costs; but the twenty pounds had

never been taken.

In some respects the man’s fortune

in life had been good. His wife was

one of those loving, patient, self-denying,

almost heavenly human beings, one or

two of whom may come across one’s

path, and who, when found, are generally

found in that sphere of life to which this

woman belonged. Among the rich there

is that difficulty of the needle’s eye:

among the poor there is the difficulty of

the hardness of their lives. And the

miller loved this woman with a perfect

love. He hardly knew that he loved her

as he did. He could be harsh to her

and tyrannical. He could say cutting

words to her. But at any time in his

life he would have struck over the head

with his staff another man who should

have said a word to hurt her. They

had lost many children, but of the six

who remained there were four of whom

they might be proud. The eldest was

a farmer, married and away, doing well

in a far part of the county, beyond

Salisbury, on the borders of Hampshire.

The father in his emergencies had al

most been tempted to ask his son for

money, but hitherto he had refrained.

A daughter was married to a tradesman

at Warminster, and was also doing well.

A second son, who had once been sickly

and weak, was a scholar in his way, and

was now a schoolmaster, also at War

minster, and in great repute with the

parson of the parish there. There was

a second daughter, Fanny, at home—a

girl as good as gold, the glory and joy

and mainstay of her mother, whom even

the miller could not scold, whom all

 

Bullhampton loved. But she was a

plain girl, brown, and somewhat hard

visaged—a morsel of fruit as sweet as

any in the garden, but one that the eye

would not select for its outside grace,

color and roundness. Then there were

the two younger. Of Sam, the young

est of all, who was now twentypne,

something has already been said. Be

tween him and Fanny there was—per

haps it will be better to say there had

been—another daughter. Of all the

flock, Carry had been her father’s dar

ling. She had not been brown or hard

visaged. She was such a niorsel of

fruit as men do choose when allowed to

range and pick through the whole length

of the garden wall. Fair she had been,

with laughing eyes and floating curls

strong in health, generous in temper,

though now and again with something

of her father’s humor. To her mother‘s

eye she had never been as sweet as

Fanny, but to her father she had been

as bright and beautiful as the harvest

moon. Now she was a thing, some

where, never to be mentioned! Any

man who would have named her to her

father’s ears would have encountered

instantly the force of his wrath. This

was so well known in Bullhampton that

there was not one who would dare to

suggest to him even that she might be

saved. But her mother prayed for her

daily, and her father thought of her

always. It was a great lump upon him,

which he must bear to his grave, and

for which there could be no release.

He did not know whether it was his

mind, his heart or his body that suffered.

He only knew that it was there—a load

that could never be lightened. What

comfort was it to him now that he had

beaten a miscreant to death’s door—that

he, with his old hands, had nearly torn

i‘.-e wretch limb from limb—that he had

left him all but lifeless, and had walked

off scatheless, nobody daring to put a

finger on him? The man had been

pieced up by some doctor, and was

away in Asia, in Africa, in America

soldiering somewhere. He had been a

lieutenant in those days, and was prob

ably a lieutenant still. It was nothing
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to old Brattle where he was. Had he

been able to drink the fellow’s blood to

the last drop, it would not have light

ened his load an ounce. He knew that

it was so now. Nothing could lighten

it—not though an angel could come and

tell him that his girl was a second Mag

dalen. The Brattles had ever held up

their heads. The women, at least, had

always been decent.

Jacob Brattle, himself, was a low,

thickset man, with an appearance of

great strength, which was now sub

mitting itself, very slowly, to the hand

of time. He had sharp green eyes and

shaggy eyebrows, with thin lips and a

square chin—a nose which, though its

shape was aquiline, protruded but little

from his face. I-Iis forehead was low

and broad, and he was seldom seen

without a flat hat upon his head. His

hair and very scanty whiskers were gray,

but then, too, he was gray from head to

foot. The color of his trade had so

clung to him that no one could say

whether that grayish whiteness of his

face came chiefly from meal or from

sorrow. He was a silent, sad, medita

tive man, thinking always of the evil

things that had been done to him.

CHAPTER VI.

BRA’l“I‘LE’S “ILL.

WHEN Mr. Fenwick reached the mill

he found old Brattle sitting alone on a

fixed bench in front of the house door,

with a pipe in his mouth. Mary Lowther

was quite right in saying that the mill,

in spite of its dilapidations—perhaps by

reason of them—was as pretty as any

thing in Bullhampton. In the first place,

it was permeated and surrounded by

cool, bright, limpid little streams. One

of them ran right through it, as it were,

passing between the dwelling-house and

the mill, and turning the wheel, which

was there placed. This course was no

doubt artificial, and the water ran more

rapidly in it than it did in the neighbor

ing streamlets. There were sluice-gates

too, by which it could be altogether ex

pelled, or kept up to this or that height;

 

and it was a river absolutely under man’s

control, in which no water-god could

take delight. But there were other nat

ural streams on each side of the build

ing, the one being the main course of

the Avon, and the other some offspring

of a brooklet, which joined its parent

two hundred yards below, and fifty yards

from the spot at which the ill-used work

ing water was received back into its

mother’s idle bosom. Mill and house

were thatched, and were very low.

There were garrets in the roof, but they

were so shaped that they could hardly

be said to have walls to them at all, so

nearly were they contained by theslop

ing roof. In front of the building there

ran a road, which, after all, was no more

than a private lane. It crossed the

smaller stream and the mill-run by two

wooden bridges; but the river itself had

been too large for the bridge-maker’s

efforts, and here there was a ford, with

stepping-stones for foot passengers. The

banks on every side were lined with

leaning willows, which had been pollard

ed over and over again, and which with

their light green wavy heads gave the

place, from a distance, the appearance

of a grove. There was a little porch in

front of the house, and outside of that a

fixed seat, with a high back, on which

old Brattle was sitting when the parson

accosted him. He did not rise when

Mr. Fenwick addressed him, but he in

tended no want of courtesy by not doing

so. He was on his legs at business

during nearly the whole of the day, and

why should he not rest his old limbs

during the few mid-day minutes which

he allowed himself for recreation ?

_“I thought I should catch you idle

just at this moment,” said the clergyman.

“ Like enough, Muster Fenwick,” said

the miller; “I be idle at times, no

doubt.”

“It would be a bad life if you did not

—and a very short one too. It’s hot

walking, I can tell you, Mr. Brattle. If

it goes on like this, I shall make a

little idle time myself,I fear. Is Sam

here ?”

“No, Muster Fenwick, Sam is not

here.”
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“Nor has been this morning, I sup

pose ?”

“ He’s not here now, if you’re wanting

him.”

This the old man said in a tone that

seemed to signify some offence, or at

least a readiness to take offence if more

were said to him about his son. The

clergyman did not sit down, but stood

close over the father, looking down upon

him; and the miller went on with his

pipe, gazing into the clear blue sky.

“I do want him, Mr. Brattle.” Then

he stopped, and there was a pause. The

miller puffed his pipe, but said not a

word. “I do want him. I fear, Mr.

Brattle, he’s not coming to much good.”

“ Who said as he was? I never said

so. The lad’d have been well enough

if other folks would have let him be.”

“I know what you mean, Mr. Brattle.”

“I usually intend folks to know what

I mean, Muster Fenwick. What’s the

good o’ speaking else. If nobody hadn’t

a-meddled with the lad, he’d been a good

lad. But they did, and he ain’t. That’s

all about it.”

“ You do me a great injustice, but I’m

not going to argue that with you now.

There would be no use in it. I’ve come

to tell you I fear that Sam was at no

good last night.”

“That’s like enough.”

“I had better tell you the truth at

once. He was about my place with two

ruffians.”

“ And you wants to take him afore the

magistrate ?”

“I want nothing of the kind. I would

make almost any sacrifice rather. I had

him yesterday night by the collar of the

coat, and I let him go free.”

“If he couldn’t shake himself free o’

you, Muster Fenwick, without any letting

in the matter, he ain’t no son of mine.”

“I was armed, and he couldn’t. But

what does that matter? What does

matter is this—that they who were with

him were thoroughly bad fellows. Was

he at home last night?”

“You’d better ax his mother, Muster

Fenwick. The truth is, I don’t care

much to be talking of him at all. It’s

time I was in the mill, I believe. There’s

. hired man.”

 
no one much to help me now, barring the

So saying he got up and

passed into the mill without making the

slightest form of salutation.

Mr. Fenwick paused for a minute,

looking after the old man, and then

went into the house. He knew very

well that his treatment from the women

would be very different to that which the

miller had vouchsafed to him, but on

that very account it would be diflicult

for him to make his communication.

He had, however, known all this before

he came. Old Brattle would,-quite of

course, be silent, suspicious and uncivil.

It had become the nature of the man to

be so, and there was no help for it.

But the two women would be glad to

see him—would accept his visit as a

pleasure and a privilege; and on this

account he found it to be very hard to

say unpleasant words to them. But

the unpleasant words must be spoken.

Neither in duty nor in kindness could

he know what he had learned last night

and be silent on this matter to the

young man’s family. He entered the

house, and turned into the large kitchen

or keeping-room on the left, in which

the two women were almost always to

be found. This was a spacious, square,

low apartment, in which there was a

long grate with various appurtenances

for boiling, roasting and baking. It was

an old—fashioned apparatus, but Mrs.

Brattle thought it to be infinitely more

commodious than any of the newer

fangled ranges which from time to time

she had been taken to see. Opposite

to the fireplace there was a small piece

of carpet, without which the stone floor

would hardly have looked warm and

comfortable. On the outer corner of

this, half facing the fire and half on one

side of it, was an old oak arm-chair,

made of oak throughout, but with a well

worn cushion on the seat of it, in which

it was the miller’s custom to sit when

the work of the day was done. In this

chair no one else would ever sit, unless

Sam would do so occasionally in bra

vado, and as a protest against his father’s

authority. When he did so his mother

would be wretched, and his sister lately
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had begged him to desist from the sac

rilege. Close to this was a little round

deal table, on which would be set the

miller’s single glass of gin and water,

which would be made to last out the

process of his evening’s smoking, and the

candle, by the light of which, and with

the aid of a huge pair of tortoise-shell

spectacles, his wife would sit and darn

her husband’s stockings. She also had

her own peculiar chair in this corner,

but she had never accustomed herself

to the luxury of arms to lean on, and

had no cushion for her own comfort.

There were various dressers, tables and

sideboards round the room, and a multi

plicity of dishes, plates and bowls, all

standing in their proper places. But

though the apartment was called a

kitchen—and, in truth, the cookery for

the family was done here—there was

behind it, opening out to the rear, an

other kitchen, in which there was a

great boiler and a huge oven never now

used. The necessary but unsightly do

ings of kitchen life were here carried on,

out of view. He, indeed, would have

been fastidious who would have hesi

tated, on any score of cleanliness or

niceness, to sit and eat at the long

board on which the miller’s dinner was

daily served, or would have found it

amiss to sit at that fire and listen to the

ticking of the great mahogany-cased

clock which stood in the corner of the

room. On the other side of the broad

opening passage Mrs. Brattle had her

parlor. Doubtless this parlor added

something to the few joys of her life;

though how it did so, or why she should

have rejoiced in it, it would be very

difficult to say. She never entered it

except for the purpose of cleaning and

dusting. But it may be presumed that

it was a glory to her to have a room

carpeted, with six horsehair chairs, and

a round table, and a horsehair sofa, and

an old mirror over the fireplace, and

a piece of worsted-work, done by her

daughter and framed like a picture., hang

ing up on one of the walls. But there

must have come from it, we should say,

more of regret than of pleasure; for

when that room was first furnished un

 

der her own auspices, and when those

horsehair chairs were bought with a por

tion of her own modest dowry, doubt

less she had intended that these luxuries

should be used by her and hers. But

they never had been so used. The day

for using them had never come. Her

husband never, by any chance, entered

the apartment. To him probably, even

in his youth, it had been a woman’s

gewgaw, useless, but allowable as tend

ing to her happiness. Now the door

was never even opened before his eye.

His last interview with Carry had been

in that room—when he had laid his

curse upon her, and bade her begone

before his return, so that his decent

threshold should be no longer polluted

by her vileness.

On this side of the house there was a

cross passage, dividing the front rooms

from the back. At the end of this,

looking to the front, so as to have the

parlor between it and the house door,

was the chamber in which slept Brattle

-and his wife. Here all those children

had been born who had brought upon

the household so many joys and so

much sorrow. And behind, looking to

the back on to the little plot of vegeta

bles which was called the garden—a

plot in which it seemed that cabbages

and gooseberry bushes were made to

alternate—there was a large store-room

and the chamber in which Fanny slept,

now alone, but which she had once

shared with four sisters. Carry was

the last one that had left her; and now

Fanny hardly dared to name the word

sister above her breath. She could

speak, indeed, of Sister Jay, the wife of

the prosperous ironmonger at War

minster, but of sisters by their Christian

names no mention was ever made.

Up stairs there were garrets, one of

which was inhabited by Sam when he

chose to reside at home, and another

by the red-armed country lass who was

maid-of-all-work at Brattle mill. When

it has also been told that below the cab

bage-plot there was an orchard, stretch

ing down to the junction of the waters,

the description of Brattle mill will have

been made.
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CHAPTER VII.

rm: MILLI-:R’s \VlF£.

WHEN Mr. Fenwick entered the kitch

en, Mrs. Brattle was sitting there alone.

Her daughter was away, disposing of

the remnants and utensils of the dinner

table. The old lady, with her spectacles

on her nose, was sitting as usual with a

stocking over her left arm. On the

round table was a great open Bible, and

lying on the Bible were sundry large

worsted hose, which always seemed to

Mr. Fenwick as though they must have

undarned themselves as quickly as they

were darned. Her Bible and her stock

ings furnished the whole of Mrs. Brat

tle’s occupation from her dinner to her

bed. In the morning, she would still

occupy herself in matters of cookery,

would peel potatoes and prepare apples

for puddings, and would look into the

pot in which the cabbage was being

boiled. But her stockings and her Bible

shared together the afternoons of her

week-days. On the Sundays there would

only be the Bible, and then she would

pass many hours of the day asleep. On

every other Sunday morning she still

walked to church and back—going there

always alone. There was no one now

to accompany her. Her husband never

went—never had gone—to church, and’

her son now had broken away from his

good practices. On alternate mornings

Fanny went, an.d also on every Sunday

afternoon. Wet or dry. storm or sun

shine, she always went; and her father,

who was an old pagan, loved her for her

zeal. Mrs. Brattle was a slight-made

old woman, with hair almost white peer

ing out modestly from under her clean

cap, dressed always in a brown stuff

gown that never came down below her

ankle. Her features were still pretty,

small and débonnaire, and there was a

sweetness in her eyes that no observer

couldoverlook. She was a modest,

pure, high-minded woman—whom we

will not call a lady, because of her posi

tion in life, and because she darned

stockings in a kitchen. In all other re

spects she deserved the name.

“I heard your voice outside with the

Y master,” she said, rising from her chair

to answer the parson’s salutation, and

' putting down her stockings first, and

then her spectacles upon the book, so

that the Bible was completely hidden;

“ and I knew you would not go without

saying a word to the old woman.”

“I believe I came mostly to see you

to-day, Mrs. Brattle.”

“ Did you then? It’s kind of you,

I’m sure, Mr. Fenwick, this hot weather;

and you with so many folk to mind, too.

Will you take an apple, Mr. I-'enwick?

I don’t know that we’ve anything else to

offer, but the quarantines are rare this

year, they say; though no doubt you

‘ have them better at the vicarage ?”

Fenwick took a large red apple from

the dresser, and began to munch it,

declaring that they had none such in

their orchard. And, then, when the

apple was finished, he had to begin his

story.

“ Mrs. Brattle, I’m sorry that I have

something to say that I am sure will vex

you'!l

“ Eh, Mr. Fenwick ! Bad news?

’Deed and I think there’s but little good

news left to us now— little that comes

' from the tongues of men. It’s bad news

that is always coming here, Mr. Fenwick.

What is it, sir ?”

Then he repeated the question he had

before put to the miller about Sam.

Where was Sam last night? She only

shook her head. Did he sleep at home ?

She shook her head again. Had he

breakfasted at home?

“’Deed no, sir. I haven’t set eyes

on him since before yesterday.”

“ But how does he live? His father

does not give him money. I suppose?”

“There’s little enough to give him,

Mr. Fenwick. When he is at the mill

his father do pay him a some’at over and

above his keep. It isn’t much, sir.

Young men must have a some’at in their

pocket at times.”

“He has too much in his pockets, I

fear. I wish he had nothing, so that he

needs must come home for his meals.

He works at the mill, doesn’t he ?”

“ At times, sir; and there isn’t a lad

in all Bulh1mpton”—for so the name
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was ordinarily pronounced—“ who can

do a turn of work to beat him.”

“Do he and his father agree pretty

well?”

“ At times, sir. Times again his

father don’t say much to him. The

master ain’t given to much talking in the

mill, and Sam, when he’s there, works

with a will. There’s times when his

father softens down to him, and then, to

see ’em, you’d think they was all in all

to each other. There’s a stroke of the

master about Sam hisself, at times, Mr.

Fenwick, and the old man’s eyes gladden

to see it. There’s none so near his

heart now as poor Sam.”

“ If he were as honest a man as his

father,’I could forgive all the rest,” said

Mr. Fenwick, slowly, meaning to imply

that he was not there now to complain

of church observances neglected or of

small irregularities of life. The pagan

ism of the old miller had often been the

subject of converse between the parson

and Mrs. Brattle, it being a matter on

which she had many an unhappy thought.

He, groping darkly among subjects which

he hardly dared to touch in her presence,

lest he should seem to unteach that in

private which he taught in public, had

subtlely striven to make her believe that

though she, through her faith, would be

saved, he, the husband, might yet escape

that doom of everlasting fire which to her

was so stern a reality that she thought

of its fury with a shudder whenever she

heard of the world’s wickedness. When

Parson Fenwick had first made himself

intimate at the mill, Mrs. Brattle had

thought that her husband’s habits of life

would have been to him as wormwood

and gall—that he would be unable not

to chide; and well she knew that her

husband would bear no chiding. By

degrees she had come to understand that

this new parson was one who talked

more of life with its sorrows and vices,

and chances of happiness and possibil

ities of goodness, than he did of the re

quirements of his religion. For herself

inwardly she had grieved at this, and,

possibly, also for him; but doubtless

there had come to her some comfort,

which she did not care to analyze, from

VoL. l\’.—3

 
the manner in which “the master,” as

she called him, pagan as he was, had

been treated by her clergyman. She

wondered that it should be so, but yet it

was a relief to her to know that God’s

messenger should come home to her,

and yet say never a word of his message

to that hard lord, whom she so feared

and so loved, and who was, as she well

knew, too stubborn to receive it. And

Fenwick had spoken—still spoke to her

—so tenderly of her erring, fallen child,

never calling her a cas-taway—talking of

her as Carry, who might yet be worthy

of happiness here and of all joy here

after—that when she thought of him as

a minister of God, whose duty it was to

pronounce God’s threats to erring hu

man beings, she was almost alarmed.

She could hardly understand his lenien

cy, his abstinence from reproof; but en

tertained a vague, wandering, unformed

wish that, as he never opened the vials

of his wrath on them, he would pour it

out upon her—on her who would hear it

for their sake so meekly. If there was

such a wish it was certainly doomed to

disappointment. At this moment Fanny

came in and courtesied as she gave her

hand to the parson.

“ Was Sam at home, last night, Fan?”

asked the mother, in a sad, low voice.

“ Yes, mother. He slept in his bed.”

“ You are sure ?” said the parson.

“ Quite sure. I heard him this morn

ing as he went out. It was about five.

He spoke to me and I answered him.”

“ What did he say?”

“ That he must go over to Lavington,

and wouldn’t be home till nightfall. I

told him where he would find bread and

cheese, and he took some.”

“ But you didn’t see him last night?”

“ No, sir. He comes in at all hours,

when he pleases. He was at dinner be

fore yesterday, but I haven’t seen him

since. He didn’t go nigh the mill after

dinner that day.”

Then Mr. Fenwick considered how

much he would tell to the mother and

sister, and how much he would keep

back. He did not in his heart believe

that Sam Brattle had intended to enter

his house and rob it, but he did believe
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that the men with whom Sam was asso

ciated were thieves and housebreakers.

If these men were prowling about Bull

hampton, it was certainly his duty to

have them arrested if possible, and to

prevent probable ’depredations, for his

neighbors’ sake as well as for his own.

Nor would he be justified in neglecting

this duty with the object of saving Sam

Brattle. If only he could entice Sam

away from them, into his own hands,

under the power of his tongue, there

might probably be a chance.

“ You think he’ll be home to-night ?”

he asked.

“ He said he would,” replied Fanny,

who knew that she could not answer for

her brother’s word.

“If he does, bid him come to me—

make him come to me! Tell him that

I will do him no harm. God knows

how truly it is my object .to do him

good.”

“ We are sure of that, sir,” said the

mother.

“ He need not be afraid that I will

preach to him. I will only talk to him,

as I would to a younger brother.”

“ But what is it that he has done,

sir ?”

“ He has done nothing that I know.

There! I will tell you the whole. I

found him prowling about my garden at

near midnight, yesterday. Had he been

alone I should have thought nothing of

it. He thinks he owes me a grudge for

speaking to his father; and had I found

him paying it by filling his pockets with

the fruit, I should only have told him

that it would be better that he should

come and take it in the morning.”

“ But he wasn’t—stealing ?” asked the

mother.

“ He was doing nothing; neither were

the men. But they were blackguards,

and he was in bad hands. He could not

have been in worse. I had a tussle with

one of them, and I am sure the man was

hurt. That, however, has nothing to do

with it. What I desire is, to get a hold

of Sam, so that he may be rescued from

the hands of such companions. If you

can make him come to me, do so.”

Fanny promised, and so did the

 
mother; but the promise was given in

that tone which seemed to imply that

nothing should be expected from its

performance. Sam had long been deaf

to the voices of the women of his family,

and when his father’s anger would be

hot against him, he would simply go

and live where and how none of them

knew. Among such men and women

as the Brattles, parental authority must

needs lie much lighter than it does with

those who are wont to give much and

to receive much. What obedience does

the lad owe who at eighteen goes forth

and earns his own bread? What is it

to him that he has not yet reached man’s

estate? He has to do a man’s work,

and the price of it is his own, in his

hands, when he has earned it. There is

no curse upon the poor heavier than that

which comes from the early breach of

all ties of duty between fathers and their

sons, and mothers and their daughters.

Mr. Fenwick, as he passed out of the

miller’s house, saw Jacob Brattle at the

door of the mill. He was tugging along

some load, pulling it in at the door, and

prevailing against the weakness of his

age by the force of his energy. The

parson knew that the miller saw him,

but the miller took no notice——l0oked

rather as though he did not wish to be

observed—and so the parson went on.

When at home he postponed his account

of what had taken place till he should be

alone with his wife, but at night he told

her the whole story.

“The long and the short of it is,

Master Sam will turn to housebreaking,

if somebody doesn’t get hold of him.”

“ To housebreaking, Frank ?”

“I believe that he is about it.”

“ And were they going to break in

here?”

“I don’t think he was. Idon’t be

lieve he was so minded then. But he

had shown them the way in, and they

were looking about on their own scores.

Don’t you frighten yourself. What

with the constable and the life-pre

server, we’ll be safe. I’ve a big dog

coming—a second Bone’m. Sam Brat

tie is in more danger, I fear, than the

silver forks.”
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CHAPTER VIII.

THE LAST DAY.

THE parson’s visit to the mill was on

a Saturday. The next Sunday passed

by very quietly, and nothing was seen of

Mr. Gilmore at the vicarage. He was

at church, and walked with the two ladies

from the porch to their garden gate, but

he declined Mrs. Fenwick’s invitation to

lunch, and was not seen again on that

day. The parson had sent word to

Fanny Brattle during the service to stop

a few minutes for him, and had learned

from her that Sam had not been at home

last night. He had also learned, before

the service that morning, that very early

on the Saturday, probably about four

o'clock, two men had passed through

Paul’s Hinton with a huckster’s cart and

a pony. Now Paul’s Hinton—or Hin

ton Saint Paul’s, as it should be properly

called—was a long. straggling village six

miles from Bullhampton, and halfway on

the road to Market Lavington, to which

latter place Sam had told his sister that

he was going. Putting these things to

gether, Mr. Fenwick did not in the least

doubt but the two men in the cart were

they who had been introduced to his

garden by young Brattle.

“I only hope,” said the parson, “ that

there’s a good surgeon at Market Lav

ington. One of the gentlemen in that

cart must have wanted him, I take it.”

Then he thought that it might, perhaps,

be worth his while to trot over to Lav

ington in the course of the week and

make inquiries.

On the Wednesday, Mary Lowther

was to go back to Loring. This seemed

like a partial break-up of their establish

ment, both to the parson and his wife.

Fenwick had made up his mind that

Mary was to be his nearest neighbor for

life, and had fallen into the way of treat

ing her accordingly, telling her of things

in the parish as he might have done to

the squire’s wife, presuming the squire’s

wife to have been on the best possible

terms with him. He now regarded Mary

as being almost an impostor. She had

taken him in and obtained his confidence

under false pretences. It was true that

she might still come and fill the place

that he had appointed for her. He

rather thought that at last she would do

so. But he was angry with her because

she hesitated. She was creating an un

necessary disturbance among them. She

had, he thought, been now wooed long

enough, and, as he told his wife more

than once, was making an ass of herself.

Mrs. Fenwick was not quite so hard in

her judgment, but she also was tempted

to be a little angry. She loved her

friend Mary a great deal better than she

loved Mr. Gilmore, but she was thor

oughly convinced that Mary could not

do better than accept a man whom she

owned that she liked—whom she, at any

rate, liked so well that she had not as

yet rejected him. Therefore, although

Mary was going. they were, both of them,

rather savage with her.

The Monday passed by, also very

quietly, and Mr. Gilmore did not come

to them, but he had sent a note to tell

- them that he would walk down on the

Tuesday evening to say good-bye to Miss

Lowther. Early on the Wednesday, Mr.

Fenwick was to drive her to Westbury,

whence the railway would take her round

by Chippenham and Swindon to Loring.

On the Tuesday morning she was very

melancholy. Though she knew that it

was right to go away, she greatly re

gretted that it was necessary. She was

angry with herself for not having better

known her own mind; and though she

was quite sure that were Mr. Gilmore to

repeat his offer to her that moment she

would not accept it, nevertheless she

thought ill of herself because she would

not do so. “ I do believe,” she said to

herself, “ that I shall never like any man

better.” She knew well enough that if

she was never brought to love any man,

she never ought to marry any man ; but

she was not quite sure whether Janet

was not right in telling her that she had

formed erroneous notions of the sort of

love she ought to feel for the man whom

she should resolve to accept. Perhaps

it was true that that kind of adoration

which Janet entertained for her husband

was a feeling which came after marriage

, —a feeling which would spring up in her
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own heart as soon as she was the man’s

own wife, the mistress of his house, the

mother of his children, the one human

being for whose welfare he was solicitous

beyond that of all others. And this man

did love her. She had no doubt about

that. And she was unhappy, too, be

cause she felt that she had offended his

friends, and that they thought that she

was not treating their friend well.

“ Janet,” she said, as they were again

sitting out on the lawn, on that Tuesday

afternoon, “I am almost sorry that I

came here at all.”

“ Don’t say that, dear.”

“I have spent some of the happiest

days of my life here, but the visit, on

the whole, has been unfortunate. I am

going away in disgrace. I feel that so

acutely.”

“ What nonsense!

disgrace ?”

“Mr. Fenwick and you think thatl

have behaved badly. I know you do,

andl feel it so strongly! I think so

much of hitn, and believe him to be so

good, and so wise, and so understand

ing—he knows what people should do,

and should be, so well—that I cannot

doubt that I have been wrong if he

thinks so.”

“ He only wishes that you could have

made up your mind to marry a most

worthy man, who is his friend, and who,

by marrying you, would have fixed you

close to us. He wishes it still, and so

do I.”

“ But he thinks that I have been—

have been mopish and lackadaisical

and—and—almost untrue. I can hear

it in the tone of his voice, and see it in

his eye. I can tell it from the way he

shakes hands with me in the morning.

He is such a true man that I know in a

moment what he means at all times. I

am going away under his displeasure,

and I wish I had never come.”

“ Return as Mrs. Gilmore, and all his

displeasure will disappear.”

“ Yes, because he would forgive me.

He would say to himself that as I had

repented I might be taken back to his

grace; but as things are at present he

condemns me. And so do you.”

How are you in

“ If you ask me, Mary, I must tell

the truth. I don’t think you know your

own mind.”

“ Suppose I don’t, is that disgraceful ?”

“But there comes a time when a girl

should know her own mind. You are

giving this poor fellow an enormous deal

.of unnecessary trouble.”

“ I have known my own mind so far

as to tell him that I could not marry

him.”

“As far as I understand, Mary, you

have always told him to wait a little

longer.”

“I have never asked him to wait,

Janet—never. It is he who says that

he will wait; and what can I answer

when he says so? All the same I don’t

mean to defend myself. I do believe

that I have been wrong, and I wish

that I had never come here. It sounds

ungrateful, but I do. It is so dreadful

to feel that I have incurred the displeas

ure of people that I love so dearly!”

“ There is no displeasure, Mary: the

word is a good deal too strong. I won

der what you’ll think of all this when the

parson and his wife come up on future

Sundays to dine with the squire and his

lady. I have long since made up my

mind that when afternoon service is

over we ought to go up and be made

much of at the Privets; and you’re

putting all this off till I’m an old wo

man—for a chimera. It’s about our

Sunday dinners that I’m angry. Flo,

my darling, what a face you have got!

Do come and sit still for a few minutes,

or you’ll be in a fever.” While Mrs.

Fenwick was wiping her girl’s brow and

smoothing her ringlets, Mary walked off

to the orchard by herself. There was a

broad green path which made the circuit

of it, and she took the round twice,

pausing at the bottom to look at the

spot from which she had tumbled into

the river. \/Vhat a trouble she had been

to them all! She was thoroughly dis

satisfied with herself; especially so be

cause she had fallen into those very

difficulties which from early years she

had resolved that she would avoid. She

had made up her mind that she would

not flirt; that she would never give a
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“I WAS NOT THINKING OF THEM.”

[Vicar of Bullhampton. Chap. Vl|I.]
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right to any m;1-n—or to any woman—t0

call her a coquette; that it love and a

husband came in her way she would

take them thankfully; and that if they

did not, she would go on her path

quietly, if possible, feeling no uneasi

ness, and certainly showing none, be

cause the joys of a married life did not

belong to her. But now she had gotten

herself into a mess, and she could not

tell herself that it was not her own fault.

Then she resolved again that in future

she would go right. It could not but

be that a woman could keep herself

from floundering in these messes of

half-courtship—of courtship on one side

and doubt on the other—if she would

persistently adhere to some safe rule.

Her rejection of Mr. Gilmore ought to

have been unhesitating and certain from

the first. She was sure of that now.

She had been guilty of an absurdity in

supposing that because the man had

been in earnest, therefore she had been

justified in keeping him in suspense for

his own sake. She had been guilty of

an absurdity and also of great self-con

ceit. She could do nothing now but

wait till she should hear from him, and

then answer him steadily. After what

had passed she could not go to him and

declare that it was all over. He was

coming to-night, and she was nearly

sure that he would not say a word to

her on the subject. If he did, if he re

newed his offer, then she would speak

out. It was hardly possible that he

should do so, and therefore the trouble

which she had created must remain.

As she thus resolved, she was lean

ing over the gate looking into the

churchyard, not much observing the

graves or the monuments or the beau

tiful old ivy-covered tower, or thinking

of the dead that were lying there or of

the living who prayed there; but swear

ing to herself that for the rest of her life

she would keep clear of, what she called,

girlish messes. Like other young ladies,

she had read much poetry and many

novels, but her sympathies had never

been with young ladies who could not

go straight through with their love

affairs, from the beginning to the end,

without flirtation of either an inward or

an outward nature. Of all her heroines,

Rosalind was the one she liked the

best, because from the first moment of

her passion she knew herself and what

she was about, and loved her lover right

heartily. Of all girls in prose or poetry

she declared that Rosalind was the least

of a flirt. She meant to have the man,

and never had a doubt about it. But

with such a one as Flora Maclvor she

had no patience—a girl who did and who

didn’t, who would and who wouldn’t, who

could and who couldn’t, and who of all

flirts was to her the most nauseous! As

she was taking herself to task, accusing

herself of being a Flora without the

poetry and romance to excuse her, Mr.

Fenwick came round from Farmer

Trumbull’s side of the church, and got

over the stile into the churchyard.

“What, Mary, is that you, gazing in so

intently among your brethren that were?”

“I was not thinking of them,” she

said, with a smile. “ My mind was in

tent on some of my brethren that are.”

Then there came a thought across her,

and she made a sudden decision. “ Mr.

Fenwick,” she said, “would you mind

walking up and down the churchyard

with me once or twice? I have some

thing to say to you, and I can say it

now so well.” He opened the gate for

her and she joined him. “I want to

beg your pardon, and to get you to for

give me. I know you have been angry

with me.”

“ Hardly angry, but vexed. As you

ask me so frankly and prettily, I will

forgive you. There is my hand upon it.

All evil thoughts against you shall go

out of my head. I shall still have my

wishes, but I will not be cross with

you.”

“ You are so good and so clearly hon

est! I declare I think Janet the hap

piest woman that I ever heard of.”

“ Come, come! I didn’t bargain for

this kind of thing when I allowed my

self to be brought in here.”

“ But it is so. I did not stop you for

that, however, but to acknowledge that

I have been wrong, and to ask you to

pardon me.”
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“I will—I do. If there has been

anything amiss, it shall not be looked

on again as amiss. But there has been

only one thing amiss.”

“ And, Mr. Fenwick, will you do this

for me? Will you tell him that I was

foolish to say that he might wait? Vi’hy

should he wait? Of course he should

not wait. When I am gone, tell him so,

. and beg him to make an end of it. I

had not thought ofit properly, or I would

not have allowed him to be tormented.”

There was a pause after this, during

which they walked half the length of the

path in silence.

“No, Mary,” he said, after a while,

“I will not tell him that.”

“ Why not, Mr. Fenwick ?”

“ Because it will not be for his good,

or for mine, or for janet’s, or, as I be

lieve, for yours.”

“ Indeed, it will—for the good of us

all.”

“I think, Mary, you do not quite un

derstand. There is not one among us

who does not wish that you should come

here and be one of us—a real, right

down Bullumpton ’ooman, as they say

in the village. I want you to be my

wife’s dearest friend and my own nearest

neighbor. There is no man in the world

whom I love as I do Harry Gilmore, and

I want you to be his wife. I have said

to myself and to Janet a score of times

that you certainly would be so, sooner or

later. My wrath has not come from

your bidding him to wait, but from your

coldness in not taking him without wait

ing. You should remember that we grow

gray very quickly, Mary.”

Here was the old story again—the old

story as she had heard it from Harry

Gilmore—but told as she had never ex

pected to hear it from the lips of Frank

Fenwick. It amounted to this — that

even he, Frank Fenwick, bade her wait

and try. But she had formed her reso

lution. and she was not going to be

turned aside, even by Frank Fenwick.

“ I had thought that you would help me,”

she said, very slowly.

“So I will, with all my heart, toward

the keys of the store closets of the Priv

ets, but not a step the other way. It

 

has to be, Mary. He is too much in

earnest, and too good, and too fit for the

place to which he aspires, to miss his

object. Come, we’ll go in. Mind, you

and I are one again, let it go how it

may. I will own that] have been vexed

for the last two days —have been in a

humor unbecoming your departure to

morrow. I throw all that behind me.

You and I are dear friends, are we

not ?”

“I do hope so, Mr. Fenwick.”

“ There shall be no feather moulted

between us. But as to operating be

tween you and Harry with the view of

keeping you apart, I decline the com

mission. It is my assured belief that

sooner or later he will be your husband.

Now we will go up to Janet, who will

begin to think herself a Penelope, if we

desert her much longer.”

Immediately after this Mary went

up to dress for dinner. Should she

make up her mind to give way and put

on the blue ribbons which he loved so

well? She thought that she could tell

him at once if she made up her mind in

that direction. It would not, perhaps,

be very maidenly, but anything would be

better than suspense, than torment to him.

Then she took out her blue ribbons, and

tried to go through that ceremony of

telling him. It was quite impossible.

Were she to do so, she would know no

happiness again in this world, or prob

ably in the other. To do the thing it

would be necessary that she should lie

to him.

She came down in a simple white

dress, without any ribbons—in just the

dress which she would have worn had

Mr. Gilmore not been coming. At din

ner they were very merry. The word

of command had gone forth from Frank

that Mary was to be forgiven, and Janet

of course obeyed. The usual courtesies

of society demand that there shall be

civility, almost flattering Civility, from

host to guest, and from guest to host;

and yet how often does it occur that in

the midst of these courtesies there is

something that tells of hatred, of ridicule

or of scorn! How often does it happen

that the guest knows that he is disliked,
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or the host knows that he is a bore!

In the last two days, Mary had felt that

she was not cordially a welcome guest.

She had felt also that the reason was

one against which she could not contend.

Now all that, at least,- was over. Frank

Fenwick’s manner had never been pleas

anter to her than it was on this occasion,

and Janet followed the suit which her

lord led.

They were again on the lawn between

eight and nine o’clock when Harry Gil

more came up to them. He was gra

cious enough in his salutation to Mary

Lowther, but no indifferent person would

have thought that he was her lover.

He talked chiefly to Fenwick, and when

they went in to tea did not take a place

on the sofa beside Mary. But after a

while he said something which told them

all of his love.

“ What do you think I’ve been doing

today, Frank ?”

“ Getting your wheat down, I should

hope.”

“ We begin that to-morr0w. I never

like to be quite the earliest at that work,

or yet the latest.”

“ Better be a day too early than a day

too late, Harry.”

“ Never mind about that.

down with old Brattle.”

“ And what have you been doing with

him !”

“Pm half ashamed, and yet I fancy

I’m right.”

As he said this he looked across to

Mary Lowther, who no doubt was watch

ing every turn of his face from the corner

of her eye. “ I’ve just been and knocked

under, and told him that the old place

shall be put to rights.”

“ That’s your doing, Mary,” said Mrs.

Fenwick, injudiciously.

“ Oh no; I’m sure it is not. Mr.

Gilmore would only do such a thing as

that because it is proper.”

“ I don’t know about it’s being proper,”

said he. “I’m not quite sure whether

it is or not. I shall never get any in

terest for my money.”

“ Interest for one’s money is not

everything,” said Mrs. Fenwick.

“Nevertheless, when one builds houses

I’ve been

for other people to live in, one has to

look to it,” said the parson.

“ People say it’s the prettiest spot in

the parish,” continued Mr. Gilmore,

“ and as such it shouldn’t be let to go to

ruin.” Janet remarked afterward to her

husband that Mary Lowther had cer

tainly declared that it was the prettiest

spot in the parish, but that, as far as

her knowledge went, nobody else had

ever said so. “ And then, you see,

when I refused to spend money upon it,

old Brattle had money of his own, and

it was his business to do it.”

“ He hasn’t much now, I fear,” said

Mr. Fenwick.

“I fear not. His family has been

very heavy on him. He paid money to

put two of his boys into trade who died

afterward, and then for years he had

either doctors or undertakers about the

place. So I just went down to him and

told him I would do it.”

“ And how did he take it ?”

“ Like a bear as he is. He would

hardly speak to me, but went away into

the mill, telling me that I might settle it

all with his wife. It’s going to be done,

however. I shall have the estimate next

‘ week, and I suppose it will cost me two

or three hundred pounds. The mill is

worse than the house, I take it.”

“I am so glad it is to be done!” said

Mary. After that Mr. Gilmore did not

in the least begrudge his two or three

hundred pounds. But he said not a

word to Mary, just pressed her hand at

parting, and left her subject to a possi

bility of a reversal of her sentence at the

end of the stated period.

On the next morning Mr. Fenwick

drove her in his little open phaeton to

the station at Westbury. “ You are to

come back to us, you know,” said Mrs.

Fenwick; “and remember how anx

iously I am waiting for my Sunday din

ners.” Mary said not a word, but as

she was driven round in front of the

church she looked up at the dear old

tower, telling herself that, in all proba

bility, she would never see it again.

“I have just one thing to say, Mary,”

said the parson, as he walked up and

down the platform with her at West
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bury: “you are to remember that. what

ever happens, there is always a home for

you at Bullhampton when you choose to

come to it. I am not speaking of the

Privets now, but of the vicarage.”

“ How very good you are to me i”

“ And so are you to us. Dear friends

should be good to each other. God bless

you, dear!” From thence she made her

way home to Loring by herself.

 

CHAPTER IX.

MISS MARRABLE.

WHATEVER may be the fact as to the

rank and proper calling of Bullhampton,

there can be no doubt that Loring is a

town. There is a market-place, and a

High street, and a Board of Health, and

a Paragon Crescent, and a town hall,

. and two different parish churches—one

called St. Peter Lowtown, and the other

St. Botolph’s Uphill—and there are

Uphill street, and Lowtown street, and

various other streets. I never heard of

a mayor of Loring, but, nevertheless,

there is no doubt as to its being a town.

Nor did it ever return members to Par

liament ; but there was once, in one of

the numerous bills that have been pro

posed, an idea of grouping it with Ciren

cester and Lechlade. All the world of

course knows that this was never done;

but the transient rumor of it gave the

Loringites an improved position, and

justified that little joke about a live dog

being better than a dead lion, with which

the parson at Bullhampton regaled Miss

Lowther at the time.

All the fashion of Loring dwelt as a

matter of course at Uphill. Lowtown

was vulgar, dirty, devoted to commer

cial and manufacturing purposes, and

hardly owned a single genteel private

house. There was the parsonage, in

deed, which stood apart from its neigh

bors, inside great, tall slate-colored

gates, and which had a garden of its

own. But except the clergyman, who

had no choice in the matter, nobody,

who was anybody, lived at Lowtown.

There were three or four factories there,

in and out of which troops of girls would

be seen passing twice a day, in their

ragged, soiled, dirty mill dresses, all of

whom would come out on Sunday

dressed with a magnificence that would

lead one to suppose that trade at Loring

was doing very well. Whether trade

did well or ill, whether wages were high

or low, whether provisions were cheap

in price, whether there was peace or

war between capital and labor, still there

was the Sunday magnificence. What a

blessed thing it is for women—and for

men too, certainly—that there should be

a positive happiness to the female sex

in the possession, and in exhibiting the

possession, of bright clothing! It is

almost as good for the softening of man

ners, and the not permitting of them to

be ferocious, as is the faithful study of

the polite arts. At Loring the manners

of the mill hands, as they were called,

were upon the whole good; which I

believe was in a great degree to be

attributed to their Sunday magnificence.

The real West End of Loring was

understood by all men to lie in Paragon

Crescent, at the back of St. Botolph’s

Church. The whole of this crescent

was built, now some twenty years ago,

by Mrs. Fenwick’s father, who had been

clever enough to see that as mills were

made to grow in the low town, houses

for wealthy people to live in ought to be

made to grow in the high town. He

therefore built the Paragon, and a cer

tain small row of very pretty houses

near the end of the Paragon, called

Balfour Place; and had done very well,

and had made money; and now lay

asleep in the vaults below St. Botolph’s

Church. No inconsiderable proportion

of the comfort of Bullhampton parson

age is due to Mr. Balfour’s success in

that achievement of Paragon Crescent.

There were none of the family left at

Loring. The widow had gone away to

live at Torquay with a sister. and the

only other child, another daughter, was

married to that distinguished barrister

on the Oxford circuit, Mr. Quickenham.

Mr. Quickenham and our friend the par

son were very good friends, but they did

not see a great deal of each other: Mr.

Fenwick not going up very often to
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London, and Mr. Quickenham being un

able to use the vicarage of Bullhampton

when on his own circuit. As for the

two sisters, they had very strong ideas

about their husbands’ professions—

Sophia Quickenham never hesitating to

declare that one was life, and the other

stagnation; and Janet Fenwick protest

ing that the difference to her seemed to

be almost that between good and evil.

They wrote to each other perhaps once

a quarter. But the Balfour family was

in truth broken up.

Miss Marrable, Mary Lowther’s aunt,

lived, of course, at Uphill, but not in the

Crescent, nor yet in Balfour Place. She

was an old lady with very modest means,

whose brother had been rector down at

St. Peter’s, and she had passed the

greater part of her life within those slate

colored gates. When he died, and when

she, almost exactly at the same time,

found that it would be expedient that

she should take charge of her niece

Mary, she removed herself up to a small

house in Botolph lane, in which she

could live decently on her three hundred

pounds a year. It must not be sur

mised that Botolph lane was a squalid

place, vile, or dirty, or even unfashion

able. It was narrow and old, having

been inhabited by decent people long be

fore the Crescent, or even Mr. Balfour

himself, had been in existence; but it

was narrow and old, and the rents were

cheap, and here Miss Marrable was able

to live, and occasionally to give tea

parties, and to provide a comfortable

home for her niece within the limits of

her income. Miss Marrable was her

self a lady of very good family, the late

Sir Gregory Marrable having been her

uncle ; but her only sister had married a

Captain Lowther, whose mother had

been first cousin to the Earl of Peri

winkle; and therefore on her own ac

count, as well as on that of her niece,

Miss Marrable thought a good deal about

blood. She was one of those ladies

now few in number—who within their

heart of hearts conceive that money

gives no title to social distinction, let the

amount of money be ever so great and

its source ever so stainless. Rank to

-0

her was a thing quite assured and ascer

tained, and she had no more doubt as to

her own right to pass out of a room be

fore the wife of a millionaire than she

had of the right of a millionaire to spend

his own guineas. She always addressed

an attorney by letter as Mister, raising

up her eyebrows when appealed to on

the matter, and explaining that an attor

ney is not an esquire. She had an idea

that the son of a gentleman, if he in

tended to maintain his rank as a gentle

man, should earn his income as a clergy

man, or as a barrister, or as a soldier, or

as a sailor. Those were the professions

intendedfor gentlemen. She would not

absolutely say that a physician was not

a gentleman, or even a surgeon ; but she

would never allow to Physic the same

absolute privileges which, in her eyes,

belonged to the Law and the Church.

There might also possibly be a doubt

about the Civil Service and Civil En

gineering; but she had no doubt what

ever that when a man touched Trade or

Commerce in any way he was doing that

which was not the work of a gentle

man. He might be very respectable,

and it might be very necessary that he

should do it; but brewers, bankers and

merchants were not gentlemen, and the

world, according to Miss Marrable’s

theory, was going astray because people

were forgetting their landmarks.

As to Miss Marrable herself, nobody

could doubt that she was a lady: she

looked it in every inch. There were

not, indeed, many inches of her. for she

was one of the smallest, daintiest little

old women that ever were seen. But now,

at seventy, she was very pretty—quite a

woman to look at with pleasure. Her

feet and hands were exquisitely made,

and she was very proud of them. She

wore her own gray hair, of which she

showed very little, but that little was al

ways exquisitely nice. Her caps were

the perfection of caps. Her green eyes

were bright and sharp, and seemed to

say that she knew very well how to take

care of herself. Her mouth and nose

and chin were all well formed, small,

shapely and concise — not straggling

about her face as do the mouths, noses
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-and chins of some old ladies; ay, and

Had it notof some young ladies also.

been that she had lost her teeth, she

would hardly have looked to be an old

woman. Her health was perfect. She

herself would say that she had never yet

known a day’s illness. She dressed with

the greatest care, always wearing silk at

and after luncheon. She dressed three

times a day, and in the morning would

come down in what she called a merino

gown. But then, with her, clothes never

seemed to wear out. Her motions were

so slight and delicate that the gloss of

her dresses would remain on them when

the gowns of other women would almost

have been worn to rags. She was never

seen of an afternoon or evening without

gloves, and her gloves were always clean

and apparently new. She went to church

once on Sundays in winter, and twice in

summer, and she had a certain very

short period of each day devoted to

Bible reading; but at Loring she was

not reckoned to be among the religious

people. Indeed, there were those who

said that she was very worldly-minded,

and that at her time of life she ought to

devote herself to other books than those

which were daily in her hands. Pope,

Dryden, Swift, Cowley, Fielding, Rich

ardson and Goldsmith were her authors.

She read the new novels as they came

out, but always with critical comparisons

that were hostile to them. Fielding, she

said, described life as it was, whereas

Dickens had manufactured a kind of life

that never had existed, and never could

exist. The pathos of Esmond was very

well, but Lady Castlemaine was nothing

to Clarissa Harlowe. As for poetry,

Tennyson, she said, was all sugar candy:

he had neither the common sense, nor

the wit, nor, as she declared, to her ear,

the melody of Pope. All the poets of

the present century, she declared, if

put together, could not have written the

Rape of the Lock. Pretty as she was,

and small and nice and lady-like, I think

she liked her literature rather strong.

It is certain that she had Smollett’s

novels in a cupboard up stairs, and it

was said that she had been found read

ing one of Wycherley’s plays.

 
The strongest point in her character

was her contempt of money. Not that

she had any objection to it, or would at

all have turned up her nose at another

hundred a year had anybody left to her

such an accession of income, but that

in real truth she never measured herself

by what she possessed, or others by

what they possessed. She was as grand

a lady to herself, eating her little bit of

cold mutton or dining off a tiny sole, as

though she sat at the finest banquet

that could be spread. She had no fear

of economies, either before her two

handmaids or anybody else in the world.

She was fond of her tea, and in summer

could have cream for twopence; but

when cream became dear. she saved

money and had a penn'orth of milk.

She drank two glasses of Marsala every

day, and let it be clearly understood that

she couldn’t afford sherry. But when she

gave a tea-party, as she did perhaps six

or seven times a year, sherry was always

handed round with cake before the peo

ple went away. There were matters in

which she was extravagant. When she

went out herself she never took one

of the common street flies, but paid

eighteenpence extra to get a brougham

from the Dragon. And when Mary

Lowther—who had only fifty pounds a

year of her own, with which she clothed

herself and provided herself with pocket

money—was going to Bullhampton, Miss

Marrable actually proposed to her to

take one of the maids with her. Mary

of course would not hear of it—said that

she should just as soon think of taking

the house; but Miss Marrable had

thought that it would perhaps not be

well for a girl so well born as Miss

Lowther to go out visiting without a

maid. She herself very rarely left

Loring, because she could not aflbrd it ;

but when, two summers back, she did

go to Weston-super-Mare for a fort

night, she took one of the girls with her.

Miss Marrable had heard a great deal

about Mr. Gilmore. Mary, indeed, was

not inclined to keep secrets from her

aunt, and her very long absence—so

much longer than had at first been in

tended—could hardly have been sanc
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tioned unless some reason had been

given. There had been many letters on

the subject, not only between Mary and

her aunt, but between Mrs. Fenwick

and her very old friend Miss Marrable.

Of course these latter letters had spoken

loudly the praises of Mr. Gilmore, and

Miss Marrable had become quite one

of the Gilmore faction. She desired

that her niece should marry, but that

she should marry a gentleman. She

would infinitely have preferred to see

Mary an old maid than to hear that

she was going to give herself to any

suitor contaminated by trade. Now

Mr. Gilmore’s position was exactly that

which Miss Marrable regarded as being

the best in England. He was a country

gentleman, living on his own acres, a

justice of the peace, whose father and

grandfather and great-grandfather had

occupied exactly the same position.

Such a marriage for Mary would be

quite safe; and in these days one did

hear so often of girls making, she would

not say improper marriages, but mar

riages which in her eyes were not

fitting! Mr. Gilmore, she thought, ex

actly filled that position which entitled a

gentleman to propose marriage to such

a lady as Mary Lowther.

“ Yes, my dear, I am glad to have you

back again. Of course I have been a

little lonely, but I bear that kind of thing

better than most people. Thank God,

my eyes are good!”

“ You are looking so well, Aunt

Sarah !”

“I am well. I don’t know how other

women get so much amiss, but God has

been very good to me.”

“And so pretty !” said Mary, kissing

her.

“ My dear, it’s a pity you’re not a

young gentleman.”

“ You are so fresh and nice, aunt. I

wish I could always look as you do.”

“ What would Mr. Gilmore say?”

“ Oh !—Mr. Gilmore, Mr. Gilmore,

Mr. Gilmorel I am so weary of Mr.

Gilmore !”

“ Weary of him, Mary?”

“ Weary of myself because of him:

that is what I mean. He has behaved

always well, and I am not at all sure

that I have. And he is a perfect gen

tleman. But I shall never be Mrs. Gil

more, Aunt Sarah.”

“Janet says that she thinks you will.”

“Janet is mistaken. But, dear aunt,

don’t let us talk about it at once. Of

course you shall hear everything in time,

but I have had so much of it. Let us

see what new books there are. Cast

Iron ./ You don’t mean to say you

have come to that?”

“ I' sha'n’t read it.”

“ But I will, aunt. So it must not go

back foraday or two. I do love the

Fenwicks, dearly, dearly—both of them.

They are almost, if not quite, perfect.

And yet I am glad to be at home.”

THORWALD’S LAMENT: A FRAGMENT.

BY THE LATE EDWARD EVERETT.

CCORDING to the ancient Ice

landic Sagas, preserved in the

Danish libraries and recently published

by the Royal Society of Antiquarians at

Copenhagen, Greenland was settled by

a company of emigrants from Iceland,

under Eric the Red, who established

himself at a place called Ericsfiord.

Shortly afterward, a son of one of the

adventurers who accompanied Eric was

driven by a storm to the south-west, and

discovered land in that direction. The

intelligence of this extraordinary event

on his return excited the curiosity of his

countrymen. Other adventurers follow

ed in his steps, and among them Leif
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and Thorwald, who made the first land

ing and settlement on the coast of Ame

rica, which they called Vineland.

It is supposed by the Danish anti

quaries that the coast of Massachusetts

Bay, the sound of Martha’s Vineyard and

the waters and shores of Rhode Island

were the scene of the principal discoveries

and establishments of Leif and Thorwald

and the other early adventurers.

Thorwald, on his second voyage, was

mortally wounded with an arrow in a

conflict with the natives. This disaster

is supposed to have occurred near Point

Alderton, in Boston Harbor, not far

from the village of Hull.

The ancient Saga represents Thor

wald as having been charmed with the

beauty of this spot, and as having ex

pressed a wish to make it his home.

 After receiving his wound, he believed

that wish had proceeded from a pro

phetic impulse: he gave his followers

directions to bury him with the cross at

the head and foot of his grave, and to

call the promontory Krossaness, from

this circumstance.

From this gallant adventurer, accord

ing to the genealogical tables contained

in the publications of the learned society

above mentioned, the celebrated Thor

waldsen is descended. The following

Lament is supposed to be uttered by

Thorwald after receiving his death

wound. It embodies, with the senti

ments ascribed to him by the Saga, an

obscure vision of the future settlement

and growth of the country, and of the

glory to be reflected on his own family

and name by his illustrious descendant:

Brothers, the fatal dart,

With aim too just, has flown:

It sinks in Thorwald’s heart—

My course is done.

By Ericsfiord’s roar

Where sweeter could I rest,

The turf of Greenland’s shore

Upon my breast?

But never more my boat

Shall cut the northern seas,

Nor Thorwald’s pennon float

On Iceland breeze.

Eric, my sire, will pine

In vain for my return:

Sister, no tear of thine

Will wet my urn.

Beyond the mighty wave,

Beneath a stranger sky,

With none to soothe or save,

Thorwald must die.

In my prophetic mind

A vision went before:

I said, A home I’ll find

On this fair shore.

A last long home I’ve met—

A rest that cannot wake—

A house no storm shalt threat,

Nor earthquake shake.
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Wrapt in you fluttering sheet,

Be this fair slope my bed:

The cross be at my feet

And at my head.

Thor, at thy gloomy shrine

In childhood did I bow:

Thy reign is past—that sign

Must cheer me now.

The blood that from His veins

Bedewed judea’s ground

’Tis that must heal the pains

Of this sharp wound.

But ye, my brothers, fly

Back to your own loved shore—

That happy home which I

Shall see no more.

But to my swimming eyes

They glance in doubtful haze:

Dim trains in visions rise,

Of distant days.

On happier keels embarked—

Not bolder—o’er the main

They plough the path I marked

Alas! in vain.

And ages farther still

My fading eye explores,

When swarming nations fill

These smiling shores.

The cottage decks the vale,

With life the city rings;

And trade to every gale

Spreads her white wings.

I die before the sight;

But when their hour is come,

Let one kind blessing light

On Thorwald’s tomb.

Though earth my flesh consume,

My name not all shall die:

Reviving, it shall bloom

Eternally !

At some far distant day,

An offspring of my name

Shall give to lifeless clay

Immortal fame.
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Heroes and Sagas gone

Shall start and breathe for thee,

Giver of life to stone

Perhaps to me.

Here though my dust must lie,

Never to live again,

Thorwald shall live for aye

In Thorwaldsen.

THE ANNEXATION OF NOVA SCOTIA.

BY A NOVA scormx.

ONTHS ago it was announced

that a new naturalization treaty

had been entered into between Great

Britain and the United States. On the

signing of that treaty it was felt that a

new doctrine of the rights and duties of

subjects had been promulgated ; that the

old order had changed, giving place to

new; that the ancient doctrine of “ once

a subject always a subject” had become

obsolete, the soul being out of it; and

that thenceforth a man would have the

whole world before him where to choose

his allegiance. The measure was a ne

cessity called for by the enlarged require

ments of the age, and by the cosmo

politan spirit which had begun to creep

into all peoples within the pale of Eu

ropean and American civilization. The

tendency of the age was to draw into

closer union all civilized people. The

extension of commercial enterprise, and

the increased facilities of travel, had

brought into more intimate relations

many millions of people who had long

been strangers to each other. Many had

crossed the seas to dwell and labor in

strange lands ; the surplus capital of one

country had found its way into the works

of another, and many houses of various

countries had branches in each.

In such a state of affairs the old doc

trine of allegiance for ever, if pushed to

its logical conclusions, would, in time of

trouble, have been productive of untold

and incalculable loss and damage; and

 

it was therefore well that, the soul being

out of it, it should have got speedy

burial. But, if the old doctrine of alle

giance, pushed to its logical end, would

have been baneful, the new doctrine,

pushed in like manner, seems to be pro

ductive of results in no wise calculated

upon by its promulgators. If a man

has a right to choose his own allegiance,

why should not many men have the same

right, whether you call them a society,

an emigrant train or a colony ? To col

onies, and to countries owning colonies,

this question is of moment, and well

worthy of consideration. If a man. find

ing that he does not thrive in his birth

land, may tear up the fixed feet of his

household gods and transfer himself

and his allegiance to another country,

why should not a colony, morally and

materially oppressed by the overweening

wealth and power of a great country

which claims to own it, with the hope or

in the certainty of bettering its condition

also be allowed to transfer its allegiance ?

When, especially, a colony has obtained

the right of self-government, has founded

a constitution, and acquired rights and

privileges which no authority could limit

or cut off; then the right to transfer its

allegiance is a right which ought to be

at least claimed, if not asserted.

The question of a transfer of allegiance

is at present agitating the province of

Nova Scotia in a manner unknown to
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those who have not had large experience

of the country, or reliable information as

to the state of feeling among the people.

A few years ago, Nova Scotia was one

of the most loyal colonies within the

protection of Great Britain. In all the

years of her history there had been re

corded against her no disloyal act; and

though on occasions, under the velvet

glove with which England pretended to

handle her colonies, the pressure of the

iron hand had been severely felt, yet she

had sent no remonstrance, no petition

for redress or for justice to the foot of

the throne. A loyal passion for the

throne and institutions of Great Britain

distinguished her among loyal colonies.

Her people felt themselves to be Britons,

coheirs with Britons of the historic mem

ories of a thousand years, equal with

them in admiration for the wise heads

and strong hands of the statesmen

“ \Vho knew the season when to take

Occasinm by the hand, and make

’I’he bounds of freedom wider yet ;”

and equal with them, also, in all love

and reverence for the noble lady who

“ bears the white flower of a blameless

life” on the throne which has come

down to her from Alfred. But the days

came when the wisdom of England and

the loyalty of Nova Scotia were to be

put to too severe a test—were to be

tried and found wanting. Loyalty, like

love, to be perfect and fruitful, must be

mutual. As there is a reverence which

is due from parents to children, so there

is a loyalty which is due from kingdoms

to their colonies. If the kingdom pay

not its due share of loyalty to the colony,

it cannot expect the colony to pay its

share without reluctance. The loyalty

of the old Spanish adventurers to the

flag of Spain, which no circumstances

could alter and no persecution destroy,

has no place among modern peoples, and

had not many places among the ancients.

It has become -in our day more a matter

of calculation than of feeling. If our

feelings and our interests turn in the

same direction, loyalty is a pleasant

thing enough ; but the moment our feel

ings and our interests diverge, our loy

 

alty follows in the path of our interests.

It has been just so with Nova Scotia.

While her interests were bound up with

her loyalty to Great Britain she thought

herself a most loyal colony. No cir

cumstances could alter, no force shatter,

the unchanging attachment which bound

her to Britain. But in an evil hour

Great Britain tampered with the consti

tution of the province and the rights of

the people in this wise.

Little more than five years ago was

prepared in Canada, and passed in the

Parliament of England, an Act which the

framers of it would willingly recall if

they could, and which the Parliament of

England that passed it may yet have

reason to regret with bitter and lasting

sorrow. I refer to the Act of Union of

the colonies. Under that Act as pre

pared, and still more under it when

passed, the right and privileges of the

maritime provinces, according to the

views of a vast majority of the people,

weresubject to the will of Canada, whose

power in the common legislature was

overwhelming. Under that scheme, Nova

Scotia in particular was made subject to

such actual and potential loss as made

her continuance in the confederation

a daily progress to ruin. I need not

trouble the readers of this Magazine with

the oft-told catalogue of the grievances

of Nova Scotia. The list was, and still

is, a formidable one; and as one proof

of the truth of it, Canada has deemed it

to be prudent to give Nova Scotia, in

the hope of keeping her in the confed

eration, an additional subsidy of two

hundred and twenty thousand dollars per

year for ten years. For two years we

have been striving to escape from the

union, to obtain a repeal of the Act.

Before the Act was finally passed, a del

egation from the people of Nova Scotia

was sent to England, and did all that

men could do, as we thought till lately,

to prevent the passage of the Act. But

the framers of it had been before them.

They had filled the ears of the Colonial

Secretary with tales of the factitious na

ture of the opposition in Nova Scotia;

and they trusted to the proverbial ignor

ance of English politicians on the sub
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ject of these colonies for the passing of

the Act. They were not deceived. The

House, which could hear and believe an

Indian Secretary who had “got up” India

in forty-eight hours, readily gave cred

ence to a Colonial Secretary who had

been months in office. The Act of

Union was passed, and the liberties of

Nova Scotia vanished like the baseless

fabric of a dream. Yet once again the

voice of the people was heard in the

halls of Westminster—not whining for a

boon, but demanding justice. And again

justice was refused. A petition to the

Commons from the assassins of Sheffield

or the turbulent reformers of the capital

would have been respectfully heard and

patiently considered. But the petition

of three hundred thousand good subjects

was treated with indifference, and even

an inquiry into their grievances was re

fused. Then it was, in the bitter sor

row and indignation that filled us at that

time, that we turned our eyes to the

great nation beside us for assistance.

But even here no help was to be had.

The Reciprocity Treaty had been abro

gated in return for the sympathy and as

sistance which Canada had given to the

South ; and the only thing which could

support our commerce and encourage

our industries under the heavier duties

of Canada was thus denied us, and

continues to be denied us. At the

present moment we are in evil case.

The duties and taxes of the Canadian

administration bear heavily upon us—our

commerce is languishing, our industries

are all but paralyzed. The markets which

Nature intended for us, and which Com

merce had marked out for her own, are

closed to us, and in consequence we fish

less, mine less, manufacture less, export

less. Our political position is as bad

and as perplexing. We will not con

tinue in our present union with Canada

if we can help it. We have laid our

grievances before England : England re

fers us to Canada, Canada refers us to

England. England trusts to our loyalty,

Canada to our cupidity or our fear, to

keep us in the union. If even we suc

ceed in getting repeal, we cannot stand

alone without a treaty with the United

 

States. If that is denied us—and who

can doubt it ?—we must even seek our

own good in transferring our allegiance.

But we are told every day that England

will not part with us.

As might have been expected under

these circumstances, our political posi

tion has been fully considered by every

thinking man in the province; and I am

prepared to prove to any one having a

knowledge of this province that the

most intelligent minds in it have long

ago decided in favor of annexation to

the United States. By the “most intel

ligent minds,” I do not mean merely the

author and his private friends: I mean

the professional men, the merchants, the

members of the Dominion and local

legislatures, and the large class of met.

who have had dealings of some sort

with the United States during the past

ten years. The medical profession,

most of its members having studied in

the American colleges, is very deeply

tinged with annexation sentiment. The

legal profession contains many annexa

tionists in its front ranks. The mer

chants of Halifax—all of them who have

a thought above sugar and rum—are

almost unanimous in their wish for an

nexation. The members of the local

legislature are in many cases very out

spoken in their wish to annex the pro

vince to the United States; and if a

motion, such as that made lately in the

New Brunswick legislature, were made

in our local House, it would not call up

even the censure of the Speaker, if it

was not received with favor. The

counties of Pictou and Richmond in the

east, and Digby and Yarmouth in the

west, are notorious in their desire for

annexation: the counties bordering on

these have all partaken of the feeling in

some degree: in fine, all the counties

which have ever had any dealings with

the United States are fast becoming

converts to the new doctrine. The

county of Halifax even, in whose chief

city the pride, pomp and circumstance

of military parade are always before our

eyes, with the legislative halls and the

residence of the governor in our midst,

with frowning battlements on all sides
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and, most important of all, with about

three hundred thousand pounds a year

spent on the troops—is fast becoming

as passively disloyal as the county of

Pictou or Yarmouth. When Halifax

looks toward the United States, the

province will follow soon. At present

we are of no country, of. no allegiance.

We are often told that if we were an

independent province we would be iso

lated. But as an unwilling part of this

heterogeneous Dominion we are isolated

indeed. Disgusted with her experience

of the working of the new administration,

in ill temper with Great Britain and de

sirous of changing her allegiance—re

strained on the one side by England

and Canada, and in some measure re

pulsed on the other by the United

States—Nova Scotia looks vainly round

her for a ruler to reverence, a constitu

tion to live by, a flag to fight under, as

a child who is born at sea might gaze

round upon the wide waste of waters,

seeking in vain for a land to call his

owu—for the green fields and shady

trees of that haven of rest, his home.

It may be said, When the desire for

annexation in Nova Scotia is so strong

and so general, why is it not more loudly

and generally expressed? The answer

is an easy one to give: Many years’ ex

perience of the working of British insti

tutions, of British ways and customs, the

continual presence in our midst of the

red-coated soldiery of Britain, and the

continual occurrence of loyal celebrations

in Queen’s fétes, etc., have given to that

word Loyalty a dim, mysterious sacred

ness which makes men afraid to whisper

a word that might endanger its prestige.

It is not easy to change the thought of

a people. But even the reverence for

that dim, mysterious thing, Loyalty, is

fast dying out. Before the time of our

trouble we were content to go on in the

old English fashion, thinking the thought

and speaking the speech of our grand

fathers, and conducting our business in

the slow old way of the shopkeeper of

the last century, whom Mr. Cobden has

so well described in one of his pamph

lets. But with trouble came thought.

We looked before and after, and if we

Von. IV.—4

 

sighed for what was not, I am convinced

it was not for the fast-dying spirit of

loyalty. but for the coming of the quick

ening spirit which is to be born when

the flag of Britain is furled for ever in

Nova Scotia, and one star more glitters

in the banner of the Union. V\le began

seriously to consider concerning that

same loyalty, and began to see that the

gorgeous thing we had reverenced was,

after all, but an “ enchanted wiggery.”

We began to see that, as Mr. Carlyle

says, “ our Juggernaut was no Jugger

naut, but a dead mechanical idol.” We

bethought ourselves of the rise and fall

of kingdoms and kings, of the dismem

berment of an empire of Charles V., of

the beheading of a Charles I., of the

beheading of a Louis XVI., of the revo

lution and riot, the grasping and slipping

of territory, that had taken place at no

remote date, and saw that “ Loyalty,” as

we had reverenced it, and as we had

been called upon to practice it, had no

abiding place among the people. We

saw a gigantic nation alongside of us

that had begun its life historically as a

rebel colony, and which was now the

most important customer and source of

revenue to the mother country which

had lost it. We saw the many colonies

of old Spain and of France doing for

themselves—some of them indeed doing

badly enough, but still doing for them

selves—working out their own destiny

in their own manner, unoppressed by

the sense of dependence on any other

country. \Ve had thus sacred sanctions

of historical precedents to encourage us.

We had more too. We had our own

necessities, and we had the implied con

sent of Great Britain. Our own neces

sities press us sorely. Our production

of coal has almost ceased, and mines

that could feed all the furnaces of the

world have stopped working for want of

capital, and for want of a good market

to sell what is produced. Our agricul

tural laborers are leaving the country;

our fishermen are fishing in American‘

bottoms; our mechanics go forth from

us weekly in squads, finding no sufficient

wages in their own country. They go

forth from Nova Scotia like the doves
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out of the ark, and do not return—the

surest sign that they have found a safe

and dry resting-place. A reciprocity

treaty would in some measure cure all

this, but our leaders in the Canadian

administration have refrained from open

ing negotiations, because if our pros

perity depends on our connection with

the United States, the dullest mind must

see that the closer we make the connec

tion the better for us.

I have said that Great Britain im

pliedlyconsents to our change of alle

giance. I can but attempt to prove it

in this way. Since Cobden and Bright

became powers in the politics of Eng

land, they have been gathering about

them a band of resolute men who have

turned their backs on old things and set

about the accomplishment of a new

order. They have made it the object of

their political lives to reduce the weight

upon the shoulders of the people of

England by every means consistent with

the national safety. One of the objects

of their most determined assaults has

been the expense of the colonial depend

encies. Against these colonies they

have thundered hard and long, and their

efforts have begun to have the desired

effect. The retrenchment policy of the

new administration has begun with the

colonies. The armies maintained in

these colonies have been greatly reduced

within the last few months; and if the

result of the future equals the promise

of the present, we shall in no long time

have bidden a not very tender farewell

to the last soldier in Nova Scotia. So

determined is the present administration

to save money that it has refused to pay

the paltry sum due to the governor of

Prince Edward Island as his salary.

Not alone on the effect of general

thoughts like these do I found my belief

that the acquiescence of Great Britain

in the scheme of annexation can easily

be had. All writers in England who

have ever given the subject a thought,

’and all statesmen who have had any

thing to do with colonial affairs, have

always contemplated the separation of

the colonies from England as a matter

sure to be accomplished in time; and

 
many of them have gone farther and

favored the very scheme which is occu

pying the minds of all colonists to-day.

Thus, Anthony Trollope, in his book

on North America, among other things,

says of Canada: “A wish that British

North America should ever be severed

from England, or that the Australian

colonies should ever be so severed, will

by many Englishmen be deemed un

patriotic. But I think that such sever

ance is to be wished if it be the case

that the colonies standing alone would

become more prosperous than they are

under British rule. We have before

us an example in the United States of

the prosperity which has attended such

a rupture of old ties. Iwill not now

contest the point with those who say

that the present moment of an American

civil war” (Mr. Trollope’s book was

published in 1862) “is ill chosen for

vaunting that prosperity. There stand

the cities which the people have built, and

their power is attested by the world-wide

importance of their present contest.

And if the States have so risen since

they left the parent’s apron-string, why

should not British America rise as high ?

That the time has as yet come for such

rising I do not think, but that it will

soon come I do most heartily hope.

The making of the railway of which I

have spoken” (the Intercolonial) “ and

the amalgamation of the provinces would

greatly tend to such an event. If, there

fore, England desires to keep these col

onies in a state of dependency ; if it be

more essential to her to maintain her

own power with regard to them than to

increase their influence; if her main ob

ject be to keep the colonies, and not to

improve the colonies,—then I should say

that an amalgamation of the Canadas

with Nova Scotia and New Brunswick

should not be regarded with favor by

statesmen in Downing street. But if, as

I would fain hope and do partly believe,

such ideas of national power as these are

now out of vogue with British statesmen,

then I think that such an amalgamation

should receive all the support which

Downing Street can give it.”

Mr. Trollope, it will be perceived,
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favored a union of the provinces, because

he saw that they must one day become

separate from England, and because he

wished to build up on this continent a

power which in time would be a help to

England in all disputes with the United

States. But Mr. Trollope in his hasty

run through the States and Canada,

though he took note of all things note

worthy, took note also of some things

not so, and made_ some very silly blun

ders. That the North should be beaten

and the South become an independent

power, was one. That confederation

would increase the Transatlantic power

of Great Britain, was another. The

comments of the London Times on this

same subject give one an idea of the

present feeling of English statesmen. I

find it saying: “ It is more than idle to

represent this country as having estab

lished the Dominion of Canada to serve

as a bulwark against the United States ;”

and, further, that “if the mass of the

people should hereafter desire to enter

the American Union, of which there is

no proof or symptom, England will as

suredly not lift a finger to prevent it.”

The “proof or symptom” might easily

be shown by the prominence which the

annexation question has taken, by the

revolution in the New Brunswick legis

lature, by the innumerable leading articles

that have been written on the subject,

by the disclaimers which have been

deemed necessary, and by the universal

—and now, since the last election, out

spoken—desire for the scheme in Nova

Scotia. Again: the Marquis of Nor

manby said in the House of Lords (and

I am not aware that any dissatisfaction

was expressed at his lordship’s remarks) :

“ Were the British North American col

onies in a position to stand alone—were

they anxious or willing for separation

from this country—were their feelings or

inclinations such as to lead them to seek

amalgamation with the United States,

he did not think it would be wise for us

to use coercive measures to prevent

them.” And almost at the same time,

in the Commons, Mr. Bright said: “ For

my share, I want the population of these

provinces to do that which they believe

 
to be the best for their own interests—

remain with this country if they like in

the most friendly manner, or become in

dependent States if they like. If they

should prefer to unite themselves with

the United States, I should not even com

plain of that.” I might go on quoting

from other writers and speakers, but I

refrain, giving but one more quotation—

from Mr. Dilke, a gentleman who is a

member of the present Parliament of

England: “ Those who ask why a con

nection.(that between Canada and Eng

land) so one-sided, so opposed to the

best interests of our race, should be suf

fered to continue, are answered, now

that the argument of ‘prestige’ is given

up, that the Canadians are loyal, and

that they hate the Americans, to whom,

were it not for us, they must inevitably

fall. That the Canadians hate the Amer

icans can be no reason why we should

spend blood and treasure in protecting

them against the consequences of their

hate. The world should have passed

the time when local dislikes can be suf

fered to affect our policy toward the

other sections of our race; but even

were it otherwise, it is hard to see how

twelve thousand British troops, or a

royal standard hoisted at Ottawa, can

protect a frontier of two thousand miles

in length from a nation of five-and-thirty

millions. Canada can perhaps defend

herself, but we most certainly cannot de

fend her: we provoke much more than

we assist.” He says, further, “ that as

for Canadian ‘loyalty,’ it appears to be

merely hatred of America.” And again:

“ At bottom, no one seems to gain by

the retention of our hold on Canada.

Were she independent, her borders

would never again be wasted by Fenian

hordes, and she would escape the terrible

danger of being the battle-field on which

European quarrels are fought out. Can

ada once republican, the ’ Monroe Doc

trine’ would be satisfied, and its most

violent partisans would cease to advocate

the adoption of other than moral means

to merge her territories in the Union.”

I am further convinced of the acqui

escence of Great Britain in annexation

when I consider what small value we
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are to her in any way. Commercially,

we are not of the slightest benefit to

her, for most of her commerce has been

with the United States; and in return

for the millions of dollars spent yearly in

the Dominion, we clap on her goods an

import duty of fifteen per cent. In time

of war we are a source of weakness

rather than of strength. We would

divide a naval force that is not too large

for home defence; and in case the war

was with the United States, she would

have to defend these colonies with a

limited number of men and ships against

the vast army of the United States, and

a navy that, owing to the nearness of

the battle-ground, could act with deadly

effect. In such a war we in Nova

Scotia would be great sufferers, for it is

not the weakest place that always draws

the enemy. The frowning battlements

and batteries of Halifax Citadel would

draw on an enemy to an attack with

fatal certainty.

Now the case is simply this: We de

sire to go over to the United States.

Canada cannot restrain us—England

will not. We are of some value to the

United States—we are of none to Eng

land. “Unwilling subjects,” says Mr.

Fox, “are all but enemies ;” and with

these facts before us, we cannot but

think that if we raise up our voices for

annexation, our demand will be con

ceded—by England. Will our petition

for admission to the Union be heard in

the United States? That is the next

most important question. That it would

be refused I cannot bring myself to

think. We could bring into the Union

coal and gold fields of unknown and un

told extent and value ; fisheries of which

the fishermen of Maine and Massa

chusetts know the richness; a country

well wooded and watered, and of good

fertility, no part of which is more than

twenty miles from the sea. That we

would bring with us the value of a place

in the Union cannot be denied.

What would we obtain in return?

That is the next question. What could

the United States give us to compensate

us for British connection, for the three

hundred thousand pounds sterling spent

 
in our chief city, for the guarantee of a

long line of railway, which, it is well

known, will not for many years pay for

the “grease on the wheels?” Under

what terms as to our own debt and the

debt of the United States would we be

expected to enter the Union? It is

proverbially easy to ask questions and

proverbially difficult to answer them, but

perhaps an American might not find the

answering of the above questions so

difficult a matter. He might ask, What

good has British connection done you in

the past two years ? Has Great Britain

shown arty deep interest in your welfare

and respect for your feelings? Has she

not rather snubbed and insulted you, re

jected your petitions and refused you all

redress for grievances which within the

last two months have been admitted to

exist? Such a connection might well

seem to Mr. Dilke as undesirable for

both parties, for the allegiance of un

willing subjects is reluctantly given and

coldly received. As to the money spent

by Great Britain in Halifax, the answer

might be as easily given. We are about

to lose the troops altogether, and, an

nexation or no annexation, we shall

have to do without them and their

money. And, after all, the loss may not

be so great. They contribute nothing

to the revenue of the province, as all

their imported stores are free of duty.

The loss of their custom would not

injure or permanently lessen the produc

tion of the country. The rumshops and

brothels, which are now entirely sup

ported by them, would lose their cus

totners, and the men and women en

gaged in such pursuits would have a

better chance of getting into a decent

way of living, and a healthier moral tone

would soon become noticeable among

our people. As for the line of the rail

way, I confess that under the United

States we should not have perhaps an

even chance of getting that line, because

many able men in civil and military

circles have long ago decided that as a

commercial speculation it will be an

utter failure, and as a means of military

defence or offence it is perfectly useless.

But if it can be shown that the line will
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be advantageous to these provinces, then

the country which has built and sub

sidized so many lines of railway would

not hesitate about adding to the value

of its newly-acquired possession by

largely increasing the facilities of travel

and communication. The matters of

debt and taxation are much more seri

ous questions and deserve much more

consideration.

But if the reports of the United States

Secretary of the Treasury be in any de

gree true, in no very long time the debt

of the United States must be so far re

duced as to make the taxation less than

that of the Dominion. Indeed, even if

the taxation of the United States should

decrease but slowly, it would be prefer

able in the long run to the ascending

scale of taxation in the Dominion, for

the country shows a deficit yearly which

threatens to become chronic. But is it

not possible that we might be exempted

for some years from direct taxation be

yond our strength for a war in which

we had no part and no direct interest? -

We might be told, in conclusion, that

the American capital which would flow

into the safe investments in Nova Scotia,

and develop the resources of our mines

and encourage our industries and manu

factures; the share we would have in

the American coasting trade; the greater

chance we would have of receiving a

portion of the vast emigration; and the

increased probability of Halifax, with its

magnificent harbor and geographical po

sition, becoming indeed the “wharf of

North America,”—wonld amply pay us

for any sacrifices we might make.

The preliminary matters having thus

been discussed, the question next arises,

How is annexation to be accomplished?

I have shown, I think, that New Bruns

wick and Nova Scotia desire it, and that

England would not oppose it. I am

certain that there remains no more at

tachment to Great Britain in Nova Scotia

than would be obliterated by a newspa

per, soon to be issued, in six months.

Now, it is to the United States, as the

champion of freedom all over the world,

that we look for assistance. During

the past two years the bearing of Great

 
Britain toward the United States has

been conciliatory and humble in the ex

treme. There exists in England a large

party which began its existence with the

political lives of Cobden and Bright, and

though the first is dead and the second

in office, the party grows apace and now

numbers within it the first names in

Britain. Its object was, and is, to keep

the peace and reduce the taxes. Peace

at any price has been its motto. To

that one end the dignity and prestige of

the country will, if such need should be,

be sacrificed. So strong has this party

grown that the present administration

fears to test its power even in a contest

with Fenians in Ireland. Now, you

have a casus bel1z’, the Alabama claims,

against England. The debt is admitted,

and there remains to be settled only the

time and the manner of payment. In this

matter the people of the States have an

opportunity of acquiring at once a valu

able portion of territory, of obtaining for

themselves satisfaction for wrong done,

and for us a repeal of the Act of Union.

The next move to be made in the matter

of the Alabama must be made by you.

Great Britain has done all that she could

be expected to do, in preparing a treaty

and acknowledging the obligation. Great

Britain has made a proposition, and it

has been refused. It now remains for

the United States to propose a means

of settlement. What better gift or price

could one country ask or receive from an

other, either in return for past kindness

or in satisfaction for past wrong, than

these colonies? The demand once made

by America, England would consider it

well. The matter would probably be

referred to the people for their decision.

Canada might refuse, indeed, by a small

majority, but Nova Scotia and New

Brunswick would gladly embrace the op

portunity to join the Union.

I have now detailed, in as clear and

comprehensive manner as I am capable

of doing, the causes which have led to

the present state of political feeling in

Nova Scotia. I have stated shortly the

nature of that feeling and its intensity in

the country. I have shown that annex
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ation is wished for in Nova Scotia, and

would not be opposed in England if con

sent could be given with honor. I have

endeavored to consider the question of

annexation in some of its practical de

tails, though such details cannot be thor

oughly discussed till some negotiation has

been opened. If I have thrown any new

light on the political aspect of Nova

Scotia, and if that aspect finds favor

more than before in the eyes of Amer

icans, then my task is well sped, my

labor has not been in vain.

I tremble to think of the consequences

which must ensue for England and for

us from the continuance of the Domin

ion side by side with the wealthy and

warlike republic. If this confederation

holds together, the object of its rulers

will be to build up a nation powerful and

wealthy enough to cope on equal terms

with its mighty neighbors. It must en

deavor to compete with them in agri

culture, in manufactures, in commerce,

in building railroads and steamships, in

drawing to its shores. the strong and

skilled hands that come over seas to

build up the cities of a land not their

own; and, alas! it must also com

pete with them in military preparation.

There must be, on the banks of the St.

Lawrence and the borders of Maine a

“double row of cannon and a double

row of custom-houses.” There must

be, between American territory on the

North and American territory on the

South and \l/est, a separate power in

all respects antagonistic to the United

States. Looking before and after, at

the past history, present position and

future prospects of that country, can

any man feel that such a state of things

is without danger of war? The United

States is the home of a whole people

which cherishes the deepest hatred to

England. The Irish element is getting

stronger yearly in the United States, and

while England is bound to protect her

colonies, she is never certain of peace

with the United States while a Fenian

organization exists or a raid over the

frontiers is possible. Further: the

“ Monroe Doctrine” may not be pro

claimed daily from the housetops, but it

is still a living, active spirit in American

politics. The “ Latin Empire” in Mex

ico at the frown of the republican giant

“ toppled over with a shriek”—the

shriek of a murdered king. The Do

minion of Canada must sooner or later

meet with the same fate. I pray it may

not be a more bloody one. While the

Dominion exists there is ever the cloud

of war on the horizon. To those living

in England it may seem but of little

moment, but to us who live under the

shadow of it, it is portentous. I may

be told that it does not become Eng

land, who rejoices in eight hundred

years of battle and conquest, to fear any

nation. But I submit that England has

defeats and losses to remember, and has

had before her eyes, lately, proofs of the

prowess of the United States. I can

pardon the pride which remembers with

joy old glories and successes, but there

is no excuse for the blindness which

ignores old defeat and disaster. I can

pardon the inexperience which trusts to

a bright sun and an almost unclouded

sky for a continuance of fine weather,

but there is no excuse for the stupidity

which neglects the little cloud on the

horizon, and rests in fancied security till

the full force of the tempest bursts on

unprotected heads.



MT sz/MMER PETS. 55

MY SUMMER PETS.

HE most remarkable of my pets con

sisted of a family of great, horned

caterpillars, when fully grown measuring

about six inches in length and an inch or

more in diameter. About the head they

were armed with ten frightful horns,

making them very formidable in appear

ance; and when disturbed their men

acing motions were not calculated to

make them desirable or lovable objects.

Still, they were perfectly harmless, their

dreadful horns and awful actions to the

contrary notwithstanding. No account

ing for tastes, gentle reader, but these

horrid creatures, with all their draw

backs, were really beautiful. They were

neat, dainty and fond of dress, one would

infer from the numerous changes they

made in their apparel. Contrary to all

usual customs, when they were infants

they were clothed in black; in youth, in

sober brown; still later, in dark green

with black trimmings; and now, in ma

ture age, when we should look for better

things, they appeanin their most gor

geous costume. The horns, which here

tofore have been black and straight, now

gracefully curve backward, of a light

orange color, simply tipped with black. .

The main dress is a brilliant green, vari

ously mottled with other bright colors.

My series of experiments with this

and many other famlies was conducted

in a large room of an unoccupied house,

bolted and barred to keep out brother

“worms of the dust.” For this family

I had placed in the room a large tub

partly filled with earth, and every night

and morning fresh branches of persim

mon—their favorite f0od—were placed

in the tub. They refused both hickory

and walnut, which entomologists tell us

they feed upon, but I suppose this is

where the persimmon does not grow.

This interesting family numbered ten

individuals, and they were as unlike in dis

position as so many specimens of the

genus homo. Two, in particular, were

mild and amiable, seeming to comprehend

 

the situation, never throwing themselves

about while the fresh branches were be

ing arranged; but I am sorry to say

their brothers manifested this disposition

to throw themselves from side to side

and menace with their horns at a very

early age, while still clothed in black,

showing the total depravity of the insect

race.

It was interesting to watch them at

their toilet. They seemed to make as

serious a matter of it as the most ap

proved belle of the present day. They

deliberated long, and even refused to eat

for several hours together; and I have

heard it said it is so serious a matter

with them that it often costs them their

lives. But mine all lived through this

critical period: perhaps it was on ac

count of their being nearly of the same

age, and donning the same kind of

dresses, so there were no jealousies nor

rivalries among them.

They were generally a very quiet

family, except when disturbed, and not

voracious eaters ; when fully grown, one

leaf sufficing for a meal, eating all, both

midrib and footstalk. After they had

finished a meal they rested, hanging

head downward.

I had supposed, from their healthy

appearance, great size and freedom from

parasites, that they would easily com

plete their transformations, and that I

should have several chrysalids for friends.

But, alas! I only secured three: the

rest of the family died in the attempt at

a higher life. ‘

I have said the family were orderly

and well behaved; and so they were

until they ceased eating and began to

look about (or feel about: entomologists

tell us caterpillars are blind) for a place

to transform. They would not all go

into the earth prepared for them. Some

were bent upon an exploring expedition

outside of the tub, and they were very

irritable. If they came in contact with

one another, a terrible struggle would
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ensue. A pair of these amiable crea

tures met upon the edge of the tub: for

a long time they tried to pass each

other or walk over one another, horns

and all; but as soon as one attempted

it, the other would throw himself from

side to side, and so they worked until

one seemed tired out; and as its head

was bent on one side, like some affected

miss, the other walked over. After it

once secured a foothold, all the fearful

demonstrations from the conquered one

had not power to shake off his adver

sary; and in this way they passed only

to meet again; but rather than submit

to the like indignity the second time,

the conquered one threw himself to the

floor.

No amount of coaxing or gentle treat

ment could prevail upon part of the

family to remain in the tub, but round

and round the room they would go,

looking larger and fiercer than ever.

After a while six of the family disap

peared in the tub of earth, which was a

great relief to me, as I should have no

more trouble with them for the next nine

months at least ; and one completed its

transformation, throwing off its gaudy

dress and horns on top of the earth, for

which I was very thankful, having the

opportunity to watch the whole proceed

ing. But the remaining three were

bound to have their own way. A heap

of earth was placed upon the floor, but

they rambled over it without a care or

thought for all the’trouble they were

causing me. After they had explored

every nook and corner without any satis

factory result, a change came over their

’11/ormshz’ps: they began rapidly to di

minish in size, shrivel up—as a little

girl whom I sometimes admitted to the

room very forcibly expressed it, “ See! -

they are all puckered up !”—and in this ‘

way they died. But I was quite elated

with my supposed success, thinking

surely I should have seven chrysalids;

so, after a time, I carefully removed the

earth, when l0! my “great expectations”

were far from being realized. I found

two large, beautiful chrysalids, two had

died like their fellows on the floor, and

the remaining two had partly trans

 

formed and then died, and were in a

state of decay.

It is a singular fact that the five

caterpillars which did not attempt a

transformation, further than to hunt

around and diminish in size, did not

decay, but dried uji; and when broken,

their interiors looked as much like the

pith of elder as anything to which I can

compare them. And thus came to an

end my care and trouble with these

pets. But my chrysalids I prize very

highly. One is promised to a well

known professor in botany: the other

two I trust I shall see unfold into

beautiful moths of the Ceratocampa

regalis.

My experiments with the genus Atta

cus (American silkworm) convince me

that it might be made a source of

profit far exceeding the common silk

worm (Bomhx mori), which is a

foreigner, and of course could not be

expected to do as well as our native

silkworms, of which there are four spe

cies, all producing fine, beautiful silk.

Could we rear them in the open air, we

should incur scarcely any expense or

trouble, but their numerous parasitic

enemies prevent the possibility of this.

The greatest mortality seems to be with

the Altacus luna: not more than one

in thirty cocoons of this species, reared

in the open air, escaped the enemy, and

very many of the caterpillars were too

much enfeebled to spin cocoons at all.

As this was my first attempt to rear

these caterpillars, 0nd I had no assist

ance or others’ experience to guide me,

I was not disheartened by my failure;

for, in the first place, it was more to study

their habits than any thought of profit

which entered my head, but finding them

so numerous I did intend to experiment

with the silk; and so, dear reader, you

shall have my failures, and should you

wish to embark in the same enterprise,

you can avoid the shoals on which I

foundered.

The Attacus ham is the most beauti

ful of all our moths. The body is pure

white, the wings pea-green, with a bright,

varigatcd, eye-like spot on each. It ex

pands from five to six inches, and is
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justly termed “fair empress of the night.”

In June I procured a fine female of this

species: she deposited a great number

of eggs, leaving from three to five in a

place, and from twenty to thirty in a

night. She remained very quiet during

the day, but commenced fluttering and

flying about at twilight; and as she de

posited her eggs she gave a succession

of sharp little shrieks, perhaps calling

her mate, but he did not appear. After

keeping her several days, I opened the

window and let her depart in search of

him. She flew high and rested on the

top ofa tall pine, where I soon lost sight

of her in the gathering darkness. And

now my attention must be directed to her

numerous progeny, which she had so

heartlessly forsaken. The eggs com

menced hatching in about eleven days

from the time they were deposited.

When first hatched, they were about an

eighth of an inch in length, very wide

awake and lively. I followed the direc

tions of Harris, giving them hickory and

walnut, but they did not seem to like

either, were uneasy, crawling everywhere

but where they should, and constantly

dying off, until I became discouraged,

and had the remaining few carried to a

hickory tree and left there.

I soon learned the cause of my fail

ure. On examining a persimmon tree. I

found great numbers of these young

caterpillars feeding upon its leaves: they,

like the ‘ Ceratoca/xzpa raga/is, prefer

these to hickory or walnut. Had I

known this, I probably should have had

better success with my little family,

whose ancestors, no doubt, fed upon this

tree, entailing upon their offspring like

tastes and habits. I collected quite a

number of these young caterpillers, put

ting them on trees where I could have a

supervision over them, and rearing a few

in the house. Like the Cemlocampa,

they changed their dress some four

times, each dress being more beautiful

than the one preceding. After acquiring

the length of about four inches (when

some two months old), they were ready

for transformation, ceased eating for a

day or so, rapidly diminished in size, 1

drew some leaves about them, com

 
menced spinning their cocoons and were

soon lost to sight.

The Attacus pal)/phemus resembles

the Luna, but feeds upon the oak (I saw

no preference for any particular species

of it), and can be reared in confinement,

and appears as healthy as in the open

air. For some reason these worms es

cape the spoliation of the parasites more

than the Luna. And the caterpillars are

more beautiful than those of the latter,

having gold or pearl-like spots, which

glisten in the sun like diamond dust on

a fashionable lady’s hair; and when at

rest, like the Luna, they lnmch up, giv

ing them the true “Grecian bend.” With

this species there is more of a gluey

substance mixed with the silk than with

either of the others ; and like the Luna

they enfold their cocoons in leaves, but

are not always satisfied with this : when

the leaves which they selected for their

cocoons came in contact with the floor

or ceiling, they secured them so firmly

to this with the glue that it was neces

sary to take a thin-bladed knife to pry

them loose.

The neat little Promethea was my fa

vorite with this genus,and I secured quite

a quantity of the cocoons, which are

smaller than those of the other species,

but contain quite as much silk as those

of the Luna and Pa1)/15lemus. When

fully grown the caterpillars are about

three inches in length, of a light-green

color, and near the head are decorated

with four bright, coral-red (entomolo

gists call them warts, but I consider

they have just cause to rebel against

such slander as this: they are not warts

then, but) ornaments; and the body is

dotted all over with beautifully blue

(not warts) omanmzls, and near the ex

tremity is a bright yellow ornament.

With all this blending of color they did

not look gaudy, but neat and modest;

and, unlike their cousins the Luna and

Polyphemus, they did not affect the

Grecian bend, but while resting were

straight and trim. Their diet, like that

of the Luna, was persimmon leaves. I

found none upon the sassafras or button

bush (Ce!)halant/ms occ/kientalz':), their

supposed favorite food.
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It was interesting to watch one of

them secure itself to the twig after it

had chosen the leaf in which to build its

winter quarters. It first firmly secured

the petiole of the leaf to the twig by a

great number of silk threads, sometimes

extending these threads two or three

inches along the twig. After it was

satisfied with the fastenings (and I think

it would take all of Winship’s strength

to tear them asunder), it brought the

single leaf together which partly enfolds

the cocoon, and was soon out of sight

under. cover of its rapidly-constructed

silken canopy.

Speaking of the fastenings of the

Prametlma, reminds me of an incident in

the life of a Polyphemus which I must

relate. You will recollect that great

numbers of the oaks were infested with

the oak-worm (Dryacanzjia smaloria),

and in such numbers that they swept all

before them. Toward the close of the

season I noticed a small tree almost

entirely denuded of its leaves by these

caterpillars. Near the end of one of the

branches was a fine, large Po/J/plnnus,

which the voracious Dryocampus had

not yet reached. This branch was out

of my reach, and—I am not a coward ;

oh no! but numbers always overpower

me, and then, too, I had some curiosity

to see what the Polyphemus would do

reasons enough surely, for leaving one

of my favorites to his fate! He seemed

to survey the advancing foe with some

dismay, but as escape was entirely out of

the question, there was nothing to do

but face the enemy; so he retreated as

near the end of the branch as possible,

selected two good leaves, and com

menced securing them firmly to the twig

after the manner of the Promet/zea. On

came the devastating horde, leaving not

a leaf behind, and devouring as much as

they could of the leaves that enclosed

the hastily-constructed cocoon of my

favorite. The cocoon was secured as a

trophy of his superior wisdom in this

great emergency, and it is the only in

stance where I have ever found a cocoon

of the Po{y;7hemus made fast to the twig

in this manner.

The Atlacm cecropia, the largest spe

cies of this genus, I did not attempt to

rear in the house, as it is said not to

bear confinement well. But it is a more

indiscriminate feeder, liking a greater

variety of diet than either of its relatives.

I have found it upon the hickory (Ca/yn

glabra), the apple (Pyrus malus and 1’.

coronaria), wild cherry (Cerasus sero

tina) and cedar (.‘7’un¢eru.\- 1//‘rgim’ana),

thriving as well, and feeding evidently

with as much gusto and relish, upon

one as the other. And I have taken a

fine large cocoon from a species of su

mac (Rhus glabra), but I could not de

termine whether the caterpillar had fed

upon this last: a wild cherry was in

close proximity, from which it might

have wandered.

The cocoons of this species are much

larger than either of the others, and con

tain much more silk, of a bright, glossy

lustre, and free from that gluey substance

which characterizes the 1’a/jphemus.

As I said above, could these cater

pillars be protected from the parasites,

great profit might be realized from their

silk.

The little ichneumons that emerge

from the poor caterpillar, spinning their

tiny cocoons all over its back, are the

least of the enemies of this genus, al

though I have heard it stated that they

are its greatest. The greatest enemy I

found to the Luna was a large, four

winged ichneumon, measuring about two

inches across and nearly the same length

of body. I have seen three of these

large insects emerge from one chrysalis,

eating their way through the tough co

coon — rendering it worthless; and I

have seen a smaller species, of a differ

ent genus, escape from the same cocoon:

this last was a two-winged insect striped

off after the manner of a zebra.

attack the Pra/rwlhea and Polyphe///us

also, sometimes a dozen or more escap

ing from the same cocoon.

MARY TREAT.

These ’
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INSIDE A CHINESE GAMBLING-HELL.

AMONG the most striking sights to

a foreigner in a Chinese city is the

gambling-hell. Although few travelers

in the Flowery Kingdom omit to mention

gambling and opium-smoking as among

the prevailing practices of the people, the

former “institution” has been seldom

visited, and still less often described.

Rambling one evening, as was our

wont when not too tired with the day’s

work, through the Chinese quarter of

Hong Kong, my attention was attracted

by a light through a partially-opened

doorway, and an unusual display of paper

slips which dangled from the sign over

the door. My first impression was that

it was a small joss-house or pawnbrok

ing establishment—an impression which

the appearance of a crowd of pig-tailed

natives, standing grouped around what

seemed to be a large altar or oval-shaped

table inside, served to strengthen. But

extremes meet in this wonderful country

and people so marvelously thatl early

began to doubt appearances. Churches,

pawnbrokers’ shops and gambling-hells

are so much alike outside that the for

eigner is constantly in danger of mistak

ing one for the other—in slang verbiage,

of “putting his foot in it.”

Seeing my curiosity awakened, one

or two of those inside motioned me to

come in. I accepted the invitation, and

forthwith found I was in a gambling

shop. No sooner was I inside than a

way was cleared for me, and I soon

stood near the elbow of the banker or

croupier, where I had a good chance of

witnessing the movements of those

around me.

The table or platform on which the

game is conducted is between three and

four feet high, about six feet long and

three broad, and is usually covered with

a piece of matting. Owing to the height

of this table, stools or raised footboards

are not unfrequently placed around, upon

which the betters elevate themselves to

the desired point. The game is very

simple—so simple indeed as to soon lose

all its interest except to those engaged

in staking upon its chances. Near the

banker is a tray filled with dollars,

smaller coins and little packets of broken

silver. He also has a supply of bank

notes in a drawer. In front of him lies

a square slab, composed usually of pew

ter. On the sides of this slab are marked,

respectively, one, two, three and four.

I am invited to bet, and I take a small

chance on No. 3, over a Chinese playing

card.

The banker does not know the names

of the respective players, and in order

to maintain their separate individualities

he deals to each one a playing card, and

regards him in his own mind during the

game not as Hoh-Kee, Roh-Kee, Win

Kee, Wum or Fum, but as such and

such a number of such and such a suit.

Before we begin to stake, a confeder

ate seated at the other end of the table

takes from a heap of bright clean Chinese

cas/t before him a double handful, which

he places in a smaller heap upon the

table and covers with a pewter cup.

When all have staked, he takes off the

cup, and this done no more stakes can

be made. Now with a long chopstick

the croupier draws four of the small cop

per coins from the heap, then four more,

and then four more, and so on until the

last four have been drawn out and only

three remain, and I have won. The

banker takes up all the stakes on the

one, two and four sides of the pewter

slab first, and then he pays the winners.

I receive back my dollar and three dol

lars besides, less seven per cent., the

banker’s commission ; so that I win

two dollars and seventy-nine cents.

There is a kind of arithmetical phe

nomenon to be met with at most Chinese

gambling-houses, who by some mysteri

ous process of counting can always tell

what the winning number will be be

fore the cash have been half counted.

There stands one of these prodigies now.
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The instant the cup is taken off the heap,

he glares with the eye of a Gorgon upon

the cash, and, I suspect, begins to count

from the side of the heap farthest from

the man who is drawing out the fours, and

thus at a certain moment he knows how

many cash are still in the heap; and by

mentally dividing the number by four he

can discover what the remainder will be.

How he manages to count a huddled

heap so correctly I do not profess to

know.

Gambling in China is epidemic and all

but universal. The poor beggar who

has but one cash and an empty stomach

will gamble with the rice-cake peddler

whether he gets two rice-cakes in place

of one, or starves. Some idea of the

extent to which gambling is carried on

among the natives of Hong Kong may

be gleaned from the fact that over twen

ty thousand dollars a month—a sum

equal to a quarter of a million dollars a

year—is paid to the British government

for gambling licenses.

E. HEPPLE HALL.

THE WATCHER.

HILE the bleak sea drearily thunders,

While the night-blast wails o’erhead,

I watch in the shadowy chamber,

Alone by the tranquil dead;

And over my spirit has fallen such darkness of vague affright

That here at my vigil I shudder, and yearn for the morrow’s light.

I am touched by no ghostly terror

Of the moveless mystery there,

With carven smile and the glory,

Madonna-like, round its hair;

For the miracle of a murmur could chill not from lips so dear,

And the joy in my passionate answer would pause not to dream of fear.

Yet, haunting the death-room’s quiet,

While I list to the tumult without,

There steals through the dimness, vague-shapen,

The woeful-eyed phantom of doubt;

And the voice of the clamoring tempest seems merciless in its roar,

As the sounding of infinite waters that break on an infinite shore.

O lingering morrow, hasten

The long, long gloom’s release!

Gird softly the brow of the sleeper,

And brighten it into peace!

Come, Day, with your blessed changes, like mists from the vision drawn,

Speed Doubt to the flying darkness, bring Faith with the rising dawn!

EDGAR FAwcerr.
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BEYOND THE BREAKERS.

CHAPTER XXIV.

A TALK IN THE FOREST.

“ Ualternative des succes et des revers a son uiilité.

Nous nous plaignons de l’inconstance de la fortune.

C’est de sa conslance que nous devrions nous plain

dre; alors, en effet, elle a plus de moyens dc nous

corrompre. ’ ' '

DBGERANDO, “Du Perjbct/bnument Iiloml.”

NE of the long vistas characteristic

of the rude country-paths by which

the early settlers -threaded their way from

cabin to cabin opened before Celia; and

the animal she rode, raising its head and

pointing its small, taper ears, caused the

rider to look round, in expectation of

some one’s approach.

The road before her was vacant, but

off to the right, through the open woods,

gay with blossoms of the dogwood and

the redbud, she thought she distinguish

ed in the distance a horseman, riding in

the same direction as herself.

“ It must be Sydenham,” she thought,

for she knew that the bridle-path from

his residence to Tyler’s mill led through

these woods, and connected, a few hun

dred yards farther on, with the road she

was pursuing. Yes, it was he. But

how was she to meet him ?—what to say

to him? Should she reveal all, and ask

his advice ?

An hour before she would have shrunk

from such a disclosure. But now a

quickened pulse gave bolder impulses.

She took heart. She felt that the world

must soon know her real position ; and

who so worthy of her confidence, or so

capable to counsel her in her present

strait, as her mother’s trusted friend, to

whom she was already beholden for so

much encouragement in her former trou

bles—ah, such petty troubles they seem

ed now! But if she was to say any

thing to him at all, it must be at once,

ere courage cooled: she felt that.

If she had any remaining hesitation,

' “ The alternation of success and reverse is useful.

We complain of the inconstancy of fortune, but its

constancy would corrupt us more.”

P:/usoov’s Tmnslalion.

 

it was dispelled by Sydenham’s manner

—the evident pleasure with which he

met her, the cordial earnestness with

which he extended his hand and in

quired after her welfare.

“ And Bess still continues to behave

well?” he asked as they rode on to

gether.

“No creature could behave better.

S0 full of spirit and so docile, too,

as she is! She knows me, and Ido

believe loves me, for she will come,

at my call, from the farthest corner of

our pasture. It is hard to part with

a favorite,” she added, sadly, stoop

ing over the pony’s neck and patting it

fondly.

The tone, more than the words, ar

rested Sydenham’s attention.

“I know, Mr. Sydenham,” she re

joined, looking up, “ that you must have

thought me foolish and unreasonable.”

“ When ?”

“ Do you remember the day Brunette

ran away with Mrs. Hartland and Lela

—the day we had that long conversation

together?”

“ As if it were yesterday.”

“ You thought me weak and childish

then: do not deny it.”

“I thought you inexperienced — de

pressed without sufficient cause. I did

miss in you a certain force of mind — a

spirit that often lies dormant within us

till circumstances call it forth.”

“I am ashamed of myself when I

look back upon it. I know now exactly

what you must have thought of me. I

hope you are right when you say that

there is often within us more than ap

pears during prosperity. I had every

thing to make me happy in those days—

everything: kind friends, a respected

name, an easy competency. I had noth

ing, absolutely nothing, as an excuse for

low spirits. The delay of my marriage

with Mowbray, how little, in reality, did

that signify! I once heard you say that

girls marry too young in this country.
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So they do: they marry in haste, to re

pent at leisure.”

Sydenham was thoroughly alarmed.

“ What is the matter?” he said. “ Tell

me at once.”

“ Why do you imagine that something

terrible has happened?”

“ What is it, Celia? It is useless to

attempt to deceive me. Some influence

is changing your character. It is not

the old Celia I used to know.”

“ Do I look as downcast now as when

I came to complain to you that day of

my hard fate?”

“No: you are a different creature.

You are agitated, and I am sure some

thing is amiss. But there is a light in

your eye and a determination in your

tone that seem anything but downcast.”

“I am glad of it. At least you will

not feel contempt for me.”

“ Celia, do I deserve this? Did I not

promise your mother that I would watch

over her daughter’s happiness? Why

will you keep me in suspense? What

is it ?”

“ My father deceived that mother you

knew so well. He was already married.

I am an illegitimate child. Not adol

lar of my father’s property belongs to me.

I am a penniless orphan, who must work

for her bread and make her own way in

the world.”

“ Good God !”

And Sydenham involuntarily checked

his horse so sharply that the spirited

animal started and reared against the bit.

For a moment the girl and her auditor

seemed suddenly to have exchanged cha

racters. She sat erect and quiet, her

graceful form drawn up to its full height:

her young face, shaded by the wide

rimmed riding-hat, very sad indeed, but

quite calm ; and though her voice trem

bled somewhat, she spoke so deliberate

ly, and met Sydenham’s first agitated.

glance of alarm, astonishment, incred

ulity with a look so steady and collect

ed, that it took him almost as much by

surprise as the astounding tidings she

had just imparted.

But this was for the first moment of

excitement only, and then nature and

habit reasserted their power. Syden

 
ham’s evident dismay was communicating

itself to Celia. He saw it, and it recall

ed his self-possession at once. Putting

his horse again in motion, he came close

to her side and spoke in his usual tone:

“ So! You have surprised me. Ah,

this comes from Cranstoun.”

“Yes.”

“ The man is capable of any duplicity.

Did he give you proof?”

“ Papa’s own letters, written about

seventeen years ago, admitting the fact

of his previous marriage, and adjuring

Cranstoun to silence.”

“ You are sure of the handwriting?”

“ Perfectly sure. Mamma preserved

many of papa’s letters: I have read

them often, and I cannot be deceived in

this.”

“ It may be,” said Sydenham, after a

pause, for the strange influence Cran

stoun had maintained for years over one

so dissimilar to him in character and

station occurred forcibly to his mind.

“It may be — probably it is. At. all

events, the facts can be positively ascer

tained, and they shall be.”

“ Oh they are true: do not doubt it,

Mr. Sydenham. They explain so much

in papa’s conduct that was unaccount

able till now.”

“ I have admitted that they are prob

able. Well, Celia?”

“ It is very terrible, is it not?”

“ No. I fear I have forfeited all claim

to be believed when I say so. You did

startle me, Celia — that is the truth

coming out with that sudden, solemn an

nouncement, but there is nothing terrible

in what you told me.”

“ Have I not just cause for unhap

piness ?”

“ For unhappiness, no: for regret,

certainly. It is a very painful thing to

hear of a parent’s misconduct.”

“ Oh so very painful!”

“ And it would not be one’s duty, as

it is, to watch over the preservation of

one’s property if its loss were not an

evil.”

“I remember well your once explain

‘ ing to me how much independence there

is in forty thousand dollars.”

“ You have a good memory, and I
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will not gainsay that opinion. Independ

ence is the power to act, within lawful

limits, as we please; and money adds

greatly to that power. I am very sorry

for your loss ; yet, after all, it may prove

a gain to you.”

“I have often read,” said Celia with

a sigh, “ of the chastening and purify

ing effects of adversity.”

“ That sentiment is to be taken with

some grains of allowance. Many, doubt

less, have been able to say from the

heart, ’It is good for me that I have

been afllicted.’ But there z’s a grinding

adversity that crushes oftener than it re

forms. I have seen terrible things in

the course of my life, Celia—not here,

but in the Old World—ten'ible things

that make one shudder to recall them:

entire masses of human beings dying

for lack of food ; selling their youth and

their health, and at last their very lives,

for a pittance too small to keep body and

soul together. I was in Ireland during

that dreadful famine of 1847. It haunted

my dreams for years ! Ah, Celia, if you

could but imagine the utter destitution

that is the lot of millions, how small

would seem your present loss! — how

numberless the comforts that are still

within your reach !”

Sydenham’s kindling eyes and stirring

words touched Celia to the soul. I—low

faithfully the heart feels for others when

it begins to learn sorrow by experience

of its own !

“ It is true,” she said, submissively.

“I should be most unthankful if I for

got that I have far more to rejoice at

than to deplore. If I may but retain the

affection and esteem of my friends ! But

some of them of course I shall lose—”

“ Is that your idea of friends? I es

teem you much more than I did before.

To me there was always something pleas

ant and attractive about you, Celia. But

I confess you have sometimes seemed

to me, like many other girls one meets

with in the world, very good and amiable

doubtless—”

“ Love-sick damsels, in short.”

“I never thought you that. But one

felt the lack of something vigorous, racy,

 

bear this trial admirably well. I see

that it will be of real service to your

character. Why, it has strengthened it

already. You are coming out grandly,

Celia.”

How grateful sometimes—more genial

than sunshine, more welcome than the

first fresh air of spring— comes the

breath of praise from those we love! It

brings on its wings healing to the wounds

of sorrow, healthy invigoration to the

spirit sick and depressed. Wholly un

wonted as it was from Sydenham, it

proved to Celia, at this juncture, inex

pressibly soothing. Her heart felt braver

at each word. .

“Ah, Mr. Sydenham,” she said, “ if

others did but feel as you do, how

easily I could bear the loss of fortune,

and even of name ! But you, who never

deceive any one, even in kindness, will

not tell me that of those who flattered

the heiress none will desert the penniless

girl with a stain on her birth.”

“ You are right. I shall certainly not

try to persuade you that you will lose no

flatterers. I do not even say that you

will have the same chance which the

heiress might have had of enlarging your

circle of acquaintances.”

“I know it well. Ah ! that true line

of the ballad — t The poor make no new

friends.’ ”

“ Now you are running away with the

idea. That line is touchingly true, and

it came from the experience of the heart,

whoever wrote it. But there is little

chance that it should ever apply to you.

You do not know— I hope you never

will—what poverty means.”

“I must work for a living now.”

“ But that is not poverty in this coun

try, especially in a village like Chiskauga.

It is not even hardship, if one has an

education to fit for useful and profitable

employment, with good friends to inter

est themselves in procuring it; and you

have both, Celia. No new friends !

Look round you, and see how many

maintain themselves happily, reputably,

increasing both in money and in friends,

with far less resources. Your education

has been no common one. You have a

self-relying. You are gaining that. You 1 good knowledge of two foreign languages:
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Ethan speaks highly of your progress in

German. Your talent for music, rare

by nature and carefully cultivated, is, in

itself, a competence. I admit that you

no longer possess the independence

which a surplus of money bestows; but

you have a surer one, of which no man

can deprive y0u—the independence which

lies in labor—less honored than the other,

but more honorable. And if, in seeking

it, you find those whom you call friends

dropping away, let them go! You are

better without them.”

“You think, then,‘that this reverse of

fortune is a gain instead of a loss to me.”

“ The future must determine that.

Many pleasant things, of course, you

will lose by it—the opportunity of travel

ing, for instance. I know you have

had dreams of Switzerland and Italy,

and I’m afraid I had something to do in

nursing them. The very butterfly ac

quaintances that come round us when

the sun shines, though they may not be

friends, are often agreeable, well-informed

people, whom we may like to meet and

be sorry to lose. But then you gain

one of the essentials to happiness.”

“ What is that?”

“A regular, settled object in life — a

steady pursuit (I see you have deter

mined on that), requiring daily exertion

of body and mind. I’d like to give you

---for it touches your case—a recollection

of my childhood ?”

“ If it is not encroaching on your time,

Mr. Sydenham, I should be delighted.

But you came out on business, did you

not ?”

“ Chiefly for exercise this fine spring

weather, with a message from Leoline to

Nelson Tyler about flour.” They were

then within a few rods of the mill. “Let

me deliver it, and my time is entirely at

your service for the rest of the morning.”

They rode up, and the miller, his gray

clothes well sprinkled with dust, came

out to greet them, and to ask Mr. Syd

enham what he could do for him. After

he had taken an order for two barrels of

flour, Celia, whose thoughts had reverted

to the anonymous letter, inquired after

Ellen’s welfare. A slight shade came

over the miller’s hearty manner and open
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face, but after a moment’s hesitation he

called to his daughter, his deep, base

tones reaching their dwelling, which

stood a little way off. Thence Ellen

came forward, fresh and neat indeed, but

with a look of depression over her pretty

features. When she recognized Celia,

a sudden blush overspread face and

bosom.

“ Ellen,” said her father, himselfsome

what embarrassed, ’' Miss Celia has been

asking after you.”

Celia extended her hand and shook

Ellen’s cordially.

“ We seldom see you in town now,

Ellen,” she said: “are you no longer

taking French lessons from Mrs. Mow

bray?”

The blush, which had been passing

away, deepened again. But the girl

struggled for composure: “ No, Miss

Celia. Mrs. Mowbray’s French class is

broken up, and—and it’s expensive to

take private lessons.” ‘

“ Do you wish to join another class?”

Ellen looked at her father.

“The reason I ask,” added Celia, “is,

because I may have a French class my

self one of these days.”

“ You !” said the girl, her blue eyes

dilating with astonishment. “I thought

rich folks—”

“I am not rich ; and, besides, it is a

good thing for young people to do some

thing for a living.”

“I should be very glad, Miss Celia

that is—if father—” She stopped, read

ing dissent in his face.

“It’s very kind of you,” he said

“very kind, Miss Celia: I shall not for

get it. If Ellen takes any more French

lessons, I’ll send her to nobody but you.

But I think she’s had as many as will

do her any good for the present. That

was a true word you said, miss, that

young folks should do something for a

living; and this lass of mine”—he

patted her head—“she’s a good girl, if

she does dress out now and then, and

even herself to them that cares little for

her—she does what she can to take her

dead mother’s place. I want to do the

best for her, if I only knew what is best.

If anything were to happen to me—”
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“ Oh don’t, father, don’t !” said the

girl, her eyes full of tears; and then,

ashamed of her emotion, she made a

sudden retreat to the house.

“ You must excuse her, miss,” said

Tyler to Celia: “she don’t mean to be

uncivil, and it’s done her good that you

spoke so kind to her; but she can’t stand

it to think the old man must go one of .

these days. Mr. Sydenham, you may

count on having that flour this evening.”

They bade the miller good-morning,

and turning homeward rode on for

some time in silence. Then Sydenham

said:

“I am glad that we called there this

morning, and very glad that you spoke

to Ellen as you did. As the father

said, it did the poor child good.”

“I like Ellen. But I was afraid you

might think me premature in beginning

to electioneer, as politicians say, for

pupils already.”

“ Far from it. Promptitude is one of

the elements of success.”

“ But that anecdote, Mr. Sydenham

or was it an anecdote you were about to

tell me 2”

“ Yes. My good father—a man who,

even to extreme old age, maintained

habits of active employment—was speak

ing, one day, of an English friend of his,

Mr. Walsingham —one of those whom

the world considers eminently fortunate.

A man of letters, educated to every

classical attainment and the inheritor of

a princely fortune, he had been able to

gratify, at a wish, his cultivated tastes.

He had married, in early life, an amiable

Wife, and had seen his children (though

he never personally concerned himself

with their education) grow up around

him with the fairest promise. He had

a handsome town-house in a fashionable

square in London, and a country-seat

ten or twelve miles off, in the midst of

one of those magnificent English parks

—the ideal of stately rural elegance, with

its trimly-kept lawn and its widespread

ing chase, dotted over with clumps of

noble old trees, where the deer sought

refuge from the noonday heat and a lair

at nightfall.”

“I have so often heard of these beau
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tiful English parks, and dreamed that

some day I might see one.”

“ The dream may come true, for all

that is past, Celia. Mr. Walsingham

had traveled over Europe, and brought

back, as mementoes of his journey, paint

ings and statuary by some of the best

masters, ancient and modern, with which

to adorn his favorite retreat. The house

itself (I have seen it since), with its rich

marble columns and balustrades, was a

fine specimen of the purest Palladian

manner, where all that luxurious refine

ment could devise had been unsparingly

lavished. There my father found his

friend with no occupation more pressing

than to pore over the treasures of his

library, and no graver care than to su

perintend the riches of a conservatory

where wealth had brought together, from

half the world, its choicest plants and

flowers.”

“ What a charming life !” exclaimed

Celia. “ How happy he must have

been !” ‘

“ That was my father’s thought. They

spent some days in undisturbed quiet:

not an incident, beyond the conversation

ofa sedate and intellectual family circle

and the arrival and departure ofa friend

or two, to break the complete repose.

Delightful it was to my father, no doubt,

-in contrast with the city bustle and the

constant occupation he had left. One

morning he said to his host: ’I have

been thinking that if I ever met with a

man who has nothing left to desire, you

are he. Health of body, cultivation of

mind, a charming family, wealth and all

it procures —whatever Nature and Art

present of most beautiful — you have

them all. Are you not completely hap

py ?’ Never, my father said to me,

should he forget the dreary sadness of

the unexpected reply: ‘Happy! Ah,

Mr. Sydenham, I committed one fatal

error in my youth, and dearly have I

abied it! I started in life without an

object, even without an ambition. My

temperament disposed me to ease, and

to the full I indulged the disposition. I

said to myself, “I have all that I see

others contending for: why should I

struggle?” I knew not the curse that
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lights on those who have never to strug

gle for anything. Had I created for

myself a definite pursuit—literary, scien

tific, artistic, social, political, no matter

what, so there was something to labor

-for and to overcome—l might have been

happy. I feel this now—too late! The

power is gone. Habits have become

chains. Through all the profitless years

gone by, I seek vainly for something to

remember with pride, or even to dwell on

with satisfaction. I have thrown away

a life. I feel, sometimes, as if there

were nothing remaining to me worth

living for. I am an unhappy man.’ That

was my father’s story. I never forgot

it, and I trust I have profited by its

lessons.”

“ And so will I, Mr. Sydenham. In

deed, indeed, you shall not have to fore

go your good opinion of me. I know

how much you have been doing to bene

fit our village and its inhabitants. Per

haps—oh, in a very humble way I know

it must be—but yet perhaps I may be

able to aid you, just a little, while I pro

vide for my own support.”

“ You are thinking of a school. That

is right. You really possess a gift for

teaching, as grateful Ellinor Ethelridge

can testify.”

“ Dear Ellie! I have been able to

assist her so far; but then—ah, what a

pity! If now I begin a school in oppo

ition to hers-—”

“It might be an injury to her, you

think? So it might. But yet, if that

is really necessary, there is nothing

wrong in it. Every merchant who be

gins a business may take from the profits

of those already engaged in the same.

We ought to be generous to others, as

you have been to Ellinor, while we can

afford it; but it may become equally a

duty, if circumstances change, to be just

to ourselves.”

Celia sighed: “I am beginning to

find out the pleasant things I have lost.”

“ The exercise of generosity is-one of

the most pleasant things that money

permits.”

“ But I am resolved never to take any

of Ellie’s scholars away from her, even

if they apply to me.”

 “ Very good. One can be generous,

you see, without being rich; and such

generosity is worth more, for it costs

more, than what we carelessly give from

superfluity. But perhaps there need be

no competition between you. I know

that Miss Ethelridge has almost daily

offers of pupils whom she refuses, fear

ing to take a greater number than she

can do justice to. These applications

would be more numerous still if she

could teach music, as you can. What

if you were to join her and carry on the

school in partnership? I am sure there

will be found enough for both to do.”

When they came to talk over the de

tails of the plan, Sydenham asked,

“ Have you not some money which came

to you through your mother?”

“ About sixteen or seventeen hundred

dollars, I think my uncle once told me.

That is legally mine, is it not ?”

“ Undoubtedly, even if all the rest is

gone. Now let me give you one or two

business hints that occur to me. Shall

you propose to Miss Ethelridge to be

equal partner with her in her school ?”

“ That would not be just. She has

worked hard to establish it and build up

its reputation.”

“ You are right. For this you ought

to give some equivalent. I happen to

know that Miss Ethelridge thinks it an

admirable plan to teach children as much

as possible through the eye, and that she

wishes much to obtain a set of hand

some illustrations; some representing

objects of natural history, including geol

ogy ; others, charts exhibiting what has

been called the stream of Time, bring

ing tangibly before children the leading

events and revolutions of ancient and

modern history. Then she would like

to have a large magic lantern, with slides

affording other useful illustrations; also

to have photographs of the most inter

esting scenes in our own and in for

eign countries. It would be of great

advantage to the school. But all that

is expensive.”

“ Would the money I have purchase

it ?”

“A thousand dollars, she said, would

be enough. I offered to advance that
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sum, but she is sensitive about obliga- I chastise the wife of his bosom with a

tions, and declined. I think she would

receive it from you as an equivalent

for the privilege of equal partnership;

and then the illustrations. when they are

bought, should be considered the joint

property of both. There would still re

main to you six or seven hundred dol

lars, which you ought to keep, in case

of accidents.”

The discussion of this and other mat

ters connected with the proposed part

nership brought them to the point where

the road to Rosebank diverged, and

there they parted.

How things were smoothing them

selves in Celia’s path l I-low “ way,” to

use the Quaker phrase, “was opening be

fore her !” Sydenham’s proposal saved

her from even the appearance of doing a

hard thing—that severest trial of strait

ened circumstances.

CHAPTER XXV.

BREAKING THE ICE.

A FRIEND once said to me 2 “ Do you

know I think those old martyrs must

have been very uncomfortable people to

live with P’ At first the idea struck me

as very odd—afterward as very true. I

should not have relished a life among

the Puritans in the days when Hester

Prynne walked about with that scarlet

letter on her breast. Yet they were a

grand old race, those Plymouth-rock

pilgrims — the stuff that heroes and

founders of empires are made of. What

they thought right they did, and seldom

asked whether it was pleasant to do it.

They were hard on themselves: it is

not surprising that they were hard also

on others. If they were not amiable,

they were estimable. If they were not

pleasant people to deal with in daily life,

they were men and women to trust to in

the day of need or in the hour of trial.

Thomas Hartland, born in Connecti

cut, had a considerable touch of Puritan

severity about him. He was, indeed,

an improvement on his father, a stern

old Englishman, who took credit to him

self for admitting that a man must not

 rod any thicker than his thumb. He

meant to be kind to the gentle Alice,

and he thought he was because he ab

stained from all physical coercion. But

he inherited so much of his father’s

spirit as devoutly to believe that domes

tic discipline was wholesome just in pro

portion as it was strict and exacting.

If he acted the tyrant to his wife and

son, it was on principle, not from wick

edness: it was because his ideas of

marital and paternal authority were none

of the clearest, and because the heart

was not warm enough to correct the

errors of the head.

Sydenham and he frequently came into

conflict. One day, for example, on a

school committee of which they were

both members, the question of corporal

punishment coming up, Sydenham had

taken ground against it, and Mr. Harper

had added a few words on the same side.

This aroused Hartland.

“ These new-fangled, sentimental no

tions,” he said, “may suit squeamish

people, but the old-fashioned scriptural

morality is good enough for me. A rod

is for the back of him who is void of un

derstanding! If that text is not plain

enough, there are others plainer yet

direct injunctions: ’ Thou shalt beat the

child with the rod, and shalt deliver his

soul from hell.’ Gentlemen will not, I

think, deny the authority.”

“ The texts are correctly quoted,” said

Sydenham, quietly : “ we know that this

has been said by them of old time, but

we know also that the word rod does not

occur even once in all the recorded

teachings of Christ.”

A bitter reply rose to Hartland’s lips,

but he restrained himself. “ What is

the use ?” he thought. “A man who

will encourage a son to rebel against his

father’s will !”

In this spirit it was that Hartland had

hitherto treated his niece—with judicious

firmness he called it; acting a father’s

part, he thought, when he thwarted her

inclinations and pressed Cranstoun’s

suit. She was now afraid to encounter

him. She found Mr. and Mrs. Hart

land both out when she returned from
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her ride, and it was with fear and trem

bling she resolved, that same evening, to

disclose all to her formidable uncle, not

having had an opportunity previously to

converse with her aunt alone. She ex

pected her Cousin Ethan to go out, as

he often did, after tea, but he remained.

*- He is good and kind,” she thought:

“ they may as well all hear it at once:

then it will be over.” Yet she shivered,

like some faint-hearted swimmer about

to take the first plunge. Even in her dis

tress she had a droll sense that she was

going to break the ice about as willingly

as a poor wretch might who had risen

before sunrise in a fireless bed-room,

some morning when the thermometer

was below zero, and found the water in

his pitcher frozen hard.

Hartland’s first surprise almost equaled

Sydenham’s, but the two men took the

disclosure differently. The uncle felt

keenly the social disgrace that had over

taken his niece, and thought bitterly and

resentfully of his dead brother-in-law’s

offence. Yet toward the poor girl her

self the better part of his nature came

out now.

Celia began her relation with hesita

tion and in an unsteady voice, but she

gathered confidence as she proceeded.

We often lament that the first keen relish

ofa new pleasure fades in proportion as

it is repeated: we forget that, by the0

same law of our nature, the sting of a

fresh misfortune abates as, by recurrence,

the idea of it becomes familiar. Even

the lapse of a single day had dulled the

edge of Celia’s sorrow; and the fortitude

with which she met her fate, and the

composure with which she declared to

Mr. Hartland her resolve to earn her

own living in the future by teaching, won

his esteem. He had been far from giv

ing her credit for so much spirit and in

dependence, and he did not guess the

share Sydenham had had in sustaining

and encouraging her. ‘

Celia’s newly-acquired equanimity gave

way for a time, however, before the burst

of grief and the tender endearments of

her aunt. Alice, who had drilled herself

to repress all manifestations of deep

emotion or outbursts of affection in the

 
presence of her husband, sat at first with

fixed eyes and clasped hands and in

breathless silence, scarcely taking in the

full import of Celia’s appalling com

munication, but when the latter came to .

the expression of her resolution to be a

burden to no one, it seemed all to burst

upon her at once. Unable longer to re

strain herself, she fell on her niece’s

neck, her tears and sobs attesting her

grief and sympathy; called her her dear

child and her darling daughter; and then,

forgetting the presence of the master of

the house, protested against the idea of

her working for a livelihood, asking her

if she did not know that she would al

ways have a home with them, whatever

might betide.

This unwonted encroachment on his

domestic authority, which nothing but

his wife’s ungovernable excitement would

have tempted her to commit, almost up

set Hartland’s favorable disposition to his

niece, but he tried to restrain himself.

“ Alice,” he said, “ Celia shows more

sense than you do. You spoil the child

when you ought to encourage her.”

Then to Celia, who had released her

self from her aunt’s embraces, and was

drying her own eyes: “I never had

much sympathy with your father, but

he is gone to his account; and it is

wrong to speak ill of the dead. At all

events, your mother was not to blame,

and neither are you. I have thought

you obstinate sometimes, disposed to

take your own way more than a young

person should; but you deserve credit

for the manner in which you have stood

this blow: it is more than I expected of

you. If you see fit to teach so as to

procure pocket-money for your little ex

penses, I see no objection; I suppose it

would be pleasanter for you than to take

the money from me. But I hope you

knew, before your aunt thought it neces

sary to tell you, that the orphan of my

sister-in-law will always find a home and

a welcome in her uncle’s house.”

Celia’s acknowledgments would have

been more cordial but for the tone Hart

land had assumed toward her aunt. Yet

she was grateful, and did thank him,

adding:
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“If my health should fail, or if by

teaching I cannot earn enough to pay all

my expenses, then, dear uncle,I shall

accept your kindness without scruple.

But while I am well and able to work,

it is my duty to pay my own way, if I

can. And you have always told me that

I ought to act up to my highest ideas

of duty.”

“ \/Vell, Celia, you are a good girl, and

I shall stand by you through this matter.

The first thing to be done is to ascertain

its exact legal bearings. Did Cranstoun

give you Mr. Dunmore’s address?”

“I asked for it, and this is his an

swer,” handing him the letter she had

received the day before.

Hartland read it twice, his face dark

ening the while. “ The impertinent

scoundrel!” was all the comment he

made; then to his son: “ Ethan, step

down to Mr. Creighton’s and tell him I

wish to see him, on important business,

as early after breakfast to-morrow as he

can spare me an hour or two. Lucky

that he settled here !”

There was a school-committee meet

ing that evening, which Hartland had to

attend. Thus, as Ethan had gone on

his father’s errand to Creighton, the aunt

and niece were left alone.

Both had restrained themselves, by a

strong effort, in I-Iartland’s presence;

and the first thing after he went was to

have a hearty cry together, which did

them good. Then Alice said: “ It was

very wrong in your father, no doubt,

Celia dear; but then his first wife may

have been a high, haughty dame, who

made no true home for him ; and it’s so

hard to live with a famished heart!

Then your mother was a woman that

any man might risk his soul for; and

they did love one another so dearly!

Don’t think I excuse him, my darling:

it was a great sin, and see what it has

brought upon his child! But you know

that I stayed at your house for five years

before I was married—five years !—and

there was not a day in all that time but

he made me feel that it was a pleasure,

as well to him as to your mother, to

have me there. He was a sinner, but

he was very, very kind to me !” Then

she looked at her niece, and with a pas

sionate burst of tears she added: “ And

oh, Celia, Celia, you mustn’t be hard on

us now!”

“ I-lard upon you, mother?”

“ Hard upon me. After others had

made me feel that Iwas a burden to

them, I sat for years an honored guest

at your father’s table, and half an hour

ago his daughter told us—you never

thought how cruel that was, Celia !—you

told us that you must pay us if you sat

any longer at mine.”

“ But you know, auntie, what a com

fort, and what a help too, you always

were to mamma. You know what care

you took of me: you were always doing

something for me. And what have I

been? A useless idler that has never

done anything for anybody. But that’s

over, now.”

“ Never done anything for anybody!

God forgive me the thought, but I‘ve

felt-— I’m glad you don’t know how

often, Celia—that life would not be

worth having if it were not for you—

and for Ethan, maybe. You’ve been

the best joy in my life—the greatest

comfort I’ve had—always, always, cruel

child, until now!”

When the fountains of the great Deep

of feeling are broken up and the windows

of the soul are opened, hidden things

come to light upon which the heart has

set jealous guard through halfa lifetime.

Celia was so amazed at the glimpse

which her aunt unwittingly gave her be

neath the placid flow of a quiet, regulated

-life that, for a moment, she had not a

word in reply: then her aunt added:

“ But there’s one comfort still: your

uncle will never take money from you—

never! He’s hard, Celia—l won’t deny

it—but he’s just.”

The girl, quite overcome, was about

to throw her arms around her aunt’s

neck, and tell her she would do anything

in the world she wished if she would not

cry so; when Ethan entered.

He saw that both the women were

deeply moved, and stopped as if, uncer

tain whether he was an intruder or not,

he was about to leave the room. Celia

broke the pause that ensued.
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“ Sit down, Cousin Ethan,” she said.

“ Let us refer the matter to him, mother:

he is kind and wise.”

Ethan smiled: “ Pray don’t make a

Nestor of me, Celia. Tell me if I can

help you: that’s better.”

“Yes, you can help us to decide—

can’t he, mother ?—what is right to be

done.” And, taking her aunt’s silence

for consent, she stated the case.

Ethan reflected for a little; then he

asked:

“ You are anxious not to be a burden

on your uncle?”

“ Yes.”

“Celia, Celia!” said her aunt, im

ploringly.

“It is best so, dear mother,” said

Ethan—“ best for her.”

“ Best that my own sister’s child

should go on paying us board and lodg

ing as if she were a stranger?”

“ No. that is not my opinion.”

Both Celia and Mrs. Hartland looked

up surprised.

“Do you happen to know,” Ethan

asked Celia, “ how much your uncle has

been charging you for board and lodg

ing? You need not blush if you have

been looking: it was right you should.”

“ I have been looking—a hundred and

ninety-five dollars a year.”

What Ethan said next must, in main

tenance of historical truth, be set down

just as he said it, even though he lose

caste in consequence. Deal not too

hardly with a villager’s ignorance, O

fair young aristocrat, reading these

pages, perhaps, in the boudoir of a

Fifth Avenue palace! You know bet

ter than to mistake a poor forty thou

sand dollars for riches; but plain people,

with country ways, who find that one can

obtain all one needs or desires in this

world for that paltry pittance, should be

forgiven if they rise not to the level of

your enlightened views, and forget to

add on the right hand of the sorry sum

that additional cipher which would make

it worth talking about. When Celia

stated the rate at which her uncle had

charged her for maintenance, Ethan,

simple fellow! not at all in jest, said:

“ By a guardian who has a rich heiress

 

for ward the charge is moderate enough.

Good board and lodging can scarcely be

had in Chiskauga under four dollars a

week.”

“ But the dear child,” interrupted

Alice, “does not cost Mr. Hartland half

that sum. Iler chamber would stand

empty if she did not occupy it. We

should not have one servant the. less.

We have our own washing done in the

house: what matters it whether her’s is

thrown in or not? Does the butcher,

even, send us one pound of meat the

more on her account?”

“Perhaps not,” said Ethan. “Yet

an additional person in a family must,

necessarily, add to the expense, were it

but in the consumption of tea, coffee,

sugar, flour and the like; lamplight also,

and many trifling incidentals.”

“ While you’re about it, Ethan,” said

Alice, half amused, half indignant, “I

think you’d better take out your pencil

and make a nice calculation how much

ought to be charged against the poor

child for wear and tear of our carpets

and door-mat.”

“I have the fear of Walter Scott be

fore my eyes,” replied Ethan, laughing.

“Who has a right to say that Celia is

heavier-footed than Ellen Douglas? But

you know

’ E’cn the slight hare-bell raised its head,

Elastic from her airy tread.’

I’m a poor hand at calculating infinites

imals.”

“ I’m glad you’ve so much conscience.”

“But, seriously, I don’t think father

pays out a hundred additional dollars be

cause of Celia being one of the family.”’

“ Surely you don’t want Mr. Hart

land to make money out of the poor

child, now that all her fortune is gone.”

“ No, nor would he consent to that;

but if Celia gets a good situation as

teacher, and finds that she can affbrd it,

I think a hundred dollars a year for her

maintenance would be a fair compromise

between uncle and niece. You are not

so savagely independent, I hope, Celia,

as to refuse from father and mother such

kindness as they can offer you without

actual cost to themselves.”
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Celia smiled: " Since I endorsed your

character for wisdom, Cousin Ethan, I

suppose I must accept your decision.”

“ You are as bad as she is, Ethan,"

said Alice: “you encourage one another

in foolish notions.”

But they coaxed her, at last, to use

her influence with her husband to allow

Celia, besides furnishing her own pocket

money, to pay him a hundred dollars a

year as her contribution to the expenses

of the household. And so, at last, it

was settled, with some grumbling from

the uncle about the niece’s stiff-necked

unwillingness to accept his hospitality,

and a condition attached that the hun

dred dollars was to be received only if

Celia found that, after clothing herself

and paying other incidentals, she could

spare the amount without any inconve

nience whatever.

This was a great satisfaction to Celia,

both because it relieved her, on the one

hand, from a painful consciousness of

dependence, and—truth to say—hecause,

on the other hand, it unexpectedly light

ened the burden which her new and un

tried task of self-maintenance imposed.

Next morning Mr. Hartland, Sr.,

was closeted for two hours with Eliot

Creighton.

Lawyers learn to look with a quiet

eye on the calamities of life. Surprised,

deeply concerned at the unexpected tid

ings Creighton undoubtedly was, but he

did not take them to heart, as the uncle

and guardian expected.

“ My first impression is,” he said,

“that it will not be proper or even safe

to give up your ward’s property until

compelled by law.”

“ You doubt the previous marriage?

Celia says her father’s letters which

she inspected were conclusive on that

point.”

“ That may be: Cranstoun can read

ily prove it to us if it is so. But there

are questions back of that. There may

have been a will.”

“ Mrs. Pembroke knew of none.

None, of course, was offered for probate,

either in this county or in Philadelphia,

where part of Celia’s property lies.”

 

“ Still, there may have been a will:

possibly left in Cranstoun’s hands, and—

I beg his pardon if I suspect him unjustly

—suppressed.”

“ But why not sho.wn by Pembroke to

his wife during his lifetime?”

“ He may have been living under an

assumed name. Those who risk the

punishment of bigamy generally take that

precaution against detection. He would,

of course, be unwilling to show Mrs.

Pembroke a will executed under 'his real

name; and Cranstoun, for his own pur

poses, may have persuaded him that a

will signed by him as Frederick Pem

broke would be valueless.”

“If your conjecture is right, such a

document would be worthless, would it

not ?”

“No. One not versed in law, like

Mr. Pembroke, would be likely to sup

pose so. But a will is ’valid if the

identity of the signer with the person

entitled to dispose of the property be

established.”

“Yet if such a will has been sup

pressed or destroyed, of what avail that

it was executed?”

“It must have been witnessed, and

we may discover by whom ?”

“ By Cranstoun himself, perhaps?”

“ Likely enough; but in this State

two witnesses are required.”

“If there was a prior marriage, and

if no will can be found, then, I sup

pose, the English heir-at-law takes the

property.”

“ The statute law of Ohio, unfortunate

ly for Miss Pembroke, permits an alien

to inherit real estate as well as personal

property; but there are law-points in

volved in your question which I must

study before I can reply to it. The cruel

rule of the Common Law is that one born

out of wedlock is filius nullius — no

body’s child — and as such can inherit

neither the property of his father nor—

strange to say !—of his mother. Our

statute law remedies the latter injus

tice. Under what circumstances — in

deed whether at all—it affords relief

under the former I cannot yet say, never

having had occasion to examine that

point. Indeed, I am not as familiar with
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the Ohio statutes as I ought to be. I

studied law chiefly in Pennsylvania.

Did Cranstoun speak positively on the

subject ?”

“ He told Celia that, being illegitimate,

she could not inherit a farthing of her

father’s property.”

Creighton looked grave. “ Cranstoun

is too shrewd,” he said after a pause,

" to make such an assertion except on

plausible authority ; and he is doubtless

far better acquainted with the law of

this State, and the decisions under it,

than I am. With so much depending

on it under his rascally calculation of

profit to himself as informer, he has, in

all probability. sifted the matter to the

bottom. To be frank with you, I don’t

like the look of it; yet I am not entirely

convinced even of Miss Pembroke’s

illegitimacy.”

“ It surely must be, if her father was

a bigamist.”

“ Not necessarily. Under the old

Spanish law, once prevalent in Florida

and Texas, as I happen to know, she

would have been legitimate.”

“ But our laws are not so lax. With

a former wife alive, the marriage of Mrs.

Pembroke must have been null and

void.”

“ Yes ; at all events at the time it was

solemnized, and probably as long as it

lasted. The rest seems a natural de

duction. The case is probably against

us; and I beg of you not to mention to

Miss Celia the doubts I have expressed,

which may be entirely without founda

tion. It would be cruel to raise hopes

only to be disappointed. How does she

stand this ?”

“ The disgrace of her birth affects her

seriously. Otherwise, I must say, she

bears it well. She is gone this morning

to talk to Miss Ethelridge about a part

nership in her school. And the gypsy

is too proud to stay in her uncle’s house

without paying for it.”

Creighton’s face brightened. “I was

not deceived in thinking there was cha

racter beneath that soft exterior.”

“ She is obstinate enough, certainly.”

“ Siie will come out all right, even if

we are beaten, Mr. I-Iartland: you will

 
see. But if you think fit to entrust the

case to me—”

“That is what I have been thinking

about.”

“ You do me honor. It is a great re

sponsibility for one so young in the pro

fession as myself. Yet it will go hard

but I shall deserve your confidence. lf

industry and painstaking may avail, we

shall not be defeated. And this at least

I may promise you—that I will work up

the case as faithfully as if the young

lady were my own sister, as faithfully as I

if life and death were on the issue.”

Self-confidence breeds confidence in

others, as young and small and slender

General Bonaparte, taking command of

the army of Italy, shiningly proved.

I-Iartland agreed with Creighton on poli

tics, and found in him a patient and in

terested listener when speaking on nat

ural history and expatiating on his

(I—Iartland’s) favorite pursuits. On the

other hand, the young man often startled

him, and sometimes shocked his con

servative proclivities, by coming out with

some daring radicalism ; so that he had

hesitated a little about putting his ward’s

interests in his hands. But Creighton’s

bold assurance awoke faith in his pow

ers as an advocate, and Hartland hes

itated no longer.

“ You shall have the management of

the case, at all events,” he said ; “ and

if you desire to have other counsel as

sociated with you, let me know.”

CHAPTER XXVI.

JEAN’S SERVICES NOT NEEDED.

“ And one, in whom all evil fancies clung

Like serpent-eggs together, laughingly

Would hint at worse in either.“

’l'unnvsos's Enocl Arden.

“ N0, Miss Celia—not jist exactly at

home. Miss Ellinor went out to Betty

Carson’s on some business for the mad

ame. A’ half hour she said she’d be

gone, and it’s mor’n that already. Won’t

ye step into the parlor?”

“ Yes, Nelly, I’ll wait for her; but

don’t tell Madame Meyrac I’m here, I

know she’s always busy at this hour.”
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Beyond the parlor was a small exten

sion-room, used by the doctor as office

and library. The door that communi

cated with it standing open, so that Celia

saw it was vacant, she sauntered thither

in an absent mood and sat down by an

eastern window, looking out on the lake;

for Dr. Meyrac’s dwelling was on the

eastern edge of the village, not far from

the Elm Walk. At another time Celia

would have rejoiced in that sunny spring

morning and admired the graceful little

sail-boat that was just leaving the wharf;

But her mind was preoccupied, and the

bright scene was lost upon her. Busi

ness was in her thoughts. She was con

gratulating herself that this was Satur

day, and that she would probaby find her

friend at leisure for a long talk. Me

chanically she picked up and opened a

book from a small table that stood near.

It was that wonderful story of Yane

Eyre, instinct with pathos drawn from

the very depths of sorrow; and she had

opened it at the incident of the wedding

in the dim village church, so nearly

solemnized, by such startling disclosure

interrupted. “ And she married him,

after all,” the girl thought. “ And I re

member I was so much afraid she would

marry that handsome, pious St. John;

and so glad when she found Rochester,

blind and lame, in that gloomy parlor.

Ought she to have kept away from him?

Ought she to have married the mission

ary ?” Her thoughts were in a maze,

and she dipped into the absorbing vol

ume, reading page after page, till she

was interrupted by voices in the adjoin

ing room. It was Madame Meyrac and

some one who had entered with her, un

noticed by Celia in her abstraction. A

voice said :

“ It would be a great accommodation,

madame, if you could give me up Betty

for Monday. I have friends coming

from Mount Sharon on Wednesday, and

I must absolutely get through house

cleaning before they come.”

How that harsh, sharp voice grated

on Celia’s earl Well she.knew who

was the speaker! She could not make

up her mind to encounter her just then ;

and so, unwilling to become privy to

 

a conversation not intended for her ear,

she stepped lightly across the library,

intending to go up to Ellinor’s room.

But the door that opened on the passage

was locked outside; so that she was

fain to remain a prisoner. “It can only

be for a few moments,” she thought as

she reseated herself; “ and it is a mere

matter of every-day business.”

“I much grieve, Madame Volfgang,”

was what she heard next. “Ah, if the

voman Carson might aid me Tuesday,

or, vell, Vendesday, very good. But

no, she has said me she is retained for

these days there by Madame Hartland.”

“I don’t think sister I-lartland cares

about having her house cleaned this

week. I could speak to her about it.

She has something else to think of—

something not very pleasant.”

“Is monsieur ill? He has not sent

to seek my husband.”

“ My brother is not ill, but in great

trouble.”

“I am much afflicted to hear it.”

“ Mrs. Hartland’s sister made a pretty

mess of it when she married Frederick

Pembroke.”

“A praty mase! Vat is happen?

He is dead, there are ten, eleven years—

is he not?”

“ When Eliza married him he had

another wife living in England.”

“ My God! vat you tell me ?”

“ It was no marriage at all. She was

no more his wife than you or I.”

“Ah, vat unhappy ting! And that

charmante Célie! Poor litel mignonne!

She is not—she is one—”

“A bastard, of course. and not en

titled to a cent of her father’s property.”

“ Is it that the first vife lives still?”

“No: she died three years before

her husband; but that’s of no conse

quence.”

"Your law says it so? Ve have

much better in our Code Civile. If dc

second vife know noting and marry all

of good faith, then if de first vife come

to die, de children of de oder can have

de goods—vat you call propertay.”

’‘It’s just as likely as not that Mrs.

Pembroke knew it all the time. Of

course she kept the secret. She was
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dying to have him before he married her.

Everybody could see that.”

“ But if de poor soul did truly not

know anyting ?”

“ Whose fault was that? It was her

business to find out whether he was

married or not before she took him; but

she didn’t care if she was his kept mis

tress. It served her just right.”

Celia choked down her sobs, pride

coming to her aid. She was terribly

afraid now of being detected. The next

words she heard were:

“ You are one very hard voman.”

“ Hard ! I see no hardship in it.

That mawkish fop of a Pembroke was a

felon, yet he wasn’t sent to hard labor

in the penitentiary—the more’s the pity:

you won’t deny thaO. the higamist de

served it. Well, thr. daughter will suffer

for it, that’s one comfort.”

“ Madame Volfgang—”

“ Mr. Cranstoun told me that just such

a case as hers had lately been decided—

I forget in what county of this State—

and not a penny were the bastards al

lowed to inherit. The saucy minx is a

beggar.”

“I vill not hear—”

“There’s no need for my brother to

trouble himself about John Mowbray

now. The Mowbrays stand on their

dignity, and don’t marry beggars. Ellen

Tyler always was a prettier girl than that

whey-face, and now she’s a far better

match. Her mother was an honest mar

ried woman, and the old miller can spare

a son-in-law three or four thousand hard

dollars if he likes him. The Pembroke

girl hasn’t a ghost of a chance.”

“ Madame Volfgang !”

Such a menace was there in the tone

that Celia, beaten down as her very soul

had been by that malignant outburst of

abuse, started to her feet, expecting a

blow to follow the words. She need not

have feared.

“ Madame Volfgangl I have de honor

to remind you dat Mademoiselle Célie is

my vary excellent friend. I did tell you

I vould not hear, but you speak, speak,

ever more. Jean is digging in my gar

den at dis moment—it is a moch strong

young man, is Jean—a.nd what I say to

 

him, he do it. It vill make talk de

world to turn some lady out of my house.

But what to do? If you say only one

litel vord more, I vill make seek Jean,

and he shall have you in his arms, and

I vill make him descend the front steps

and set you down outside de litel door

of de garden, in de street: den I shall

say you, ’ Good-morning, madame !’ ”

What a world is this ! — tragedy one

moment, comedy the next. The hot

tears were already dry on Celia’s cheeks :

she saw, in imagination, the stout young

Frenchman picking up, at his mistress’

bidding, Mrs. Wolfgang’s solid weight

ofa hundred and sixty or seventy pounds.

But his prowess was not called into re

quisition. The lady shook with rage,

but she moved quickly to the door with

out a word. Celia saw Madame Meyrac

sweep out after her with an air that

would have graced the stage, and heard

her say, as Mrs. Wolfgang stepped out

on the gravel walk: “ Ah, madame

shows herself sage at de last. Dat is

much better, for vy should one make

talk the world ?” Then Celia heard her

muttering to herself, as she passed up

stairs to her domestic duties: “Dieu

mercie, elle s’est en allé a la fin, cette

diablesse- Ia !” ‘

CHAPTER XXVII.

A GLIMPSE INTO A LIFE.

“ Work—work—work,

Till the brain begins to swim ;

\Vork—work--work,

Til] the eyes are heavy and dim l”

Hoop.

CELIA ascended to her friend’s cham

ber, and ten minutes afterward Ellinor

entered. She went up to Celia without

a word, kissed her tenderly, and then,

the tears rising to her eyes, passed her

hand caressingly over the auburn tresses.

“ Ah ! you know all ?” said Celia.

“ My darling, yes—from Betty Carson

this morning.”

“All the world knows my disgrace

already!” Was the poor girl’s bitter

thought.

. “ Thank God, she’s gone at last, that she-devil l”
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Ellinor added :

“That odious Mrs. Wolfgang had

been trying to poison the poor creature’s

mind against you: but Betty — brave

soul ! — is a champion of yours. She

washed for your family, it seems, when

you were a mere child, and your father

and mother seem to have been objects

of her veneration.”

“ Dear, good Betty !” —her eyes fill

ing with tears.

“ She told me what an angel of good

ness your father had been to her when

her children were sick and her husband

raving with delirium tremens.”

“ Ah, if others could feel so about

him !”

“ Your father’s misconduct is the

worst blow. Is it not, little pet?”

“I can’t bear to think of it, Ellie !”

shuddering as she said it.

“Do you doubt that he repented of

his misdeed !”

“No, indeed, no,” eagerly. “ As I

remember dear papa, sad, depressed, like

one bearing a secret grief, his life with

mamma must have been one long

repentance.”

“Yet you mourn as without hope.

Do you remember the words of One

-who needed no forgiveness himself,

touching the joy in heaven over one sin

ner that repenteth ? Joy, Celia—joy be

cause of the repentance, not sorrow be

cause of the sin. How often I have

thought of that !”

“ Papa was a good man, Ellie: I

wish you had known him.”

Ellinor took down a small volume

from a book-shelf. “I like ’Vivien,”’

she said, as she turned the leaves over,

“ less than any other of the Id)/ls, yet

it has some of the finest lines Tennyson

ever wrote'. Here, for example:

’ The sin that practice burns into the blood,

And not the one dark hour which brings remorse.

Wi.l brand us, after, of whose fold we be.’ ”

“ Dear Ellie! No one like you to come

to, when one is miserable and needs to

be comforted ! You are merciful.”

“ Am I ?” — a sudden, solemn look

shadowing her face—“ am I ? Thank

God ! The merciful, we are told, shall

obtain mercy.”

The two girls sat silent for a minute

or two: then Celia took one of Ellinor’s

hands in both hers, and the expressive

features, as she looked up to them,

brightened again. “I came to talk to

you about business, Ellie dear, but I

have almost lost heart. That Mrs.

Wolfgang was here this morning, and I

heard—l could not help hearing — oh

such terrible things! The full sense of

my position never came home to me be

fore. Nanie, fortune, good repute, all

lost ! Everything, everything gone !”

“ Everything? There are these little

dimpled hands left—” kissing one of

them—“ and they have not forgotten

their cunning. The eyes are somewhat

dimmed, I admit, but they can still read

Liszt’s music at a glance, and win hearts

besides, provided they are worth the

winning. I hear the very voice that

charmed us all—and Mr. Creighton es

pecially—in Schuhert’s ’Ave Maria,’

the other night. These golden curls are

the same I used to admire, and this little

brain beneath them has just as much

French and German and history and

logic and literature, and just as many

kind thoughts and generous sentiments,

stowed away in its delicate cells, as there

were there a week ago.” The look from

those brilliant eyes spoke deep affection

more strongly even than the words as

Ellinor proceeded: “ Everything gone!

Why every bit of my own precious Celia,

who stole my heart in spite of all I could

do to keep it, is here still. That money,

if it be gone, was no part of her. As

little any name the law may assign her.

Like juliet’s rose, she is just as sweet

under one as another. Young girls will

change their names, you know, and do

their dearest friends think the less of

them for that?”

“I am so glad you don’t despise me.”

“ Naughty child! What sort of love is

it you give me credit for? A weed, that

has root among dollars and titles, and

withers when these are plucked up? Do

you take me for one of those who mis

take money or a name for the chief part

of that tnoblest work of God’ that Pope

talks about? You are unmerciful. Come,

Celia, I’m not so bad as that: tell me
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what business it was you had almost lost

heart to talk to me about.”

Celia disclosed her plans. At first

Ellinor listened eagerly, well pleased

it seemed. Then, as if some painful

thought had swept over her, her face

saddened and her manner betrayed ner

vous excitement.

“It does not suit you, dear: never

mind,” said Celia, struggling bravely to

conceal sad disappointment. ’

Ellinor’s quick apprehension detected

the feeling instantly. “ Dear, good

’Celia!” she said after a moment’s pause,

“it is cruel to say a word to you of my

misfortunes when you are overtasked by

your own. But between the closest

friends there should be the most scrupu

lous good faith in matters of business.”

Then she hesitated, adding, at last:

“ Did you ever notice anything peculiar

about my eyes ?”

“ Never—” bewildered by the sudden

question—“never, except that I think

they are love-eyes, that I should have

lost my heart to if I had been a man.”

“They told you the truth, at all

events,” faintly smiling, “yet they are

not trustworthy eyes, for all that.”

“ Good Heavens! It can’t be, Elli

nor—” and Celia turned deadly pale.

“ You have guessed it. If I were to

accept your offer, you might have a blind

partner on your hands one of these

days.”

When Cranstoun came out with that

terrible announcement: “Your father

had a wife living in England,” it was

scarcely a greater blow to Celia than

this. She gazed at her friend, unable

at first to utter a single word. Then

she fell on her neck, sobbing, “Ellie,

Ellie!”

Miss Ethelridge had spoken quite

calmly, but under this uncontrollable

burst of sympathy her equanimity also

gave way.

Celia was the first who broke silence:

“Don’t cry, darling. I’ll try to be as

brave as you. But your eyes—y0u see

me, Ellie ?” -

“ Yes, little pet, quite well.”

“ Your eyes are weak, that is all?”

“ Come on this sofa, beside me ;” and

 

she put one arm round her and took a

hand in hers. “I said you may have

a blind partner. Till darkness comes

there is hope. God may spare me this,

but I do not think it is His will.”

“ Is it only a presentiment, Ellie ?”

“No. I must tell you a little bit out

of a sad, sad story. I hope I was not

bad—though‘l sometimes think I was—

but I never intended to be, or I would

not have let you love me, Celia. I was

in cruel hands—cruel and powerful

hands”— Celia felt her shudder con

vulsively— “ and at times I scarcely

knew what I did or what I ought to do.

I promised to tell you all about it some

day, and I will, but not now. I left my

friends—what the world called so, I

mean. I dare say they considered me

dishonored; and they would probably

disown me if I showed my face among

them again, which I never will—God be

my witness !—never will. I’m afraid I

thought of doing a very wrong thing, for

when one is forsaken by all the world,

there’s such a temptation to slip out of

it. But when all the world forsook me,

God sent—” she hesitated. “I think

there are those on this earth who will be

angels in the next world ; and some of

them act an angel’s part here. Such an

one—God bless him ! as He surely

will—saved me from myself, and found

for me such home as was within his

power. I accepted life from him: I

could not accept money. To preserve

the life he rescued, I had to win my

daily bread. I am usually considered a

skillful needlewoman, but others had to

make profit of my labor. The miserable

pittance they left me—.well, it is the fate

of thousands: I was not worse off than

they. You know that fearful ’Song of

the Shirt.’ Celia: I hardly dare read it

now: it terrifies me. I don’t think the

English language was ever wrought into

another such picture: it conjures phan

toms that haunt me still. yet it scarcely

exaggerates what was my lot. The sum

mer’s earliest light often found me bend

ing over my work. Perhaps even such

labor as that would not have seriously

injured my eyes, for they were strong,

had it not been—you mustn’t cry, Celia
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dear: nothing so weakens the eyes as

tears.”

“ But at last ?” was all Celia could

say.

“ At last, when sight had almost

failed, an old gentleman—heL was a Qua

ker and from your country—found me

out. He spoke to me of America, of

green fields and summer skies in a land

where labor was honored and brought

fair reward. Even then, though his

words were like tidings from Paradise,

my pride revolted against pecuniary ob

ligation. Then he spoke to me as one

of Christ’s apostles might have spoken :

’Pride is sinful and goes before destruc

tion: suicide is a crime. In another

month thee will probably be quite blind:

then thee will die a miserable death.

Thee has no right thus to cast life away,

for thee may employ it still to benefit,

maybe to bless, our fellow-creatures.

Thee may be able to repay them a hun

dredfold the trifle I offer thee.’ ”

“ Ah, Ellie, how true that was !”

“I dared not reply to it. I accepted

money enough to pay for a second-class

passage across the Atlantic. In Phila

delphia I remained six months in the

house of a charming old lady, sister of

my benefactor, as governess to her niece.

An eminent oculist restored comparative

strength to my eyes, but warned me

against ever again taxing them severely,

especially' by artificial light, and strongly

recommended country air and exercise.

Mr. Williams—that was the good man’s

name—gave me a letter of introduction

to Mr. Sydenham; and here too, I

think, as in that London garret, I have

been ministered to by angels unawares.”

“ But your eyes, Ellie—they are beau

tiful as they can be. Surely the danger

is past. Do they pain you ?”

“Don’t grieve, dear, but I have no

right to conceal the truth from you.

They have been gradually failing—more,

I think, this year than ever before. I

must use them a good deal, sometimes

by lamplight. But they do not pain me

much.”

“What does Dr. Meyrac say?”

“I-Ie’is a faithful friend and speaks

the truth. What a sigh was that ! Don’t

 

trouble yourself about me, poor child.

You have burden enough. You have

your own affairs—your own way to make.

You may find some one else as a part

ner; or perhaps—who knows, Celia,

whether it may not be all for the best

that I should become blind and give

up school? Somebody must take my

place.”

“Hush, Ellie! I want to talk to you

about something else.”

“ Well, dear ?”

“ Had you ever a sister ?”

“ Never.”

“ Nor a brother?”

“ Nor a brother. I was an only child.”

“ So was I. Would you like to have

a sister, Ellie ?”

Such a look of love l but not a word

in reply; and Celia went on: “I need

a sister; and then—you and Dr. Meyrac

may both be wrong; God may not in

tend that you should suffer this. But if

He does, Ellie—if He does—you will

need a sister, too.” And with that she

threw her arms round her friend’s neck,

and after a time all that she felt and all

that she meant came home to Ellinor—

warm kisses say so much more than

words.

After they had become a little more

calm, Celia spoke again: “I have com

plained for such small cause: I have so

little fortitude in suffering. I am a poor,

weak creature compared with you, Ellie

—little worth your love except because

I love you so; but lhen you have no

other sister; and besides—there is a

secret I must tell you, Ellie.”

“ Well, darling child?”

“Do you believe in magnetism—hu

man magnetism, I mean?”

Ellinor started with an expression al

most of terror, but she controlled her

self, answering calmly, “ Yes, I do be-.

lieve in it.”

“Because—you will scarcely credit

me, Ellie—but when you first came this

morning I had been trembling all over:

that woman’s venomous words had got

hold of me, so that I was scarcely my

self. I think my nerves were shattered:

I could not keep my hands still, and

when you opened the door I could hard
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ly restrain a scream. But when you

came up to me and kissed me, and passed

a hand over my hair, I felt quieter and

able to sit still. Then, afterward, when

you bid me come and sit beside you on

the sofa, and put your arm round me

and took my hand -in yours, it all grad

ually passed away—the fear, the ner

vousness, the restlessness: even that

odious vituperation seemed to drop off

from me like some soiled garment, and

I began to feel stronger, braver, more

hopeful, and then, after a time, almost

like a soothed child that could go to

sleep in your arms. I have often felt

something of the kind before when I was

near you, but never anything like that

dreamy luxury of to-day. I know this

must all seem fanciful to you, ridiculous

perhaps—”

“ Far from it, dear child. It is real.”

“ Then see, Ellie! For my sake we

ought to be sisters and partners, so that

Ican be often with you. I am weak,

and through you I gain strength ; I am

nervous and irritable, and near you I

find solace and peace. Then after a

time, maybe, I may get to be better

worth living with, more like you—brave,

energetic, self-possessed. You’ll never

find a sister you can do so much good

to, Ellie, nor one that will honor and

love you more. Will you have me, dar

ling, just as I am ?”

“Just as you are ?—-— God forgive me,

if I am selfish in this—yes, Celia, just as

you are.”

There are many more estimable and

more meritorious people in this world

than Celia Pembroke; but toward those

she loved there was a witchery about

her that few hearts, save very cold ones,

could resist. It almost silenced Elli

nor’s misgivings, and before evening

partnership articles between the two

orphans were agreed upon.

Before leaving Madame Meyrac’s,

Celia took an opportunity of apologizing

to that lady for having been an unwilling

listener to Mrs. Wolfgang’s tirade, speak

ing in French, as she always did to her.

“ Ah, poor little one!” replied mad

ame, sympathetically, “ you heard it,

then? It afllicts me that you should

have been so cruelly wounded. But

what would you have? That sort of

creature has neither sense nor common

decency. Without these, one becomes

brutal. Dogs will bite and cats scratch.

One can guarantee one’s self only by se

lecting for associates bipeds and quad

rupeds that are too well bred to do

either. For the rest, I owe to you much,

my dear: through you I shall obtain re

lief from ennui and disgust, for I do not

think that madame will trouble me again

very soon.”

TI-IE I-lOUSEKEEPER’S MILLENNIUM.

HE housekeeper’s great want of to

day is servants—not simply good

servants, but in many instances servants

at all. With a constant tide of immi

gration that pours its tens of thousands

of laborers into our country every week,

the cry arises, “ Good help is very diffi

cult to get.”

Hired help is difficult to get—good,

had or indifferent. The complaint does

not prevail in one portion of the country

alone, but in all—new and old, city and

country alike. Wages have increased

from seventy-five to one hundred per

cent. within the last six years, but that

makes the matter no better for the em

ployers. Help is now more difficult to

get than when work was paid for at half

its present price. Girls in the kitchen

now prescribe not only their own work,

but also what their mistresses may not,

or must, do. One girl in a family of but
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six would not wash. her mistress told

me, and her wages were three times the

amount I paid when first I became a

housekeeper. From Iowa, from Michi

gan, from Canada, from New York,

comes the housekeeper’s cry, “I don’t

know what I am going to do for help. I

cannot accomplish all the work, and I

can get almost nobody.”

Reapers and mowers, and rakers and

binders, and loaders and ‘milkers perform

the services of scores of laborers for the

farmer; cheese-factories and butter-fac

tories lessen the labor of his wife; but in

the house of the merchant, the mechanic,

the banker and the miller no machine

bakes and cooks, makes beds, sweeps,

washes or irons.

A year or two ago, Mrs. Stowe, in her

“ Chimney Corner” articles, and the

Evm/hg Post in a series, canvassed this

question. The latter advised the women

of to-day to hoist the “A/’o Drurg'gery”

flag over their houses; and Mrs. Stowe

thought the model American village of

the future would possess a laundry, a

cook-house and a bake-house; at the

first of which clothes would be washed

better and cheaper than is now done

at home with each family using separate

fire, tubs, barrels, boards, boilers, soap,

starch and blueing: at the second, soup

or a roast could be ordered free from

waste and as reasonable as now gotten

up at home; and at the latter, good,

home-like bread or biscuit of varieties

of flour and make could be obtained.

Since that time I have waited impa

tiently for some wealthy philanthropist

to arise who would in some village start

the experiment, but so far in vain. Not

even the most distant speck, less than

the size of a man’s hand, yet appears

upon the horizon.

Communities originated from this very

need of leisure, but they have failed, and

reasonably too; for, in my estimation,

no house can be built large enough for

more than one family.

This lack of servants, this burden of

over-care and over-work which now falls

upon American housewives, is over

throwing our custom of fixed habitations,

and driving us into a species of nomad

 
ism. Thousands of families each year

break up housekeeping and go to board

ing, thus destroying all home feeling, all

the sacred quietude and privacy of a

family, and making of life mere existence,

instead of 1z*:/z0ng in the highest sense of

the word.

The American housewife of the pres

ent day, who does for her family at all

according to the demands of the times,

works harder than the woman of fifty

years ago, who spun and wove all the

cloth used in her family. and had no hired

help throughout the year. unless during

a few weeks‘ time at childbirth. Let us

look through her house. The floors,

nicely sanded, had no carpets to be taken

up once or twice a year, and swept every

day, with severe strain upon the muscles

of the chest, back and arms, and the

raising of clouds of dust to penetrate the

eye, the throat and the delicate structure

of the lungs. The windows had no

finely-worked lace curtains, the doing up

of which was a long and very particular

task. N0 elaborately-upholstered chairs

had to be watched for moths, for com

mon Windsor or painted rush-bottomed

ones, that a damp cloth would effectually

clean, were the only use.

In many families the work of the table

was little or nothing. A huge platter in

the centre, with the meat ready cut in

mouthfuls, or a pan of hasty pudding

and milk into which all alike dipped,

constituted the food and furniture.

Girls ran about in pressed flannel

dresses, neck collarless, hands and feet

alike destitute of covering, but one or

two under-garments on, and but one of

those white. The boys and their fath

ers alike knew nothing of starched shirt

bosoms, or of wristbands and collars

that must be ironed faultlessly or again

thrown into the wash.

No gas-fixtures to be cared for, or

multitude of lamps each day to be trim

med, added to the work, but in their

stead stood a tall iron candlestick to

hold the solitary evening light, and

which soap and water would quickly

cleanse. The family did not require

their separate washstands, with ewer,

basin, towels and slop-jar complete. An
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iron skillet in the wood-house or outside

the door, with one homespun towel a

week, was deemed good enough for the

whole family, from the aged grandsire

down to the two-year old baby.

How is it now? Let évery man look

into his own house and answer. Carpet

and curtains, white paint, upholstery,

light chamber furniture, with bathing

facilities and needed paraphernalia, all

complete; servers, ice-pitchers, silver

knives and forks, cake-baskets, shining

glassware, cups, saucers, soup-’plates, din

ner-plates, breakfast-plates, tea-plates, a

salt-cellar by each plate, a polished cas

tor, fruit and table napkins, and the

thousand and one other present m:cessi

ties, will rise to mind unbidden.

Skirts, hose, drawers, collars, cuffs,

handkerchiefs, laces—all flounced and

tucked and embroidered—go into the

wash each week for the daughters of the

house; nor are the husband and sons

one whit behind. The old-fashioned

bandana handkerchief, which did duty

for a week, has been left far behind, and

in its place have come fresh white linen

ones each day, or those with daintily

worked crest or border, that must be

so watchfully scalded without boiling.

Nicely-ironed shirts, with every plait

carefully loosened, are donned from

three times a week to every day, with

collars, cuffs and night-shirt in addition.

Dainty white cravats, starched and fold

ed with due precision, white vests, linen

coats and pants, with frequent change

of hose, are deemed impossible to be

done without.

Then the sewing that brought these

garments into being has required tenfold

the amount of time spent on clothing at

the period above referred to.

Look at the work for the table alone

the dainties, the combinations and the

variety demanded by the customs of

society and the tastes of the individual.

Not even in the poorest family can

now be found the one large pan of pud

ding and milk, or single plate of pork

and potatoes. No matter how humble

the fare, each one has his own plate,

knife. fork and cup.

All this variety of work is the imme

 

diate care of the wife and mother in the

family, and much of it is the product of

her hands. Do you wonder she sighs

for relief? Do you wonder she breaks

and grows old and haggard before her

time? Do you wonder she boards, and

advises her young married daughter to

do so too?

American girls of the poorer class

years ago left housework, with its multi

tudinous variety of cares and unending

toil, for factories with their one kind of

work and limited hours. Then Irish

girls, ignorant and untrained as they

were, were looked upon as a godsend,

and housekeepers willingly taught them

to cook and bake and iron, passed lightly

over their mistakes, and with unwearied

patience pointed out not only the greater

but the lesser duties of the polished

home.

Irish girls were strong, and no amount

of daily toil tried them. But look at the

change a few years has wrought! They,

too, are leaving housework, as their

American predecessors did, and sharply

up comes the cry of broken health, over

work, too much to do; and they are

going into the trades.

Whence is to come our relief? The

Western coast cries Chinese—and doubt

less the time will come when we shall

have relief from that source—but just

now they are too far off and too uncer

tain. Even should they settle in the

country permanently, they would soon

rise into means above servitude. The

constitution, size and customs of our

country all ensure the commonest laborer

an independence if he but seeks it. Ser

vice for another is the means, not the

end.

We are not England, with a class

trained from father to son, from mother

to daughter, to look at service as its

highest aim: we cannot in one house

find that there the daughters, the mother

and the grandmother have all served.

I see but one hope in the future, and

that is, to find out the law through which

our wills affect inanimate objects, and

by which we are in a measure recipro

cally affected by them.

Since so-called Spiritualism has arisen,
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we have all heard of tables that walk,

chairs and doors that mysteriously knock,

dishes that raise themselves in the air,

and untouched remove to some other

point; of musical instruments that play

unfingered, of glass over which the laws

of attraction and cohesion seem sud

denly to lose power, and of many other

phenomena as yet unexplained by any

known law. They are simply myste

rious; and as what is unexplainable and

undefinable has always been regarded

with awe, and because misunderstood

usually misrepresented, many persons

have settled themselves upon the belief

that these phenomena are caused by the

returned spirits of the dead.

It is not in the province of this article

to point out the simply human conditions

invariably requisite to their production,

as well as their positive accord with the

belief or conditions of one or more living

persons present—their fallacies, puerili

ties and contradictions, all of which

could be accounted for did we give the

agency of human beings yet in this

world alone credit for their manifesta

tions: these and many other objections

to the departed-spirit theory have al

ready been made,

 
Nearly twenty years have gone by

since the modern phase of these phe

nomena has become common, and now,

to crown all,-comes Planchette, which

like the others, following no known sci

entific law in its workings, wanders

about in answer to the will that charges it.

Good men and great men alike have

been obliged to own their ignorance of

the power which makes inanimate ob

jects move in obedience to the will of

man. The law by which they are gov

erned being unknown, their' movements

are erratic and accidental; but in them

I see a glimmering of the housekeeper’s

millennium. Let us once learn the law and

its regular mode of action, and we need

care not a fig for human servants.‘ Our

bread shall be baked, our steak cooked,

our clothes washed, and our household

affairs glide smoothly on by the action

of our wills on these inanimate objects,

which, by the advancing march of civil

ization, have become no longer luxuries,

but necessities. The sanctity and pri

vacy of home will once more be restored,

leisure for social intercourse and educa

tion will be found, and our millennium

take place.

A HOUSEKEEPER.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF ABSURDITY.

OBODY had a better appreciation

of the philosophy of absurdity

than Charles Lamb. There is nothing

more in character than his singular trick

of passing off fictitious lives of Munden

and Liston on the public as true bits of

biography. Some people have never'

been able to find out the humor of this

imposition; and they are equally at a

loss to understand what he meant by

writing letters to distant friends full of

news of how well-known acquaintances,

commonly understood to be methodical

and settled, had lately come out on the

Stage in high comedy. But Lamb’s was

VOL. IV.—6

 
a rare genius, and his humor the most

delicate in the world. It was his way

of playing a practical joke. He cer

tainly did not esteem it an exhibition of

low wit, any more than he thought pun

ning an eighth capital sin. He would

have defended a practical joke or an ab

surd answer just as he defended his bad

puns, by declaring that the worst were

the best. Indeed, in his practice he was

always upholding such things. “ You

come very late in the mornings,” goes

the old story of the officer in the India

House to him. “ Yes, but then, you

know,” he answers, “I go away very
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early in the afternoons.” In this reply

the ridiculous is the paramount feature,

and is easily to be accounted for on the

most philosophical grounds.

Leigh Hunt also could say something

in the same tone sometimes. Words

worth, all pompousness and dignity,

came to see him once in prison. After

a while he asked, “ Will you have some

thing to eat, Mr. Wordsworth ?” A cart

passes in front of them. “Anything that

is going forward,” replies the author of

the E.n'ursion, with a dignified wave of

his hand. “Vl/ill you take a piece of the

cart ?”

An absurd rejoinder is nothing more

than a practical joke in words. The

virtue of both, like that of any other

description of wit, lies in their power to

create surprise and unexpected laughter.

Sheridan was fond of all kinds of practi

cal jokes. Who has not heard of his

planting quantities of crockery in a dark

corridor, leaving a secret passage for

himself, and then inducing his poor

friend to make chase until he fell into

the trap and was bruised from head to

foot? Who has not heard of his con

trivance to pay the fare of a cab he had

used all day ?—how he inveigled a well

known disputant to get in with him,

engaged him in a violent argument,

declared he would not listen to his

monstrous language, got out in an appa

rent passion, and left the unsuspecting

gentleman to settle the account with the

cabman ? This is no better than a simi

lar performance of Theodore Hook’s.

Hook, the most careless of mortals, has

a cab all the afternoon in the country,

but night coming on and having no

money, he bethinks himself of a method

to pay the hire. His talent, in such

business never failing, suggests the most

peculiar means imaginable. By his order

he is driven to the door of a famous

physician. He alights and rings the

bell furiously. Upon being let in he

hears that the doctor is at dinner, and

immediately makes his way, with a hor

rified look, to the dining-room. He tells

the amazed practitioner that there is no

time for words—that all will be lost if

Lady Blackace is not immediately at

 

tended; and without further ado forces

the physician, almost in deshabille and

positively hatless, to the cab, plunges

him violently in, and directs the driver

to take him to a certain residence imme

diately; of course all is found out in

fifteen minutes afterward, and the phy

sician pays the bill, vowing vengeance,

and saying now and then, with an invol

untary laugh, “ But it was confoundedly

well done !”

Hook spent all his life making songs

and concocting practical jokes. Charles

Matthews, the actor and mimic, was his

assistant in his freaks, and admirably

they carried them out together. In the

memoirs of the former by Barham, in his

own work of Gilbert Gurney, and in the

memoirs of the latter by Mrs. Matthews,

will be found some narratives vastly

amusing, and, in many cases, it must be

confessed, incredible.

Hook had a French prototype who

has not been dead many months. This

strange creature had a most singular

fancy for the absurd from boyhood to

even—as an anecdote of him proves—

beyond the grave. He spent all his

leisure in his strange and fascinating

amusement. He would call at certain

houses, manage to be let in, and when

the person in charge came to find out

his business, he would astonish him by

speaking unknown languages and acting

in such a whimsical manner that very

often he was put out as a madman. He

frequently stopped passengers in the

streets, and affected to be deaf and

dumb and unable to find his way. One

night he appeared to be searching for

something in front of a large store on

one of the boulevards. A crowd col

lected of course, and the shopman came

out and asked what he was looking for.

“I am looking for a purse containing a

thousand francs, and will give half to the

person who finds it for me.” This re

port being spread about, the street be

came crowded. All was eagerness and

excitement. Presently the shopman,

with the appearance of a man of fore

thought and cunning, drew our friend

apart and said, “I think I see a way to

our mutual gain. In what spot do you
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think you lost your purse of a thousand

francs?” “ Oh !” answered the other,

“I did not lose any purse at all. I was

only looking for one!” And with this

he ran off as fast as he could.

Monsieur was very fond of writing

ridiculous letters. Of course he could

only imagine their effect, but that was

quite enough for him. For instance:

he wrote to the Bishop of N , a

very holy and studious man, in the

name of a celebrated English prize

fighter, proposing an international match

for five thousand francs a side, and stat

ing that several well-known gentlemen

who were mentioned) had been in

uced to take the matter in hand and

were eagerly awaiting his reply. This

letter had the London postmark and all

the appearances of being in good faith ;

and its effect upon the very quiet and

harmless person to whom it was ad

dressed may be easily conjectured.

Other strange epistles were sent about

almost every week—one to a distin

guished Minister, as coming from a

Spanish sailor, offering for sale a fierce

and extraordinary species of the ourang

outang; another to a certain grave pro

fessor of philosophy and mathematics,

under the signature of Mr. Benjamin

Webster, manager of a London theatre,

containing a proposition that the learned

recipient should perform a comic part in

the original Greek, in Plautus’ JIav/ec

mus, at a consideration of twenty pounds

per night; another to the celebrated Dr.

Pusey, stating that the writer was a

murderer by profession, but having been

driven from Italy by force of circum

stances, he had come to Paris in the

hope of finding employment; and hav

ing understood that Doctor P. was a

liberal man, he would plainly and re

spectfully state that he was ready to do

any private business in his li.ne upon

easy terms. He begged to mention,

however, that he would engage in noth

ing where any other parties were em

ployed who were unknown to himself.

These letters, and hundreds of others

of the same ludicrous character, were

gotten up in such a manner, and with so

many marks of genuineness, that, as has

 

 

been discovered, they were nearly always

received in good faith. The wonder

ment and alarm they occasioned must

have been thoroughly laughable.

This Parisian Theodore I—look died

nearly a year since. One of his last

acts was to set free a macaw he had

been training for years. It could say

only one sentence: “I am very well—

how are you?” I-lis theory was, that it

would fly to the woods and one day it

would be shot. When it had fallen to

the ground the sportsman would prob

ably go to pick it up,‘and it would have

just sufficient life to gasp out, all bleed

ing and wretched, “I am very well—

how are you ?” The sportsman would be

rather amazed, to say the least. Mon

sieur was the gentleman who is de

scribed as having secretly ordered pyro

technic candles for his funeral, which

went off, to the consternation of every

body, at the exact moment when the

priest was reciting the burial service.

This was a practical joke indeed, and

well worthy of a man who had such an

excellent idea of the philosophical beau

ties of absurdity.

Americans are as fond of practical

jokes as the French or English. There

is an amusing story, never printed, of a

gentleman in one of the large cities

wagering with a very unsuspecting and

guileless person that he would be able

to successfully compete with him in a

foot-race. The one who made the pro

position, being very stout and apparently

not active, the other eagerly agreed to

the terms; and upon a very warm Sun

day afternoon, when the streets were full

of people, the event came olT. The fat

gentleman kept ahead for a moment and

then fell back: the other sped past him

like the wind: instantly one or two

lookers-on, who were in the secret, set

up the cry of “Stop thief!” and ran

after the fleeting gull with all the signs

of men in eager pursuit of stolen proper

ty. The alarm was instantly taken in

every quarter, and hundreds joined in

the chase. The pursued, hearing the

shouts and afraid of losing time by turn

ing to see what headway his antagonist

was making, kept steadily on. In the
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end he was brought up by avigorous

knock on the head from a policeman,

and dragged to the station-house. When

the joke came out he did not join in the

laugh at first, but he soon confessed that

it was very cleverly done, and enjoyed it

as much as anybody else.

Washington Irving was fond of lu

dicrous rejoinders. “ Do you sing?”

said he one evening to a gentleman who

had called. “I sometimes join in a

chorus,” replied the other, in an import

ant way. “Then give us a chorus.”

Mr. Madison Morton has put this jest

into one of his many farces. On another

occasion some person asked, “ Do you

know Hebrew, Mr. Irving?” “ Yes,”

he answered with the utmost gravity,

“ but I can’t speak it a great deal better

than I can speak it.”.

Who will believe this of one of New

England’s poets? It is related by Cib

ber of Joe Haines, the famous vagabond

and droll in the days of King Charles

the Second; but somebody else tells it

of Percival, who, it must be admitted,

had a nature so foreign to such impos

ture that, as far as he is concerned, the

story is doubtful. One day he was ar

rested in the street for debt. Espying

an acquaintance, in the person ofa cler

gyman, approaching in a carriage, he

said to the bailiff, who was named Flah

erty, “ My friend, here comes my cousin,

Dr. S. I will speak to him and be re

lieved of this disagreeable business.”

. at once.

 

He signaled Dr. S., and went up to his

vehicle. “ Doctor,” said he, in a tone

of confidence and gravity, “I have a

poor friend here who thinks of joining

church. Of course 1 could not under

take his conversion, so I was just on my

way to your house to place him in your

hands. \/Vhat say you?” Dr. S. was

delighted. He insisted that the man

should go home with him in his carriage

The poet beckoned to the fel

low, and in a whisper instructed him to

join the clergyman in the coach and the

debt would be paid. Flaherty obeyed,

and the doctor drove off with him.

What the de’mzfiment was may be readily

conceived. Some will say that Percival

could not have been guilty of such a

trick, and that his mode of thought was

totally foreign to anything fanciful or

facetious. But the same might be said

of Shelley, who, nevertheless, engaged

with the most intense delight in whim

sical freaks, as may be seen in Hogfs

Lz.'/’z, vol. i.

Many profound characters will very

probably laugh at the title of this paper,

and sneer at the anecdotes which illus

trate its signification. But we use to

them the language of Thackeray, who,

on being told, frankly and candidly, by

a certain remarkably intellectual lady

that she did not like his book, answered,

with the same engaging frankness and

candor, “Well, ma’am, I don’t care.”

WALTER EDGAR I\rICCAl\’N.

PRINCESS AND PAGE.

PRING in France is sunny and fair,

Spring’s sweet odors enchant the air.

Into the Louvre’s casement wide

Poureth the sunshiue’s golden tide.

Princess Marguerite standeth there,

Jeweled daisies amid her hair.

I
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She glances down and whispers low,

“ Who is the page that waits below?”

“ Yon handsome youth with joyous air,

\/Vith broad white brow and shining hair.”

The page looks up—his eager glance

Rests on the fairest face in France.

Glance answers glance with meaning sweet:

Fair page—fair Princess Marguerite.

II.

'The summer’s scented zephyrs glide

Into the Louvre’s casement wide.

Summer sunshine in golden sheen

Glimmers around Queen Catharine.

“ What handsome page,” she mutters low,

“Is he that waiteth now below?

“ The velvet cap that crowns his curls

Is clasped with a daisy wrought of pearls.

“ Last night he sang an old song sweet,

’Si douce, si douce, est la Marguerite.’

“I hear and heed; so have a care,

My handsome page—my daughter fair.”

III.

The autumn winds chant wild refrain

Above the dark and sullen Seine.

A pallid moon with spectral light

Changes to ghostly day the night.

Over the river’s bosom spread,

Widens a stain of fearful red:

Out of the depths there rises now

A pale dead face with cloven brow,

And tangled ’mid the blood-stained curls

There gleams a daisy wroughtof pearls.

LUCY H. Hooren.
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ONLY NO LOVE.

FROM THE GERMAN. BY MRS. A. L. WISTER.

THE LOVERS.

LET us leave Annette to forget in the

sound sleep of youth and health

all the anxieties of her first day at the

parsonage, and raise the curtain upon

another scene.

We have before described the family

aunt. Now, not only do such excellent

creatures exist in many large old families,

but in the great national circle there is

very apt to be some one province occu

pying just such a retired position—full,

nevertheless, of the consciousness of

its own importance, and looking down

rather peevishly upon its contemporaries,

who outstrip it, in the eyes of the world,

in the march of improvement.

Thus the province which is the scene

of our story might well be called the

family aunt of Germany, for the charac

ter ofits inhabitants bore the same stamp

of respectability and piety, the same ob

stinacy, the same inclination to preserve

its grandmother’s brocades and its grand

father’s perukes, to collect and venerate

the perishable glories of ancient times,

the same self-glorifying consciousness of

money-bags and title-deeds, and, lastly, -

the same firm conviction that nothing

modern is worth much: in all things,

you see, perfectly resembling the family

aunt, even to the possession of a quiet

nook in the land looking out upon the

Gothic church steeple where the clock

strikes both the hours and the quarters.

But all these features of family aunt

ship pale before the influence of the

nineteenth century, and would fade en

tirely, were it not that they retain a strong

hold in various old fortresses and cas

tles, where they reign supreme. In

these the gates can be barred, the draw

bridge raised, the portcullis lowered,

and a stout rag of our grandmother’s

brocade flout above the battlements—a

glorious ensign for all travelers who long

to exchange the world of to-day for the

 

poetry of ivied turrets, moss-grown walls

and all the romance of the past.

Just such a castle we now turn to

built like the solid rock, with battlements

and turrets, drawbridge, portcullis and

all. From behind a thicket of laurels

and hemlocks, towering above their top

most branches, it commands a wide ex

panse of country—the range of mountains

where stands Castle Massenbach. and

the rich meadow watered by the stream

along whose banks we have seen An

nette wandering, and which empties its

waters into the river which bounds the

horizon. The old fortress was mainly

distinguished for this charming view;

nor does the gentleman in a green hunt

ing-coat, who is now riding along a

bridle-path on his way to the castle,

find aught else worthy his attention,

either in the narrow, dark gateway or in

the confined courtyard, whence a wind

ing staircase leads to the upper story of

a round tower—dating, according to tra

dition, from the time of the Romans

which had been converted into a belve

dere. Just as little is he interested to

observe, as he enters unannounced, the

contrast between the ruinous and some

what weather-beaten walls without and.

the exceeding elegance of the appoint

ments within. A multitude of unneces

sary luxuries, invented by the fancy and

caprice of leisure and taste, meet his

eye on every hand in these odd little

tapestried rooms, increasing in profusion

as he approaches and finally enters the

boudoir of the castellane, who lays aside

the book she is reading upon the read

ing-desk in front of her couch, and ad

vances to meet him with a friendly “ Ah,

Salentin !” He kisses her hand, and

takes a seat in an arm-chair at the win

dow, whence he looks forth upon the

finest prospect that the castle commands.

“I cannot ascend your Elfenburg,

Adrienne,” said he, after a pause, “ with
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out being filled with melancholy. Some

thing is wanting in my life. I am full

of undefined longing. I have experienced

this sensation at times from my earliest

youth, and it is always called up by any

thing, like your castle here, reminding

me of the past. This prospect does not

cure me: it is too sadly fair.”

Adrienne, with an air of suppressed

irritation, threw back her head—which,

let us remark by the way, was a remark

ably pretty one, and well deserved to be

carried proudly—and resting it upon her

arm, which lay upon the cushions of the

couch, replied:

“ You are quite right. I, too, often

experience the sensation which you de

scribe, without being able to discover

whence it arises.”

“In your case it is undoubtedly the

effect of loneliness, the result of your

separation from all your accustomed

occupations and enjoyments, which you

have so kindly relinquished for my sake,

Adrienne.”

“ That, Salentin,” said the lady, “ is a

most manly, or rather mannish, speech.

-The same sensation, then, which argues

deep feeling in a man, is the result in a

woman of ungratified vanity. You know

I detest the excitement to which you

allude: indeed it is none to me, but in

sufferably wearisome,” she hastily added.

“ Don’t be angry, my dear Adrienne,”

rejoined Count Guolfing, smiling; con

tinuing in a tone of rather patronizing

superiority as he kissed her brow:

“ You think you can easily forget all

your former life, its interests and em

ployments—that society—its soirées and

its gossip? Good Heavens! how you

deceive yourself! They are worth every

thing to you: they are necessary to your

happiness, inseparable from it; not in

deed for their own sake—not as they are

the life of every superficial coquette who

must dance and flatter and be flattered.

No: that would be too preposterous.

And not for the sake of the more culti

vated members of those circles—those

characters, distinguishable above the level

of surrounding insipidity, always to be

met with—about whom everything of

talent and intellect in the atmosphere of

 

general society crystallizes, until they

form a society within society where one

may be really amused and entertained

not, I say, because intellectual friction

with these people is necessary for you:

no, not for that reason. But because

society is the pedestal upon which stands

your philosophy of life—th.at charming

theory, always coquetting with itself,

which looks just like you, Adrienne

the same mischief-loving eyes and pure

profile—the same proud bearing, and

full, nevertheless, of such unconscious

maidenly naiveté. Oh this philosophy

is charming in its negligence!—this

youthful sage in long, fair, silken hair!

From its heights of mental grandeur it

looks down in disdain upon the empty

life around it, and hugs its superiority

in being able to despise what so few

women can despise. This is its pride.

But remove it from all this emptiness

and folly, place it in solitude, and

nothing remains in despising which it

may daily be conscious of its own supe

riority. For example: in order to en

joy a quiet evening, you no longer need

to refuse the hundred invitations that

seek to draw into society one of the

most brilliant of its members, but you

will tire of enjoying it without the trouble

by which you purchased it, for this very

trouble nourished your self-conscious

ness—you will be miserable in not being

obliged to contend with others for your

happiness. You are not vain of the ho

mage paid you, of the admiration which

you excite: that you are not so feeds

your self-satisfaction—you know that

therein consists your superiority. But

when you are far from all those who do

you homage, and above whom you know

you stand, upon what can this feeling of

superiority, which has become a charming

habit with you, exist? VVhy the founda

tion is snatched from your excellence

the pedestal from your philosophy.”

“Delightful !” cried Adrienne, laugh

ing, by no means irritated by this tirade,

however unflattering parts of it might

appear. “I can at least always have an

opportunity of thinking myself superior

to these characteristics, which my sharp

sighted husband will be perpetually de
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tecting. But do you know, Salentin,

that parts of what you have just said

sounded marvelously like a declaration

of love? But have no fear,” she con

tinued, as Salentin started and a shade

of evident annoyance flitted across his

countenance: “I am perfectly well

aware, to-day, at least, that I have

nothing of the kind to fear from you.”

There was a pause for a few minutes.

To resume the conversation seemed

rather an embarrassing task for both.

Adrienne broke the silence by asking,

with well-assumed indifference, “Do you

know anything of the pastor of Lodorf,

the village that looks so picturesque in

that blue distance?”

Salentin shot one keen glance at his

betrothed before he replied, which he did

without a shade of embarrassment, and

with an evident desire to display a gen

uine indifference: “ Yes; he is a very

old friend of mine—a man of consider

able learning, and really remarkable force

of character. I see him frequently, and

Friiulein von Keppel, who rents part of

the parsonage, is a distant connexion

of my family. But how did you happen

to hear of the pastor of Lodorf ?”

“ That is my secret.”

Again a pause ensued, which Salentin

employed in watching Adrienne narrowly,

without appearing to do so. She had

never seemed to him so lovely as now,

when, as she sat looking out upon the

charming landscape, the shade of melan

choly deepened upon her face until it

became almost sorrow. At length he

said: “ You have had letters to-day,

Adrienne—one from the Countess von

Trossenheim ?”

“ Yes : how did you know that ?”

“ That is my secret.”

Here a servant announced Baron

Hartung.

“ Admit him immediately,” said Adri

enne ; adding, as the man left the room,

“ You know he is with the Duke at

Massenbach.”

“ Your Peter von Alcantara,” said

Salentin, rising. “I am going.” And

with a sensation of jealousy which he

would not have acknowledged to him

self, he thought, “ She betrays herself;”

 
while Adrienne, with all a woman’s in

stinct divining this jealousy, thought,

“ He betrays himself ;” and all sadness

vanished from her features for the mo

ment.

He kissed her hand and took his

leave, while Adrienne, who was really

anxious to see I-Iartung alone, trusting

to him for some enlightenment with re

gard to Annette, made no effort to detain

him.

We cannot affirm that Count Guolf

ing’s thoughts, as he slowly rode down

the ascent to Elfenburg, were entirely

satisfactory to himself. He was dis

satisfied with the interview with his be

trothed, which had begun so charmingly.

He was annoyed at Adrienne’s want of

confidence in him. That her suspicions

were aroused was beyond a doubt, al

though whether aroused or confirmed by

her friend Christine had not been suf

ficiently well defined, and he hoped he

had taken his revenge by affecting ex

treme indifference in speaking of the

pastor of Lodorf. His evident desire to

appear indifferent must have strengthened

her suspicions : then, again, he was0

vexed at the readiness that she had

shown to allow their lite-d-lile to be in

terrupted by Hartung; and, worse than

all, he feared that he had not possessed

sufficient self-control to conceal his

vexation.

“ She has my note to Hardenstein,

that’s clear,” he soliloquized, “or the

Trossenheim has told her of its contenfs.

Hardenstein tells me that she is spread

ing them far and wide in the city, thor

ough gossip that she is. And—ma foi !

—I respect Adrienne for not reproaching

me with regard to Annette. But how

the deuce could this exchange of letters

have come about?”

He was obliged to confess to himself

that he was by no means indifferent to

the consequences of this exchange of

letters, however unimportant it might

at first have seemed. “ It must not be

allowed to make too deep an impression

upon Adrienne,” he thought. “ In such

a case I should have no support but the

consciousness of rectitude, and it would

not content me.”
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In the mean time, Hartung was with

Adrienne—not indeed for the first time

since he had read her letter. A month

had elapsed since then, and he had seen

her frequently, and yet each time that he

was with her he was strangely agitated.

He was no longer in love with her: that

place in his fancy and his heart which

had formerly been hers was now filled

by another: he loved Annette; that is,

he both loved and hated her. He was

every day passing through terrible strug

gles with himself.

His heart was filled with a passion

for her, for which he could have torn it

out and cast it from him. He deter

mined, with all the force of his reason

and will, not to love her, and yet in her

presence his will melted like snow be

fore the sun in the consuming flame of

his affection for her.

He compared Adrienne with Annette

—Annette as she appeared to him in

moments of intoxicating forgetfulness,

pure and unsoiled by all by which he be

lieved her degraded. How far below her

pure poetic temperament did he rank

Adrienne, with all her brilliancy, her

highly-cultivated intellect and her talents,

all owing their development to the most

careful and studied training!

Heaven-high above all this were the

indescribable grace, the unconscious

magnanimity, the placid simplicity of the

child of Nature. What a contrast there

was between the two women !—the con

trast between brilliant prose and musical,

melancholy poetry. Adrienne was .the

sparkling prose, elaborating and educing

from the depths of the human soul many

a striking but often bitter truth. An

nette was a poem spun of all a poet’s

finest fancies —like the song of the

nightingale, full of soothing, harmonious

melancholy. Nay, he went farther: he

even accused Adrienne of his own faith

lessness toward her: he thought her

now heartless, incapable of self-sacri

fieing devotion, and therefore destitute

of true womanliness. The flash of her

wit was uncanny: she seemed a witch,

an Undine who could become possessed

of a soul only through the love and em

brace of a mortal. There was some

 
thing noisy and imposing about her, and

in her most interesting moments he

thought of what the ancient sage said to

Venus : “ /Vi! sacri es.”

Still, he had loved her, and he was

faithful to his determination to rescue

her from an entanglement into which

she had been so shamefully enticed.

To this end he had been a constant

visitor at Lodorf, that by acquaintance

with Annette he might, if possible, pro

cure certain proof that Count Salentin

Guolfing was treacherously deceiving his

betrothed, and thus convince the latter

of this deceit, if, as he feared, it might

chance that Frau von Trossenheim should

send Salentin’s letter to Hardenstein at

the first glance, without reading it.

But this fear was unfounded. Har

tung was convinced to-day, after the

first few words that he exchanged with

Adrienne, that the treacherous note was

in her possession. She was not only

absent, preoccupied and melancholy;

she also began with a studied caution,

that could not escape Hartung’s penetra

tion, to lead the conversation to the par

sonage at Lodorf and its tenants, and

finally to Annette in particular. Hartung

informed her of his intimacy there, and

could not forbear the triumph of por

traying Annette in the most attractive

colors, so that Adrienne naturally ex

pressed a desire for an opportunity of

seeing her.

“ Nothing can be easier,” he said:

“we will ride to the parsonage some

afternoon, and inquire of the pastor

about the ancient title-deeds of your

estate. He is, you know, an enthusi

astic antiquarian, and knows by heart

every bit of yellow parchment in the

dukedom.”

“Oh no, not that, for Heaven’s sake!”

exclaimed Adrienne. “I have certain

reasons for wishing to remain invisible.”

Hartung promised to arrange every

thing as she desired it, and to come soon

again to undertake the expedition with

her. She pressed his hand gratefully for

his discretion in manifesting no surprise

or curiosity to discover the reasons for

her extraordinary interest in Annette, and

he took his leave.
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ANTECEDENTS.

COUNT SALENTIN GUOLFING was, ap

parently, the very man whom sentimental

young German authoresses of the present

day adopt as their hero. The necessary

requirements for this post are, in the

first place, a tall, imposing figure, dark

curls, a moustache in which no single

hair inclining to red can be detected (oh

no, not for the world: this hair would

be death to his magnificence, as one

thrust from Roland’s spear annihilated

the handsomest and bravest knight), and

a noble Grecian profile, such as we are

all familiar with from Canova’s chisel.

His expression is one of melancholy

enthusiasm; an oath never escapes

his lips, nor has he ever been known

to kick his dog; but while exposed

to every trial that can beset mankind,

from those which shatter the soul

down to a stupid dog or obstinate

horse, he has always preserved the

loftiest magnanimity.

He has fought one duel, in witness

whereof the scar on his white forehead

is most becoming. ln society he always

stands lonely in the deep embrasure of

a window or leans in a state of pen

sive abstraction against the mantelpiece,

where he is always appealed to at the

end of any discussion for his opinion,

which in every case discloses an unfath

omable depth of intellect.

But neither the unfathomable depth

of his intellect, nor the unattainable

loftiness of his imagination, hinders him

from finally falling as desperately and

humiliatingly in love as the most senti

mental poetaster with a lady naturally

possessed of the rarest and heavenliest

attractions. The melancholy and ex

pressive glances of his dark eyes, which

continually rest upon her, inform her of

his passion; but for the sake of these

same glances, that must be introduced

some way, he plays the tyrant for a

while and does not declare himself. She

nibbles at the bait of his incredible ex

cellences for a while, until at last he

throws off the lion’s skin and soothes

the lady like the clown in the Mi¢rum

mar fl/‘/Ighl ’s Dream.

Oh Heavens ! how touching are these

 

weak, trite delineations by women of

the character of a man !—not indeed as

he is or should be, but as the secret

wish, the ever-unfulfilled desire of a wo

man’s heart would create him. Does

it not shame us with the knowledge of

how much in us is and must be con

cealed from woman?

Salentin Guolfing was well qualified,

by a nature possessed of much gentle

ness and intellectual significance, and by

a careful education, to play the principal

part in a modern novel by a German

woman. But he also possessed cha

racteristics utterly disqualifying him for

such a r6le—characteristics wherein lay

his strength and his weakness, which,

if they made him less a creature of ro

mance, made him far more interesting as

a man—part and parcel of the realities

around us, pursuing with us the same

high road of existence.

He was ambitious—very ambitious:

his pride was great, and his intellectual

capacity sufficient to enable him to jus

tify to his own judgment whatever meas

ures pride or ambition induced him to

adopt—to justify them by a sophistry

which would have been dangerous had

his character not been founded upon

thorough honesty of purpose, with great

power of self-control.

Early in life he had entered upon a

diplomatic career: now, having with

drawn from it for a while, he was de

voting himself to study, traversing in his

researches a wide field of observation

and knowledge, while he nourished a

secret intention of attaining to one of

those political eminences in the German

principality to which he belonged, which

ensure the occupant’s omnipotence in

state affairs.

He had had abitter disappointment

in love while he was yet very young, and

he was still, after many years, an ob

stinate satirist of womankind. But dur

ing the last winter in the capital, in the

light of the newly-risen star of Adrienne

von Traunstein, he had undergone a

metamorphosis, and all the world had

wondered, not that Adrienne’s charms

were not thought worthy of his homage:

no, on the contrary, the wonder was
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that the proud Guolfing should do ho

mage to what was so universally ad

mired. Adrienne was, whether envied,

applauded or hated, the centre and queen

of society, besieged by admiration which

she received as queens generally receive

it. Accustomed to such incense from her

cradle. she regarded it almost as a ne

cessity of existence. Perhaps if it had

threatened to desert her, she might not

have scorned employing any innocent

coquetry to make it her own again, al

though she was of course safe from the

evil effects which unaccustomed homage

and flattery so often produce. lndeed,

she had entered upon her twenty-sixth

year without experiencing any impres

sion upon her heart beyond a very fleet

ing inclination shortly after her entrance

into society. Enchanting and enchain

ing all around her, she remained herself

cold and impassive. And was Count

Salentin enchanted and enchained? So

it would seem, and Adrienne herself had

not a doubt upon the subject.

She liked to meet him—thought him

very amiable: yes, she preferred him

above all others, but she had the same

nameless dread of a declaration from him

that she had of every declaration of love.

This dread sometimes caused a con

straint in her manner that did not escape

Salentin. He found her one morning

alone in her boudoir. The conversation

turned upon a marriage lately concluded,

in which every worldly requisition for

happiness was wanting.

“ How can a man be so enamored of

folly! What madness to ruin all his

prospects for the future for the sake of

love !” cried Salentin.

There was something in this exclama

tion that nettled Adrienne: she was de

cidedly annoyed by it, but she answered

immediately : “I agree with you entirely,

Count Guolfing: there is no insanity to

compare with the folly that makes such

a sacrifice to a fleeting sensation—a sen

sation generally produced by artificial

and accidental circumstances—at best of

questionable importance, possessing by

no means the weight in life which en

thusiasts attach to it.”

When one begins in a strain like this

 

of Adrienne’s, there is a miserable deal

to say: there are the fields of prudence,

reason and materialism to be traversed,

all plentifully stocked with arguments.

One is tempted to go still farther and

gird on the weapons of irony and satire,

because, after all, with all this reasoning,

one is never sure of his cause. The case

is argued all the more violently as the

speaker is constantly conscious of a point

within sadly in need of fortification, and

by no means impregnable to the assaults

of the very enemy under denunciation.

Thus it happened that in this téte-d

féle, Adrienne and Salentin so vied with

each other in fierce assaults upon love

that they gradually became excited, and

at last rather angry.

In fact each was piqued that the other

should utter so decided an opinion with

out making a single exception, and so

each stormed away all the more violently

at poor Love, the divine child, in hopes

of irritating the other.

When both had reached a most lofty

point of angry denunciation, Count Sa

lentin Guolfing offered Adrienne von

Traunstein his hand.

“ Let us have no love,” he said, “ but a

marriage contracted in order that we may

accomplish together the loftier and nobler

aims of existence—a marriage founded

upon mutual esteem and the truest sym

pathy of aims. I shall never annoy you

by a declaration of love, nor desire love

from you; but I will do all that lies in

my power to make your life brilliant and

happy—happy as it can be made only

when protected by a husband possessed

of your esteem and confidence. I shall

entreat of you in return to make my

interests your own, and to support me

in the path which I see fit to tread in

order to attain my aims in life, which, by

the way, shall never be mean or un

worthy of you. I know that we shall be

happy: our dispositions have a certain

affinity in their tastes, our minds in their

aims. Each will have need of the otherI

for I do not think that there exists a

stronger bond than communion in exer

tion which shall nobly employ existence.

A community of thought and purpose,

even although the purpose be, like mine,
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egotistical, the fruit of ambition, contains -

in its essence much more of a guarantee

for its continuance than can be found in

a community of sentiment, which may

vanish to—morrow. Decide, then, upon

my future, Adrienne: you can create my

happiness, for I know no other human

being capable of assisting me as you can.

Let us be happy, but not in love, not

childish.”

After several days for deliberation,

Adrienne accepted Count Guolfing’s

hand. She had, in fact, determined im

mediately to do so; for, in the first

place, she believed him possessed of all

those amiable qualities which she re

quired in the man to whom she could

entrust her future; in the second place,

she felt sure that, in spite of his cold

philosophy and even unconsciously to

himself, he really loved her; and lastly,

she was firmly convinced that he must

love her when she belonged to him.

Her vanity precluded all possibility of

a doubt as to that, even although she

had failed as yet to triumph over his

heart.

And could there be a more charming

and flattering position for egotism and

vanity than to be loved by a noble hus

band, before whom lay a splendid future,

and yet never to be conscientiously im

pelled to give anything in return; for

had he not stipulated for no love in the

matter? Besides, Salentin’s proposal,

however strangely cold and indifferent it

might sound, was a tribute to her all the

more valuable from its novelty. He

had'not told her—what she knew al

ready—that she was beautiful or charm

ing, but he had given her credit for in

tellectual capacity to assist him in his

ambitious plans for the future. In im

agination she saw herself the star of an

influential political circle—another De

Longueville or De Stael.

She was now, in accordance with

Salentin’s desire, passing the summer

upon her estate of Elfenburg, which was

in the vicinity of Castle Guolfing. But,

at the end of several months, what

was the result of this engagement, en

tered into with such sublime self-con

ceit——this pattern arrangement of pru

dence and sagacity? Vi’e have seen the

result above. Salentin was desperately

in love with Adrienne, and Adrienne

with Salentin. Neither would be guilty

of the inconsistency of making this con

fession, but would have given worlds to

have extracted it from the other. There

was a narrow inspection, a perpetual

self-tormenting, a jealous oversight going

on, which none but lovers could ever

have survived; and now they stood for

mally opposed to each other, armed to

the teeth. When-Salentin learned from

his friend I-Iardenstein that his letter to

the latter had been opened and read by

Frau von Trossenheim, while he himself

had received the one from Adrienne to

her friend, he knew that the postscript

concerning Annette must provoke a

crisis, and therefore he rejoiced in the

exchange. Adrienne, in the mean time,

wounded as a woman, mortified as a

lady, had recourse in her need to Har

tung to bring on that crisis to which she

also now anxiously looked forward.

ANNETTE.

AFTER a few days’ residence at the

parsonage, Annette became quite accus

tomed to her new home. ’Tis true, the

inmates were still strangers to her, in

especial the pastor, of whom she saw

least. From old Friiulein von Keppel

she now and then received a few words

of kindness and sympathy, which in

spired her with a certain degree of con

fidence, but it was very difficult to please

or even satisfy her, as she expected to

have her advice asked upon every possi

ble occasion, and yet, when asked, the

usual reply was, “ Lord, child ! how can

you ask such a silly question?” or some

thing of the kind to show how weary

she grew of always advising and assist

ing. Then, too, she continually betrayed

her consciousness of Annette’s depend

ent condition, and this consciousness is

never graceful, even in the best of us.

Therefore, Annette was forced to make

friends of her inanimate surroundings—

house, fields and garden, which last she

took under her special protection. She

tended the young flowers, and trained
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the growing peas and beans as if she had

planted them herself, although she knew

well enough, poor child! that the flow

ers plucked with her own hands from

garden and hedge were likely to be the

only ones that would adorn her pathway

through life. The animals, too, about

the place soon recognized her kindly

care: the doves would alight on her

shoulder, and the house dog, a rather

cross old fellow, was her perpetual

attendant. ’

In her labors in the garden she was

usually assisted by the former pastor of

Steinheim. The old man was (Heaven

only knew why) a bitter enemy of Frin

lein von Keppel; and in proportion as

Annette suffered from her old relative’s

caprice, she rose in the strange old

man’s good graces, for she was a living

witness to his mind of the fact that

everything and everybody in the parson

age suffered under the Fri-.iulein’s staid,

despotic rule. So, whenever he was not

inclined to be ill—an inclination that

generally took possession of him in wet

weather—he went with Annette into the

garden—he was an enthusiastic gardener

—and would place his ladder against

some tree or wall near which Annette

was working, and entertain her to the

best of his ability while trimming and

pruning his favorites. Sometimes, how

ever, she was obliged to check his

garrulity, when he began to abuse her

old relative or indulge in too free

discussions.

“ Fraulein Annette,” said he one

afternoon, hobbling up to her upon his

thickly-swathed feet to help her lift the

watering-pot, and casting a particularly

sly glance at her flushed face—“ Frtiulein

Annette, who is your patron saint?”

“I have none,” she replied. “ Surely

I ought to be content with my blessed

patroness, St. Anna.”

“ Oh no, silly child! Never be con

tent with only a patroness: a patron you

must have ; and as I could not sleep last

night, I employed my time in selecting

one for you. I assure you I had a hard

time of it, there is such a host of them,

all gifted with peculiar power and benefi

cence. You see I wanted to find an

 unusually mighty and faithful saint for

you, a very refuge in time of trouble.

Guess whom I have chosen.”

“I cannot tell: I should have to look

through the whole calendar.”

“ Why, the blessed Peter of Alcan

tara,” cried the old man, bursting into a

chuckling fit of laughter.

Annette’s face grew more crimson

than it had been with the exertion of

drawing the water: she seized the water

ing-pot and hastened away, without, in

her confusion, replying a single word.

The secret which she had believed hid

den from all the world had been discov

ered by this mischievous old man, who,

notwithstanding his good humor, was

so fond of teasing her. It was too

mortifying! And was it not humiliating

that, although so few weeks had elapsed

since her first interview with him to

whom the old man had just so coarsely

alluded, he was so perpetually in her

thoughts, where never before had room

been found for any man ; and that

every day not enriched by his presence

and his words was as a lost day to her?

And withal she was so young—too sim

ply educated to interest one so greatly

her superior as I-Iartung; and, besides,

mourning the loss of a dear mother,

whose memory should have entirely

filled her mind and heart.

Had she not already taken herself se

verely to task for her folly, and inwardly

vowed always to leave the room during

his constant visits at the parsonage?

But what had been.the result? He had

always followed her into garden or lane:

it was impossible to avoid him. Not for

the world would she have hinted to her

self that his visits were made solely upon

her accou'nt, although a suspicion that

such was the fact was forcing itself upon

her mind in spite of herself. Certain it

was, that no word of love addressed to

her had ever passed his lips, but she had

often noticed how, when speaking to

others, his glance would perpetually seek

her out and rest upon her—sometimes

fondly, and then again so searchingly and

sadly that it terrified and confused her.

Then, too, when he spoke to her, his

voice would sometimes tremble with
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what seemed to be anger—what could it

mean ?-——although his words were always

kind, so kind that he had inspired her

with a confidence in him never reposed

by her before in any one but her dead

mother. This it was that attracted her,

that made him so noble in her eyes—his

bearing so quietly dignified, and his

manner so full of grace. He was to her

a creature of another sphere, looking

down like a king upon all the meanness

and uncharitableness that degrade this

life.

And, indeed, since the beginning of

his sojourn at the court of the Duke of

Hetzendorff, Hartung had imagined that

he experienced a thorough change in

himself. A quiet content had taken

possession of him; he was gentle and

prudent: no longer, he flattered himself,

could there be any foundation for Adri

enne’s former unfavorable opinion of

him. His former life might, he thought,

be not unjustly compared to Adrienne

herself—founded upon vain superficiali

ties, and fluttering like a butterfly around

the frivolities of the world: his present

existence was as calm and peacefully

content as—Annette.

But let us return to her. She was

seriously angry with the old man, who

had rudely attempted to drag forth into

daylight the secret she had so carefully

hidden—who had so coarsely revealed, in

the mantling blush upon her cheek and

brow, the crimson hue of the mystic rose

of passion which had hitherto reposed, a

closely-folded bud, in her inmost heart.

She bitterly resented his entering her

holy of holies with a jest.

Meanwhile, he had mounted a ladder

placed against the wall of the house to

tie up some straggling wreaths of grape

vine, and as she passed the spot she said

softly to the great dog always following

her, “ Lie down, Tiger!” He instantly

stretched himself obediently just at the

foot of the ladder, and resting his huge

head upon his extended fore paws, lay

blinking in the sunshine, lazily following

with his eyes the mistress of his affec

tions, who betook herself to a distant

part of the garden. Now the worst pos

sible relations existed between the dog

 

at the foot of the ladder and the old man

above, who, hating dogs in general, did

most especially abhor this one in par

ticular, whose bristling hair and white

teeth caused him such continual dread.

Thus, when, upon desiring to descend

from his perch, he became aware of his

enemy below, he roared loudly, “Frau

lein Annette! Fraulein Annette!” and

when Friiulein Annette maliciously re

frained from answering, he shouted all

the more vigorously for the servant:

“ Martin! Martin! where the deuce are

you?”

Now, the shouts which entirely failed

to bring either Annette or Martin to his

aid produced their effect upon Tiger,

who raised his head and growled; then

stood up and showed his formidable row

of glistening teeth ; and at last, utterly

outraged by the obstinate want of con

fidence in him displayed by the old pas

tor, who redoubled his shrieks for help,

broke out into most furious barking, and

began making frantic leaps toward the

upper rounds of the ladder.

Annette, in her concealment, laughed

merrily at the success of her childish

plot, when suddenly a window just above

the head of the terrified gardener was

opened, and the face of the old Fraulein

appeared flushed with dnger, while in

tones more terrible than Tiger’s she be

rated the unfortunate man, as if the howl

ing and barking of the accursed brute

below were all his fault. He was cer

tainly exposed to the hottest cross-fire :

beneath him leaped a savage brute,

gnashing his teeth and roaring for his

prey, and above the Fraulein scolded

shrilly. It was too much: Annette

came to his assistance, and pacifying

Tiger, helped the disconsolate florist to

descend and seek refuge in the house.

A few minutes afterward she heard

the quick strokes of a horse’s hoofs upon

the village highway. Her heart beat

loud and fast. Could it be he? Yes.

The sound died away before the gate,

and Hartung came directly through the

house and into the garden where she

was. He greeted her with formal court

esy, as if embarrassed by thus finding

her alone, asked after the pastor, evi
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dently without any intention of going to

seek him, and finally stood still, gazing

at her with eyes before which her own

sought the ground as he took her hand,

kissed it and said,

“ Annette, I must see you alone with

out witnesses, without fear of interrup

tion. My happiness is in your hands.

Can you refuse me? No, no, you can

not. Say you will be in the myrtle arbor

in the grove to-morrow afternoon at this

hour. I pray you do not disappoint me.”

Annette was so embarrassed by his

manner that she could not speak; and

as she looked up at him without a word,

he took her silence for consent, kissed

her hand once more, and was gone be

fore a sound had passed her lips.

Perhaps you imagine that she passed

a sleepless night, wondering whether she

ought to receive Hartung in the myrtle

arbor on the morrow. I assure you you

are mistaken. She slept the happiest

sleep that she had known since her ar

rival at Lodorf. Why should she hes

itate to accede to I-Iartung’s request?

She knew he would say nothing to wound

her—nothing but what was kind and

true-hearted—and she might safely trust

in him. Was she thus secure in her

mind only because such a conviction

would permit her to follow the dictates

of her heart, and be at the appointed

spot when Hartung should await her

there? I think this last is hardly likely,

for in a pure and placid nature like An

nette’s, trust must exist before love is

born: only with a more impulsive and

sensuous temperament does confidence

follow love.

When he asked Annette for this léte

ri-léle, Hartung had a twofold object in

view.

In the first place, he wished to afford

Adrienne Traunstein the opportunity for

observation that he had promised her;

and then he was determined to ascertain

the true relation in which she (Annette)

stood to Count Salentin Guolfing. He

should certainly be able to discover,

either from her words themselves or

from her manner in replying to him,

whether he were dishonored or not by

his affection for her. The more he saw

 

of her the more improbable — nay, im

possible—did it appear that any stain

could rest upon her loveliness. In his

case, confidence was born of love; and

as he became convinced that he had no

cause to dread the truth, he was filled

with a burning desire to know it. Was

she perhaps the destined prey of the

Count, ah, how she should be snatched

from destruction ! I-Ie reproached him

self bitterly for not having already

warned her, and was sure that he had

been selected in the strangest manner by

fate to rob Count Salentin at once of a

mistress and a wife.

Long before the appointed hour, An

nette sat alone in the arbor in the grove,

and as the minutes slowly passed she

found herself becoming restless and at

last painfully excited. To allay this ex

citement, she sang aloud. Into the tones

of her glorious contralto she threw her

whole soul: the sound was as clear as

the ring of a jewel dropped into a golden

goblet. She sang a simple, quaint old

song of her mother’s, and unconsciously

threw into the words more meaning than

they had been intended to express:

“ In the still, lonely bower I wait, love, for thee:

When twilight falls softly then come, love, to me.

Come when the light fades into night,

With the nightingale’s song, with the first star:

Let me be sure that thou lovest me truly;

But if thou love me not, stay then afar.

“ That I was lovelier—didst thou not say ?

Than the loveliest flowers that come with the May.

Yet shouldst thou now repent thy vow.

What though I long for thee, come not again—

Though I should weep for thee, come not again.”

She thought herself alone as she sung

each verse twice, clearly and distinctly.

But no: Adrienne was listening from

her concealment close at hand. She

had not for an instant reflected whether

she were wise in undertaking this expe

dition with I-Iartung—her desire to see

Annette was too intense—but had left

the castle with him on horseback at the

appointed hour, and leaving her horse

with a groom, had entered the grove

through a hedge which bounded it at the

back. I-lartung had then conducted her

to a spot whence, unobserved, she could

both see and hear Annette.
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The sight of that fair, graceful crea

ture giving utterance in such pure tones

to a feeling as pure and true, her figure

framed by the clustering myrtle branches,

while one spray drooping from the bough

above her rested upon her innocent brow,

produced upon Adrienne an opposite

effect to any which Hartung had intend

ed or expected. He had thought she

would be filled with jealous scorn and

contempt—that she would turn away

coldly, resolved as to her future course

toward Salentin. He dreaded the next

few moments, for he well knew that he

could not endure to hear one hard, de

rogatory word applied to Annette. But

his fears were unfounded. Adrienne

leaned more and more heavily upon his

arm, and pointed to a rustic seat a short

distance from where they stood. Thither

he conducted her: she sank down upon

it, and, covering her face with her hands,

burst into tears, while Annette’s song

floated on the breeze toward them.

Yes, she was utterly annihilated in her

own eyes. She knew herself betrayed

by Salentin, but she had no right to re

proach him. Had she not expressly

stipulated that no love was to be re

quired from him or from her? All this

was her work.

And now she understood how mon

strous had been this stipulation. She

had -wickedly trifled with the sacred

ness of love, and when punishment thus

found her out, she had no right to

complain.

Ah, how powerful was the might of

this love which she had affected to

despise ! It was sounding loudly in her

ears, borne upon the tones of Annette’s

full voice—-the beauty, power and endur

ing glory of love. All petty jealousies and

vanities were forgotten. Of what could

she be vain? She, a woman without

love—hers was indeed an empty and

worthless existence. Her heart seemed

to become ice: she wept no more.

i In the mean time, another had en

tered the garden—Count Salentin him

self. After a short interview with the

Fraulein in the parsonage, he had asked

for Annette, and, refusing the officious

offers of the old pastor of Steinheim,

 
who had limped away, promising to call

her, had set off himself in search of her.

Following one of the winding garden

paths he at last struck into a narrow,

shaded walk which he pursued for a

short distance, until, turning a corner,

he came suddenly in sight of a most

extraordinary group. There, in a lonely

spot, upon a grassy mound from which

he was separated only by a narrow rivu

let and rustic bridge, he beheld his be

trothed bride, Adrienne von Traunstein,

while her former admirer, Peter von

Alcantara Hartung, stood before her

offering her his arm, which, rising, she

accepted with every appearance of the

utmost familiarity. Salentin hastened

toward them and stood before her.

Count von Guolfing was too well bred

a man not to shrink instinctively from

anything like a scene, but for a mo

ment jealous rage entirely mastered all

his aristocratic self-possession.

“Adrienne,” he faltered with quiver

ing lips, while his face grew white, “I

am perfectly aware that I have no claim

upon your affection, but I can demand

that you should respect my honor, and

require you to have some consideration

for your own reputation.”

“ Salentin”—she interrupted him here

in a cold and hopeless voice—“ what a

reproach is this to me! How, how can

you address me thus in sight of that

young girl?”

She pointed as she spoke to Annette,

who at this moment approached, pre

ceded by the old pastor.

“Of that girl !—of my niece!

not?”

“ Your niece!” exclaimed Hartung.

Adrienne loooked at her betrothed

with an expression in her fine eyes

which it would be useless to try to de

scribe. For an instant she was happy,

for she clearly perceived that his emo

tion proceeded from no mortification

hiding behind a mask of injured inno

cence and anger, but that it was a genu

ine outburst of jealous love.

And what a strife possessed her heart

upon this discovery! Love prompted

her to relieve his jealousy and tell him

everything; but pride, all quick again,

Why
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prevented her from what seemed so hu

miliating—the desertion of the principles

and opinions which she had only shortly

before so zealously advocated. No: she

must first become quite sure that her

confession would be received in the

same spirit in which it was made.

She begged him to accompany her by

a retired path to the midst of the grove,

and was obliged to take his arm, for her

knees refused their support.

“ Is that young girl your niece?” she

asked, gently.

“ Yes: she is the daughter of my only

brother, who when very young married

a girl far beneath -him in social standing,

and so fell into disgrace with my father,

who disinherited him. He was obliged

to accept an insignificant official ap

pointment in a small town about two

miles hence, where he died soon after his

marriage. I can hardly remember him,

for I was a mere boy when he left home

for his university career, but ever since

I came of age I have supported his

widow and child; and upon the death

of the mother, not long since, I judged

it best to place the daughter here at

the parsonage, in charge of her and

my distant relative, the Canoness von

Keppel.”

“ Why did you never tell me all this

before ?”

“ Because the whole matter is so un

pleasant to me. I cannot bear to think

of my brother’s sad fate, when, but for

his youthful folly, he might have had as

fair a future as my own.”

“Salentin,” said Adrienne, “it was

wrong to conceal this from me; and

through this error I have, in thought,

been guilty of great injustice toward

you. I would entreat your forgiveness

—would tell you what brought me here

with Hartung this afternoon—but that

there is another weight upon my mind

from which it must first be relieved.

Salentin, I am not what I was: I recog

nize my former folly. I cannot marry

you. Noble, chivalrous as I know you

to be, you will not distress me by ques

tions or reproaches. Give me back my

freedom; or give me”—she added as

she saw Salentin regard her with an ex

Von. IV.—7

 pression of the intensest anguish—“ or

give me, I pray—”

“ What ? what ?

speak, Adrienne!”

“—Your whole and undivided heart

for ever.”

He clasped her in his arms with a

joy far beyond any that triumphant van

ity could produce. She felt a tear fall

upon her brow as her head reclined upon

his breast.

“ How miserably hollow was our wis

dom !” said he: “ how lamentably con

ceited our shallow sophistry!”

In the mean time, Annette and Har

tung had been left to mutual explanations.

She told him, as she saw Count Guolfing

walk away with the stranger lady, that it

was her uncle, who had lately told her of

his approaching marriage, but what Har

tung said, and how she made reply, why

should I write it here? It would serve

no purpose but to supply the old pastor

of Steinheim with new matter for jesting

at Annette’s expense; and really I love

the girl too well to expose her to any

thing of the kind.

The memory of his late distressing

position, which he rightly attributed to

Annette, was still fresh, and he was pro

voked, besides, at being left entirely

alone by every one.

“ The only part left for me to play, as

far as I can see,” he said peevishly, “ is

to tuck the old Friiulein (Heaven bless

her!) under my arm and lose myself in

a third of these romantic paths.”

Three months afterward the marriage

of Baron Hartung was solemnized in the

castle of the Duke of Massenbach. The

Duke had insisted upon doing honor to

his private Secretary by undertaking

every arrangement for this important

event himself. The guests were invited

under his own ducal hand and seal—

among them the Countess and Count

von Guolfing—and His Highness took

part in the festivities with every appear

ance of great interest and the most con

descending amiability.

In the evening the roll-call of his

body-guard was beaten, and there was a

grand display of fireworks. An im

mense number of people had assembled

For God’s sake
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before the castle, who, when the rockets

had blazed their last, distributed them

selves through the park, whistling, sing

ing, dancing and joking, enjoying the

delicious summer evening and the music

of the band which reached them through

the open windows of the illuminated

saloons. The Duke suddenly became

aware of these crowds as he looked

casually from one of the windows, and

. quickly called Hartung to his side:

“ Look, Hartung! what is all this?

What does it mean ? a revolution, eh ?”

Without waiting for an answer, he

hurried away and immediately appeared

in the ball-room with his sword by his

side.

“ Gentlemen, follow me !” he shouted;

and preceding them, he strode gravely

down the castle steps into the park.

 
The people rushed toward him from

' every side.

“ See to it,” he turned and cried to

his followers, “that no one hinders me

from crushing in the dust with my own

hand the hydra of insurrection !”

The instant that the gathering crowd

heard the voice of their national father,

they tore off their caps and threw them

into the air, shouting, “ Long live our

Duke of Hetzendorff-Massenbach !”

There was shouting and noise with

out end.

The Duke returned his sword to its

scabbard with a sigh. “It can’t be

done,” he said in a tone of melancholy

resignation.

“No, your Highness,” said Hartung,

smiling. “All things have their day:

revolutions are out of fashion.”

THE DEVIL’S CAVE.

THERE is a peculiar interest attach

ing to any information regarding

our sister republic of Mexico, both on

account of the romantic character of her

early history, and on account of the ap

parent partiality with which Nature has

favored her by the lavish expenditure of

her richest gifts upon her soil—an in

terest which the more recent develop

ments in her history have tended to in

tensify. In view of this fact, the writer

of the subsequent narrative, who spent

the greater part of his life among the

descendants of the Aztecs, feels induced

to give publicity to an episode of his

Mexican experiences, which he thinks

may throw some light upon one of the

most remarkable phenomena of that

country—a phenomenon which thus far

has eluded all the attempts of science to

explain, and the explanation of which

receives an additional interest from the

importance which the recent occurrence

of some of the most destructive earth

quakes on record—both on our own

 continent and elsewhere—have taught

us anew to attach to these mighty sub

terranean revolutions. Foregoing, there

fore, any further apology, he proceeds

with his narrative.

The city of Mexico is surrounded by

ditches, which discharge their waters into

Lake Tezcoco, north of the city. All the

water coming from the mountains north

of the capital, as well as that which flows

from the numerous artesian wells so com

mon in the city and its environs, is car

ried to this lake, which covers an area

of about one hundred square miles with

salt water. None of the many efforts

that have been made to obtain a regular

outlet for this lake, and for which many

millions of dollars have been spent, have

proved successful, and thus the city is

constantly exposed to inundation, caused

by the heavy rains which every year

pour down in torrents, and for a time

convert the streets into rivers. Early

in this century an overflow occurred,
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during which the water reached the

height of seven feet, in memory of which

event porcelain tablets were inserted into

the walls of houses to indicate the high- '

est water-mark.

Mexican annals assert that the Span

iards expended over forty millions of

dollars in endeavoring to procure an

outlet for this lake ; and under the vice

royalty of Bucareli three thousand In

dians were employed to excavate a tun

nel through the mountain of San Andres,

by which the water was to be carried

to the other side of the ridge; but be

fore its consummation the tunnel caved

in and was abandoned. The cause of

this trouble is the topographical cha

racter of this side of the Valley of Mex

ico, since—with the exception of the

sites upon which the villages of Tacu

baya and San Miguel are situated—it is

almost perfectly level, having a declivity

of scarcely eight feet toward the side of -

the lake.

For a long time it was a scientific

problem by what means the lake dis

charges the immense quantity of water

with which the mountains and artesian

wells constantly supply it, and for which 1

Yet, alapparently there is no outlet.

though the lake lies on a level with the

city, and therefore seems to threaten the

latter and the entire valley constantly

with the danger of an inundation, the

actual occurrence of such an event is -

very rare, and never takes place except '

in consequence of extraordinarily heavy

freshets. Although many have attempt

ed to solve this problem, no satisfactory

theory has been proffered thus far in ex

planation of this singular phenomenon,

with the exception perhaps of one. Ac

 

cording to this hypothesis, the burning ‘'

rays of the tropical sun shining over the

large extent of the area covered by the

lake cause the evaporation of a quantity

of water sufficient to counterbalance the

amount which is supplied by the various

tributaries of the lake, and to keep the

latter—at least under ordinary circum

stances—within its limits. Plausible,

however, as this explanation at the first

glance may appear to many, it never

has proved conclusive to me; for al

though it cannot be doubted that the

evaporation is very great, yet this evapo

ration cannot be assumed to be propor

tionate to the vast quantity of water

which is incessantly carried into the

lake.

Favored by a peculiar coincidence of

circumstances, I was once enabled to

satisfy myself beyond doubt that my

hesitation in admitting the correctness

of this theory was well justified. ln the

following narrative I will relate how—

by accident and without any merit of my

own—l became acquainted with some

facts which tend to show clearly how far

the Mexican savans who had attempted

the solution of this interesting problem

had come short of the truth, and how

often superstition clothes in mystery and

romance facts which may easily be traced

to the most riatural causes.

The distance from the city of Mexico

to Tezcoco is six leagues, and can be

traversed either by land or water. The

ditches which surround the capital lead

to a principal one at the garita of San

Lazaro, and thence to a canal which

empties into the lake. At this garita or

toll-gate barges are found (nine feet wide

by forty-five feet long) which are em

ployed as conveyances between the city

and Tezcoco. The conveniences which

they furnish are of a somewhat rustic

and primitive style, as they consist of

nothing but two rows of hard, uncush

ioned benches which serve as seats, and

are partly sheltered by a dilapidated

awning of sailcloth from the burning

rays of the sun, to which the passengers

are exposed from morning until night.

The fare for these by no means very

comfortable accommodations is twenty

five cents. Nine Indians constitute the

crew, one of whom steers the barge,

while the others propel it by means of

poles eighteen feet long, which they

push to the bottom of the canal, running

at the same time by turns the length of

the boat. In this manner the barge is

moved through the canal, which is about

six miles long, but hardly wide enough

to allow another boat to pass.

While the scenery on both sides of

the canal is in no way interesting, as the
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soil is marshy and devoid of vegetation,

this part of the journey becomes de

cidedly disagreeable from the fact that

the water of the canal is infected by

the drainage of a city of two hundred

thousand inhabitants, which imparts to

it an odor easier to be imagined than

endured. This source of annoyance,

however, ceases as soon as the barge

arrives at the lake, when the eye of the

traveler is struck here and there by com

pact tracts of floating moss, which pro

bably in olden times gave rise to the tales

of the floating gardens of the Moctezu

mas, and some of which can easily be cut

by the barge, while others offer greater

resistance, -and compel the bargemen to

take a circuitous route in order to avoid

them. These patches of floating vege

tation are sometimes half a mile in length

and of differing widths, and do by no

means contribute to render the journey

more pleasant, particularly when a heavy

north wind is blowing.

On the occasion of the trip which

forms the subject of this narrative I con

structed out of my cane and coat a tent

to protect myself against the burning

rays of the sun, and lying down upon

the bottom of the barge tried to make

myself as comfortable as possible until

we should arrive at the other side of the

lake, where there is another canal. There

was a perfect calm, and the silence which

prevailed, as all the passengers, over

come by the scorching heat, had drop

ped asleep, was interrupted only by the

steady tread of the Indian propellers and

the splashing of their poles as they raised

them from the water.

Suddenly we were aroused by the

hoarse voices of our crew, who burst into

a kind of chant in which all those aboard

joined, springing at the same time from

their hard couches and prostrating them

selves, while they repeated three times

these words: “ Santa /I/aria, salva

nos./”—I-Ioly Mary, save us! At the

same moment the barge came to a halt,

and all on board, with bare heads and

prostrate forms, made the sign of the

cross. Aroused from my drowsiness,

and bewildered by what was going on

around me, I glanced with an inquiring

 look at my fellow-passengers. Nobody,

however, seemed to pay the least atten

tion to me, for, after having risen, the

crew resumed their monotonous work,

while the passengers again stretched

themselves to sleep, and everything re

lapsed into stillness, leaving me at a loss

what to think of this strange scene.

Under these circumstances I ventured

to address one of the passengers nearest

to me by saying, -

“Sefior, can you explain to me what

this means ?”

“ Certainly,” he replied; “ but we are

too near yet for me to dare give you any

explanation: wait until we are far enough

away and there is no longer any risk.”

“ Risk !” I exclaimed—“of what?”

But in reply he only made the sign of

the cross and turned away, leaving me

politely to my own conjectures as to this

mystery.

Since the passenger whom I had ad

dressed appeared to be the most civil

ized of all those around me, I gave up

any further attempt at inquiry, and re

solved to restrain my curiosity until we

should arrive in Tezcoco, hoping that

there I should be able to obtain the de

sired information. Yet so completely

absorbed had I become in this singular

adventure that I actually forgot the prin

cipal object of my journey, and kept con

tinually repeating to myself the words,

“ Santa Maria, salva nos !”

As we now were approaching Tezcoco,

I prepared myself for the disembarkation,

when the captain of the barge politely

asked me for my fare. I could not let

this opportunity for gratifying my curi

osity pass without asking him for an ex

planation of what I had witnessed during

our journey. Taking my arm, he led me

to the helm of the barge, and after un

covering his head and making the sign

of the cross, be pointed toward the east,

where I could distinguish a huge cross

in the centre of the lake.

“ There,” he said, “ is the Devil’s

Cave.”

“ What about it?” was my quick in

quiry, but my informant had already

turned away to resume the collection of

the fares, and my hope of having my
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curiosity gratified was again doomed to

disappointment.

Before the conquest of Mexico by

Herman Cortes, Tezcoco was the capital

of a mighty republic of that name, and

was tributary to the empire of Mocte

zuma_ Its population must have been

very large, for it is recorded that at one

time, when the empire was engaged in

war, the republic of Tezcoco furnished

three hundred thousand warriors to the

army of Moctezuma. However that may

be, the people of Tezcoco were among

the most enlightened of the Indian na

tions, and far advanced in art, science

and general civilization. At every step

the observer meets in Tezcoco with

relics which are most interesting as

monuments of the civilization of the

earliest inhabitants of America.

In the vicinity of Tezcoco there are

two celebrated pyramids called, “ El Sol

y la Luna” (the Sun and the Moon),

which, in spite of their remarkable struc

ture, have but little attracted the atten

tion of travelers. In Xumitla, a small

village near the city, the high priests of

the republic resided, as is proved not

only by the celebrated stone of sacrifice,

but also by the numerous graves which

were discovered here, and the appear

ance of which bears evidence of their

being the burial-places of the high dig

nitaries of the republic, who were always

interred at the place where the high.

priest resided.

On my arrival at Tezcoco I visited

the cacique. an Indian with whom I had

some business to transact, upon the con

clusion of which I took occasion to ask

for information regarding the “Devil’s

Cave.” In reply he furnished me with

the following, which Igive in his own

words:

“At the time of the conquest of

Mexico by the Spaniards, their well

known cupidity and avarice induced the

Aztecs to take every precaution in order

to prevent their highly-revered idols and

precious treasures from falling into the

hands of the invaders. Thus, during

the night before the entrance of the

latter into the city of Mexico, the slaves

of the reigning emperor were actively

 
employed in carrying away all these

riches and throwing them into Lake

Tezcoco, since they preferred to see

them destroyed to having them become

the.plunder of the conquerors. The

unfortunate nephew of the conquered

ruler of the Aztecs, who assisted at this

operation and superintended it, was

seized by the enraged Spaniards and

subjected to the excruciating torture of

having his feet roasted upon a red-hot

gridiron, in order to extort from him a

confession; but as the victim of their

cruelty died under this severe ordeal,

the rapacity of his executioners remain

ed unsated.

“ This incident gave rise to the popu

lar legend regarding the Devil’s Cave;

according to which, every evening at sun

down a bluish vapor was seen hovering

over the spot where these treasures lay

buried, which was believed to be the

spirit of the ill-fated royal victim, who

had perished in his attempt to ensure

the preservation of the revered idols

from the defiling hands of the invaders.

“At the introduction of Christianity

into Mexico by the Spaniards, the first

archbishop of the capital proceeded to

the place in solemn procession, and amid

many benedictions planted a huge cross

here to mark the spot, and to drive away

the evil spirit haunting it. After this

ceremony the vapor was no longer seen,

but in its place a whirlpool appeared,

which proved most dangerous to the

boatmen plying upon these waters, and

drew many of them into its treacherous

current, where they disappeared for ever.

For this reason, even until this day, all

boatmen who pass the spot prostrate

themselves and fervently repeat the Ave

Maria, hoping thus to avert the dreaded

danger.”

This, then, was the story of the Devil’s

Cave, as related to me by my Indian

friend; and after having heard it, I re

solved to further investigate the facts

regarding it, since I felt sure that such

investigation would result if not in bene

fiting science, at least in gratifying my

own curiosity, which was far from being

satisfied by this tale.

Yet time and circumstances were not
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favorable to carrying out this resolution—

so much the less, as there was no hope

for an immediate lucrative gain to be de

rived from it, and as the mutability and

instability of affairs prevailing in Mexico

impress the adage, “ Time is money,”

more forcibly than anywhere else upon

the foreigner, and compel him to take

Time by the forelock in making the

most he can of the present moment.

The country was just then in a state of

feverish excitement, as the allied govern

ments of France, Spain and England had

landed their forces on the shores of Vera

Cruz; and I therefore abandoned the pro

ject of my investigation for a more ap

propriate season.

A year had elapsed, and I had nearly

forgotten what I had heard in regard to

the Devil’s Cave, when a peculiar inci

dent invested the subject with even a

greater interest for me than it had pre

viously possessed. The emperor of the

French had sent out with his expedition

a corps of scientific men for the purpose

of investigating the natural resources of

the country, until then almost entirely

unknown; among whom were the cele

brated Abbé Brasseur and other scien

tific Frenchmen. The corps was organ

ized in the capital, and to it were added

many natives, as well as foreigners who

had long resided in Mexico, and who

were supposed to be acquainted with its

resources. I was myself among these

latter, and was honored with an invita

tion to join this scientific expedition and

give to it the benefit of the experience

which I had acquired during a long resi

dence in the country, especially in the

departments of zoology and botany, to

which personal taste had particularly at

tracted me; and as I possessed very ex

tensive botanical and zoological collec

tions, these departments were especially

assigned to me.

Accordingly, in the month of July I

started upon a tour of investigation, and

remembering from the reports of earlier

travelers that in the Tierra Caliente, so

called, grew many plants containing

remedial properties not yet fully known

to the scientific world, I directed my first

journey toward that region.

"THE DEVIL ’s CAVE. [.]uLY,

To that corps which was confided to

my direction a German engineer was at

tached, who, however, was more espe

cially interested in chemistry than in

anything else, and who had very exten

sively traveled throughout the country.

At the end of our first day’s journey

we rested at Mecca-mecca, situated at

the foot of the volcano Popocatepetl,

where the temperature never rises be

yond 50°, but is generally between 20°

and 24°. From here it is but a short

distance to Cuatla, yet the atmospheric

change is so distinct that while at the

former place a Siberian temperature pre

vails, the latter is decidedly tropical.

Near Mecca-mecca the Northern pine is

the only tree found, while Cuatla abounds

in coffee, bananas, pine-apples, and all

the fruits characteristic of tropical climes,

although the distance between the two

places is not greater than six leagues, or

eighteen miles.

While we were sitting around a large

wood-fire in a so-called hotel at l\lecca

mecca and discussing various topics, I

incidentally alluded to the story of the

Devil’s Cave, when my German friend,

the engineer, who was of rather an ec

centric turn of mind, started up as if

touched by magic, and took up the sub

ject with such a vehemence of passion

that we all turned to him and listened

with more than ordinary interest.

From his remarks we learned that he

had made Lake Tezcoco a subject of

especial study for many years, and during

the time of General Comonfort’s presi

dency had proposed a plan to the gov

ernment for giving an outlet to the lake,

so as to protect the city against any

danger of inundation. Yet his plan met

with no approbation, since all improve

ments in Mexico receive at best but

little governmental encouragement. He

enunciated the theory that there really

was a whirlpool in the centre of the lake,

which must have some subterranean out

let; but as the currents of the water

centre toward the pool, all the rubbish

coming from the city through the canal

is naturally carried in the same direction,

and has, by an accumulation of many

. years, if not entirely stopped up, at least
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obstructed the opening of the whirlpool

to such an extent as to considerably les

sen the flow of the water through the

same. By cleaning out this whirlpool,

forming around it a vertical shaft, and

covering the same with an iron grating,

he expected not only to obtain an outlet

sufficiently large to reduce the amount

of water contained in the'lake, but also

to circumscribe the lake within narrower

limits, and thus to make the lands which

are generally overflown by it so produc

tive to the city government as to ensure

to it a more than sufficient compensation

for the expenses that such a vast enter

prise would naturally involve.

To this I raised the objection that the

sinking of a shaft would be justified only

by the firm conviction of the actual ex

istence of a subterranean outlet, while

the facts thus far established did not ex

clude the posSibility of a partial absorp

tion of the water of the lake by the

ground beneath, without there being an

actual outlet. He refuted my objection

by most positively asserting his convic

tion that there was a fissure in the earth

beneath the whirlpool sufficiently large,

if cleaned out, to absorb all the water of

the lake in one day.

Professor Reyes, one of our party,

admitted the plausibility of this theory,

yet insisted upon the necessity of a prac

tical test of its correctness, and thought

that such a test would involve too great

an amount of outlay, which would not

be justified unless stronger facts were

brought to bear upon the evidence for

this theory than those thus far adduced.

“I am in possession of such facts!”

exclaimed our German friend; “and you

all shall see them to-morrow, on our way

to the * Tierra Caliente,’ not far from

Cuatla. lwill show you the proof for

my assertion, and l am convinced that it

will compel you all to admit the correct

ness of my theory.”

Knowing the eccentricity of my friend

and traveling companion, l had not much

confidence in his theory; yet it set me

thinking. What gave rise within me to

the strongest doubts as to the sufficiency

of his proof was the fact that he had

promised to give it to us the next morn

 

ing in the Tierra Caliente, at a distance

of from thirty to forty miles from the

lake. No objection to his theory, how

ever, was of any avail, for from that time

he became completely absorbed in that

one thought, and just before we retired

for the night he expressed to me his

thankfulness for my having broached the

subject, since he felt sure that the em

peror Maximilian would approve of his

plan and assist him in carrying it into

execution.

On the next morning, after our caval

cade had been en route for more than

two hours, we descended into the valley

of Cuatla, and here we realized the most

sublime contrast of scenery. With the

crossing of the summit of the range of

mountains of which Popocatepetl is the

culminating point, we left the extreme

cold region for its other extreme, entering

a part of Mexico which surprised us by

the glorious luxuriance of its vegetation.

The surprise is so much greater and

more agreeable as the change is so sud

den. Just now we were climbing over

barren rocks, with 'but a few miserable

bushes, and in the very next moment we

descend into the valley, which appears a

perfect paradise, and in which Nature,

unrestrained by the hand of man, has

given full vent to her creative capricious

ness by calling into life a world of vege

tation varied in design and color, and

beautiful beyond anything that man can

imagine.

The majestic mango, with its bright

green and lustrous foliage, beneath which

the delicious fruit hangs like the many

thousand bells of a Chinese pagoda;

the golden fruit of the orange, mingling

the whole year round with its white and

fragrant blossoms, which spread their

delightful perfume far and wide; the red

and single blossom of the banana, re

sembling in shape the heart of an ani

mal, and its bunches of fruit, shaded by

those splendid bronze leaves 'that prob

ably furnished to our primal parents

their first garments; the aguacate, the

cherimoya, the zapote—all fruits un

known to the North—vie with each

other in the luxuriance of their beauty,

affording cool shade to the weary traveler,
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while serving at the same time to quench

his burning thirst and to satisfy his hun

ger after a fatiguing journey.

Wide and extensive sugar-fields wave

their high canes at the slightest breeze,

and resemble at a distance a green sea,

while millions of coffee trees, with their

red beans, form a beautiful contrast to

far-stretching plantations of pine-apples

overshadowed by the broad leaf of the

banana; and here and there comes forth

the warbling song of the “ruisefior”

(nightingale) and the “clarin de selva”

(bugle of the forest), trying to outvie

the chattering of the parrots, guazamayos

and a hundred different kinds of birds,

highly prized for the dazzling beauty of

their richly-variegated plumage; and not

unfrequently the traveler may witness

the gymnastic exhibitions of the different

kinds of monkeys, jumping from tree to

tree, especially when disturbed in the

quiet enjoyment of their forest home.

This is but an imperfect sketch of the

impression the traveler receives at the

first glance when stepping over the

threshold of the Tierra Caliente.

The first place that strikes our atten

tion is the Hacienda de Buena Vista, a

stone-wall enclosure of an area of some

four hundred square yards surrounding

the principal building, the church and

the granaries of the plantation. Its ori

gin dates back to the time of the con

quest by Cortes, when a tract of land

was given to a Spanish captain by the

name of Joaquin Gonzalez, who built

this stone wall around the hacienda—a

feature peculiar to all haciendas in Mex

ico, and necessitated by the frequent at

tacks to which they were formerly ex

posed on the part of the Indians.

Here we halted for breakfast, and,

although we were all strangers to the

proprietor, we were greeted on entering

the large, commodious hall with that

kind hospitality for which the Mexican

land-ownerI is so well known. But the

unprecedented kindness with which we

were here received was attributable not

only to the general hospitality of the

Mexicans, but to an exceptional reason,

inasmuch as our German friend, of whom

we had lost sight in some unaccountable

 

 

way, had preceded us, and, being an old

friend of the family, had prepared them

for our coming.

A sumptuous repast was spread before

us, of which, as a matter of course, the

inevitable pulque‘ formed a part. After

having freely partaken of it, and while

preparing, in accordance with our inten

tion, to proceed on our journey, we were

interrupted by the engineer, for whom

the hour of triumph had now arrived.

With the consent of the landlord, which

he solicited with a glance that indicated

a previous understanding, he absented

himself fora moment, and soon returned

with a piece of plank in his hand, which

he. carried like a trophy, exclaiming at

the same time, “ Here is the proof I

promised you for my theory—a fact that

cannot be denied. This trophy which

you see here, although but a piece of

plank, would tell a sad tale if it could

speak, but I will try to interpret its silent

yet eloquent language.”

We all wondered what it might mean,

as we could discover nothing of particu

lar interest in this piece of wood which

he had laid upon the table, except that

it looked like a fossil encrusted with

salt. In the mean while our German

friend proceeded as follows:

“ Some years ago I was invited by the

proprietor of this hacienda to make a

survey of his estate, and while thus en

gaged I frequently discovered objects

which attracted my attention and curios

ity, so as to induce me to pick them up

and take them home, until after a while

I found myself the possessor of a collec

tion of rare fossils and plants, which in

cited within me a real thirst for curios

ities, for the gratification of which I left

nothing unobserved.

“ One morning, while taking a survey

of the eastern part pf these lands, I

noticed a spring from which came gush

' The fermented juice or sap of the Aga1m A men‘

cann. obtained by removing the heart ofthe plant, and

allowing the sap to exude from the leaves into the cav

ity thus formed. Although to the foreigner, at first

introduction, the most nauseous of drinks in smell and

taste, it becomes, upon further acquaintance, the best

friend he can possess, for its tonic and febrifuge quali

ties. Vast quantities are consumed in all parts of the

republic.
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ing forth a large and continuous stream

of pure salt water. In reply to the in

quiries I made in the evening with re

gard to this spring, Mr. Gonzalez re

lated to me that in the year 1807, at the

time of the celebrated earthquake which

caused so much damage to this section

of the country, this spring appeared and

threw many objects to the surface, which,

on account of their peculiarity, were col

lected and preserved by his father, and

among which was this piece of plank.”

At these words he turned it over, and we

could plainly distinguish on it the name

of “Juanita,” but before we could follow

up the new train of thought to which

this discovery gave rise within us, our

friend resumed his narrative as follows:

“ Two months afterward I had to meet

an engagement at Tezcoco, and as, in

consequence of some accidental remarks

Ioverheard regarding the whirlpool in

the lake, generally known as the *Devil’s

Cave,’I made further inquiries, I was

informed that many boats which had

come too near that whirlpool had been

submerged, and that, among others, ac

cording to the records of the place, on

the seventh day of November, 1806, a

barge loaded with grain, and bearing the

name of Juanita, had been lost. Link

ing this piece of information with the

story of this piece of wood, I came to

the conclusion that the latter formed part

of that ill-fated barge. Trying then to

solve the mystery involved in the ques

tion how it could have been thrown up

by the spring here, at such a distance

from the place where the vessel was

wrecked, I reasoned thus: In former

times, as is known, Lake Tezcoco cov

ered an extent of nearly double its

present area, and therefore after heavy

rains its waters generally entered the

city and overflowed its suburbs. All

efforts to prevent these occurrences, and

to restrain the waters of the lake within

their limits, proved unsuccessful, until at

the time of the earthquake in the year

1807 the waters of the lake sensibly re

c/eded and began to disappear, so that

after three days the lake was reduced to

half its size, and ever since has remained

within its narrower limits. As now, ac

cording to reliable information which I

obtained, on the very day of that earth

quake a fissure was observed at this

place where now the salt spring is, from

which originally a heavy stream of water

issued, I am led to believe that this fis

sure, produced by this earthquake, ex

tends through the whole Valley of Mex

ico, even to Lake Tezcoco; that the

water of the lake is absorbed by that

fissure, and forces its way through it,

until it gushes forth through this spring;

and that, as other pieces of wood. known

to grow only in the Valley of Mexico,

were discovered here to have been

thrown up by this spring, and preserved

by the father of our host, so likewise

this piece of wood, which no doubt

formed a part of the barge Juanita, found

its way through this fissure until it was

thrown up here, furnishing thus an ir

resistible argument in favor of the actual

existence ofa fissure in the earth, which

—according to my firm conviction—may

easily be made available as a natural

outlet for the water of Lake Tezcoco,

and a protection for the city of Mexico

against inundations, by sinking a ver

tical shaft at the place of the whirlpool

and surrounding it with an iron grating,

so as to prevent the rubbish accumulat

ing from the drainage of the city from

blocking it up again.”

His argument appeared indeed so

strong to all his hearers that none of us

felt able to resist its convincing force;

and as I do not know that any one of

those who listened to it, or the narrator

himself, has ever given it any greater

publicity, I hope to be justified in having

tried by the foregoing narrative to pre

serve it from oblivion, and in the interest

of science, as well as for utilitarian rea

sons, to contribute my mite toward solv

ing the mystery of “ The Devil’s Cave.”
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FANCY SIGNATURES.

HF. question must sometimes occur

to a reader of general literature,

How did the practice of adopting ficti

tious names, instead of real ones, become

so prevalent? One obstacle at the out

set of our inquiry is the difl-iculty of find

ing a title for its subject-matter. The

proper word is pseua’onym : writings

published without any name attached to

them are a/mnymaus; those which bear

a feigned name are flreudanymaus. But

this, the only proper Eng1ish word, is so

caviare to the general that, in deference

to the popular weakness, we usually

have recourse to a foreign phrase—nom

de plm/ze—the classicality of which is

open to doubt. Whether good or bad

French, it is evidently formed by anal

ogy from the older nom de guerre. In

those times when absence from the ser

vice of one’s country was a serious

offence, there existed a very strong mo

tive for concealing one’s identity, besides

those which still lead many a scapegrace

in California or Australia to sink his

family name.

During the Middle Ages, and for some

time after the revival of letters, it was

rather the rule for an author not to pub

lish under his real name. Some have

derided the mock modesty of these an

cient worthies, “who little thought,” says

one writer, “ that in a few years their

real names would be the best symbols

of obscurity.” But there were substan

tial reasons then for nows de plume as

well as for noms de guerre. Such dis

agreeable little accidents as death at the

stake or a dungeon for life sometimes

befell the author who displeased a priest

or a prince. Where no such peril ex

isted, a different motive often produced

what was not exactly an intentional dis

guise, but had the practical effect of one.

While all serious works were written in

Latin, Teutonic and even Gallic names

had an awkward appearance among

Ciceronic adjectives, They were there

fore softened by Latinizing or Hellen

 

izing them. But there were two ways

(at least) of doing this: When the name

was obviously significant, it might be liter

ally translated — e. g., /1lclamht/za;z from

Schu/arlzerdt. Or, whether the name

had a plain meaning or not, it might be

merely Latinized in form. Hence great

confusion in the literature of the period,

and much unnecessary trouble to subse

quent investigators. Thus, one librarian

or commentator would turn the name of

the French historian Duchesne into

Quercetanus, translating it literally; an

other, merely giving it a classical termi

nation, would write Duclm.mius; and a

third, not regarding the article as pro

perly part of the name, would put down

Clz¢2rm‘us.

Modesty, curiosity, the greater dra

matic facility afforded—all sorts of mo

tives, down to the ignoble necessity of

dodging one’s creditors—have kept up

the practice of writing under a feigned

name to our day. The French are very

fond of the pseudonym: the English

make much less use of it, their reserve

and absence of vanity leading them to

prefer the anonymous. Yet England in

another century produced the most suc

cessful pseudonymist on record—“old

1V0minis Umbra,” as Byron calls him.

Our own people, in this as in some other

fashions, take more after the Gauls.

Twenty years ago there was a great

run upon alliterative signatures. Mr.

Herbert and Mrs. Judson, two of the

most opposite persons possible, set the

fashion as “ Frank Forrester” and

“Fanny Forrester.” This mode has

nearly run out, though some of the

original specimens are still extant.

“ Fanny Fern” continues to make one

of Bonner’s team; “ Timothy Titcomb”

wears the proud title of the American

Tupper, with profit to himself and satis

faction to his multitudinous readers;

and “ Grace Greenwood,” supposed to be

buried somewhere in the West, recently

gave signs of remaining vitality by
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“pitching into” a younger pseudonym,

the sparkling and saucy “ Gail Hamilton.”

Mention of whom brings up the main

theme of our somewhat desultory paper

—the mistakes, amtretemps and general

inconveniences resulting from this fash

ion of fancy signatures, and hardly sepa

rable from it. When Miss Mary Abi

gail Dodge, residing at Hamilton, Mas

sachusetts, adopted the no/n de plume

“ Gail Hamilton,” she made a hit in

several respects. But the pseudonym

had one defect: it d.id not indicate the

author’s sex, which some English re

viewers consequently mistook.

“ Carl Benson” was a very passable

signature for a fugitive contributor, till

there arose a real Eugene Benson,

writing upon nearly the same subjects.

The latter also had hz0s fancy signatures

for different newspapers, which worse

confounded the confusion, and made the

two gentlemen a sort of Janus-Proteus,

something far beyond Mrs. Malaprop’s

Cerberus. Poor Leutze at one time be

lieved that all the adverse criticisms

upon himself and any other prominent

artists were inspired by Eugene Benson.

In this connection we are tempted to

give a full history of the ingenious mys

tification by which (more ma) a dis

tinguished author persuaded no small

part of the British literary public that

the “ Manhattan” of the London Stand

ard during our civil war was the same

“ Manhattan” who used to write in

Fraser; but, 1Vi! de mortuis, etc.

It is in France that the confusion

arising from the use of fancy signatures

reaches its height. There are three

classes in France of whom it may be

said that persons belonging to the first

are never known by their real name;

those to the second very rarely; those

to the third not often. The three

classes are lorettes, actors and minor

authors. Many of the real names of

French litle’raleurs have a foreign origin

(usually German), which gives them an

outlandish look, while the noms de

plu/ne are generally made to resemble

real names (such signatures as “Nemo,”

“Timothée Trim,” “ Sir Francis Tro

loppe,” are rare exceptions): the result

' is, for any stranger—that is, to say for

any one not thoroughly posted in the

current literary gossip of the capital—an

utter uncertainty as to the authorship of

any feuillelon or broclmre he reads.

The pseudonyms of many writers have

fairly displaced their real names. Few

persons know that “ Gerard de Nerval”

was only the mask of La Brunie, and

“Gabriel Feny” might have passed off

- in the same manner had not an editor

parenthesized the real Louis de Belle

maire on his cover. Beyle (pronounced

“ Bell”), a writer who holds a very high

and probably exaggerated place in the

estimation of one school of French criti

cism, is so much better known to litera

ture by his signature “ Stendhal” that a

recent contributor to the Pall [llalI

Gazetle assumed it to be the real, and

Beyle the fictitious name. Great au

thors, like great actresses, have rarely

disguised themselves. Victor Hugo was

always Hugo, as Rachel Felix was

always Rachel. Since George Sand’s

family have adopted the new appellation,

she may almost be said to have changed

her family name rather than taken a

pseudonym.‘

Sometimes the newspaper critic uses

both his own name and a fancy one.

The practice is not unknown in Anglo

Saxondom, but (O triumph of French

art!) the Parisian has been known to

turn it to account by securing a double

share of black-mail from a new actress

or singer. Thus did Fiorentino, the

 

ablest of Dumas’ many contributors, and

probable author of Kilout¢’ C/zrislo.

The real name of M. Flaubert (whom

some of our newspaper writers will per

sist in confounding with “ Fanny” Fey

deau, the two authors being about as

much alike as Hawthorne and Willis) is

said to be Flaugrange. But this is

merely an euphonic modification, which

can hardly be called a nom de /Jlunm.

Considering the numerous confusions

and mistakes to which fictitious signa

tures give rise, we cannot help thinking

that it would be for the better if the

' How about the Georges. then? Well, there are

plenty of male Anna and Jlaricr: why not a female

Georges?
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world of fugitive writers could agree to

abandon them. Those who have them

already can hardly get rid of them: a

now de plume sticks to a man like a bad

habit; but beginners, if they have good

reasons for concealing their names, would

do well to write anonymously rather than

pseudonymously. Still, if, from fashion

or caprice, they will use fancy signa

tures, a choice yet remains open to them.

Let them adopt a nom de plume in ac

cordance with certain rules of art and

taste.

Many of the pseudonyms in vogue

seem to have been constructed with a

deliberate aim at vulgarity, and their

effect on the general tone and reputation

of our literature is anything but elevat

ing. Think of a man who bears the

agreeable and aristocratic name of Ho]

land deliberately dubbing himself “Tim- '

othy Titcomb !” Fancy the feelings of

an educated Englishman when he reads

that among the prominent humorists of

America are “Josh Billings,” “ Bill Arp,”

“Doesticks,” etc., etc.l Not but that

the English once had a style of signa

ture nearly as vulgar as any of these.

It consisted in spelling the real name

backward, and was probably taken from

the costermongers’ dialect.

Purists in equine nomenclature will tell

you that the best name for a horse is

one that recalls his ancestry, and the

next best one that refers you to his birth

place. Singularly enough, these rules

are also very good ones, though not ab

solutely the best, in choosing signatures.

Take some name or part of a name be

longing to the writer or one of his fam

ily, due attention being paid to euphony

in any changes made from the original.

Or if the place of his birth or residence

be a village or hamlet, let him adopt

that. It is often possible to combine

the two, as in the case of “Gail Hamil

ton,” which would be a perfect signature

but for the equivoque of sex.

Still better is a punning signature, if

the pun is original and somewhat far

 
fetched, as in Newall’s “ Orpheus C.

Kerr” (Ofl-ice-seeker), or Mr. Grant

White’s “ U. Donough Outis” (You

don’t know who ’tis). In this latter the

double joke is so recondite, and at the

same time so clever when you have dug

it out, as to be worth explaining in de

tail. The Donougl pointed by its spell

ing to one of the many New Yorkers

suspected of writing the z“-w Gospel;

the Outis instantly called up in the mind

of every classical reader Ulysses and his

trick on the Cyclops—poking fun into

him after poking his eye out.

A signature analogous to the punning,

and made by spelling the real im‘lials,

was in vogue among our students thirty

years ago. We believe the Yale Litera/y

started it. This boyish fancy would be

scarcely worth mentioning, had it not

recently cropped up in England, where

a writer whose initials are H. N. B.,

published last year a novel “ by Mr.

Aitchenbee.”

What may be called the dramatic sig

nature is a favorite, and, ’w/zen good, a

very good form. Of this class are

“ Hosea Bigelow” and “ I-Ians Breit

mann ;” also, perhaps, “ Miles O’Reilly,”

though the last had the defect of being

also a real name, though not the writer’s.

“ Geoffrey Crayon” was not a dramatic

signature, or, if intended to be, it was a

failure ; the bold execution of the crayon

being utterly untypical of Irving’s elab

orate elegance. “Michael Angelo Tit

marsh” is probably the best example of

this class. Titmarsh is supposed to be

an artist not able to support himself by

high art, and obliged to give lessons.

Now, an English artist of this grade is

very apt to be a snob, and so you have

both elements of the character in the

name—/Ill';lmel Angelo for the aspira

tions, and Titmarsh for the reality.

Nearly all good signatures may be

brought within the limits of these four

classes. But, after all, the best pseudo

nym is—none at all.

CARL BensoN.
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HE prompt and decisive and well

nigh unanimous rejection by the

Senate of Mr. Reverdy Johnson’s treaty

with England, accompanied by Mr. Sum- '

ner’s speech as a commentary and illus

tration of that rejection, has undoubtedly

made a profound impression upon the '

English mind. It has, too, awakened

renewed attention among our own peo

ple to the subject—and a grave subject

it is—of our relations with that power.

It is vastly important that it should be

considered in the light of general prin

ciples, and determined on high and

statesmanlike grounds. Passion and

embittered feelings are uncertain and dan

gerous guides, even for private individ

uals, but for nations they point and they

lead inevitably to war.'

What. then, are the sources of our

criminations against England? They

are twofold — moral and legal. The

American people complain that when a

formidable rebellion was organized against

their government, the ruling classes of

England showed eager sympathy with

the rebels, encouraged and supported

them with their Godspeed, and in every

form and mode of speech vindicated

their cause ; that they did this after hav

ing for more than a quarter of a century

stimulated the agitation upon the subject

of slavery which brought on the tremen

dous contest between the North and the

South ; and that then, false to their pro

fessed principles, and only solicitous for

the disruption of a friendly power, they

rejoiced at and applauded the probable

establishment of a great slaveholding

confederacy. This complaint of the

American people is undoubtedly well

founded: it is the source of much of

the ill-feeling that exists in this country

against England; and should teach us

that it is vain to rely on the professed

friendship of a kindred people in those

great emergencies which, as they come

on all nations, are likely, in the future as

in the past, to come on us also. But is

j it a ground for international action or

I
l

1

reclamation? VVho ever heard of a na

tion being legally accountable for the

misapplied sympathy of its subjects or

citizens? True, a war might be waged

on that ground, but how impotent in the

forum of conscience and before the

tribunal of public opinion would be its

justification !

Apart, then, from the moral aspect of

the case, What is the foundation of our

legal claim ? Is it the Queen’s proclam

ation of neutrality “ between the govern

ment of the United States of America

and certain States styling themselves the

Confederate States of America?”

Mr. Sumner terms this a “ tremendous

concession,” “a fatal proclamation, which

insulted our national sovereignty and

struck at our unity as a nation,” and

which requires from England “ that pro

per satisfaction which a nation loving

justice cannot hesitate to offer.”

But can the case be thus assumed?

Is there no counter-statement? It is

easily averred, but can it be successfully

maintained, that the British proclamation

was unauthorized by international law?

Can it, indeed, be truthfully asserted that

no precedent can be found for it in the

action of our own government? We

think not. And if international law and

our own example justify the attitude

which England assumed toward the re

spective parties in our civil war, then,

on that ground, we are estopped from

making any claim or from demanding any

satisfaction.

That the proclamation of neutrality

was unexpected, that it was a surprise,

a startling event in the progress of our

troubles, that it mortified and irritated

our pride, and that it inflamed the hopes

of the enemy, need not be dwelt upon

here, because it is not a question whether

the act was agreeable to us, but whether

it was justified by law and established

precedent ? Besides, would it have been

less unexpected, less startling at any
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later period of the war? Mr. Sumner

complains that the proclamation was

“ launched when the rebellion was still

undeveloped ;” but would he have pre

ferred it after Bull Run, or after the bat

tles before Richmond, or after Pope’s

campaign, or after Fredericksburg or

Chancellorsville? But in point of fact

was the rebellion undeveloped at the

date of the proclamation ? It had formed

a government, commanded the willing

support of eight States, had suppressed

the authority of the United States within

its jurisdiction, had captured their dock

yards, forts, troops and munitions of war,

and exhibited a spirit, a power and re

sources which showed to European states

men more clearly than to our own appre

hension that the war was to be desperate

and long-continued. What the Supreme

Court said of it in their judgment in the

prize cases at the December term, 1862,

was applicable to it in May, 1861 : “ It

is,” said Judge Grier, speaking as the or

gan of the Court, “ no loose, unorganized

insurrection, having no defined boundary

or possession. It has a boundary marked

by lines of hostile bayonets, and which

can be crossed only by force: south of

this line is enemies’ territory, because it

is claimed and held in possession by an

organized, hostile and belligerent power.”

Here, then, was a case of hostilities

between a government de jure and a

government defaclo. And England was

to determine whether the seasonable

time had arrived to recognize this condi

tion of things, and to prescribe the rule

for the conduct of her subjects in their

relations, present and future, with the

parties to the strife. To those among

us who with sanguine hearts supposed

that the so-called Southern Confederacy

would be overwhelmed and disappear in

sixty or ninety days, her action seemed

precipitate, premature and uncalled-for;

and that original impression has even

survived the close of a gigantic war of

more than four years’ duration. But

the English Cabinet judged more coolly:

they perceived the magnitude of the con

test and foresaw its long continuance,

though not, as the event showed, its cer

tain result. They had to determine a

 
rule of action with regard to the block

ade of the Southern ports, and it was for

the interest of their commercial marine

that this should be done promptly. Un

doubtedly, it would have been more

deferential to the American government

if they had stayed their action until after

the arrival of our Minister, but, apart

from this, we are persuaded it would have

wounded our sensibilities much more

deeply had the proclamation been with

held, and been issued at almost any

subsequent period of the war. In the

hour of disaster it would have seemed

an offensive intervention and a mock at

our calamities.

All writers on the subject admit—Mr.

Adams in his official correspondence with

Earl Russell admits—that after the lapse

of A reasonable period a neutral state is

justified in recognizing the parties to a

civil war as belligerents. Indeed, there

is no principle of the law of nations

more clearly established than this, that

foreign powers are entitled to remain in

different spectators of the contest, and to

allow impartially both belligerents the

free exercise of those rights which war

gives to public enemies against each

other—such as the right of search, the

right of blockade, the right of capturing

contraband of war, as well as enemies’

property laden in neutral vessels. And

England, in acting on this principle,

avoided an implication in the struggle;

relieved us of all responsibility for acts

done or omitted to be done in the insur

gent territory with respect to the rights

or interests of her subjects; acknow

ledged the validity of our blockade, and

by consequence our right of belligerent

capture, and thus relieved us of the em

barrassing questions that might other

wise have arisen as to our right under.

existing treaties to close the Southern

ports to her commerce. As was said

by the Supreme Court in the prize cases,

“ After such an oflicial recognition by

the sovereign, a citizen of a foreign State

is estopped from denying the existence

of a war, with all its consequences, as

regards neutrals. They cannot ask a

court to affect a technical ignorance of

the existence of a war which all the
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world acknowledges, and thus cripple

the arm of the government and paralyze

its power by subtle definitions and in

genious sophisms.”

To Mr. Sumner’s demand, therefore,

of “ proper satisfaction,” England can

retort the law of nations, and moreover

illustrate her position by our own

practice.

Let us recur, for example, to the case

of Texas. In the year 1835 she was a

State of Mexico, with a meagre popula

tion, composed in good part of emigrants

from the United States. Being dissatis

fied with certain organic changes which

Santa Anna had effected in the govern

ment of Mexico, the Texans took up

arms to restore that government to its

original condition. In other words, they

pronounced for the constitution of 1824.

On the 3d day of October, 1835, the first

collision with the Mexican troops took

place in the neighborhood of Gonzales

on the Guadalupe. The Texans assem

bled an army(!) on that occasion of one

hundred and sixty-eight men—one hun

dred and eighteen infantry, fifty cavalry—

and one brass six-pounder. The Mexi

cans claimed a force of one hundred

men—all cavalry. The historian of

Texas (Yoakum) tells us that “ the

Texans opened the battle with their ar

tillery, and charged upon the enemy.

The latter soon fled in the direction of

Bexar, and the Texans returned to

Gonzales, where they arrived at two

o‘clock in the afternoon, well satisfied

with this first rencontre, and without

the loss of a man. The Mexicans had

a few killed. The ball of revolution was

now fairly put in motion.” At this time,

it will be observed, Texas had not de- '

clared its independence, and had not

even organized a provisional govern

ment, the different districts merely act

ing under the direction of Committees

of Safety. Her independence was not

declared until the 2d of March, 1836,

and a provisional government was not

established until the I 3th of November,

1835. Yet in this very month of No

vember the government of the United

States recognized this loose, unorgan

ized State—which had not yet proclaim- _

 

ed its independence, and was only fight

ing for the restoration of its former

privileges under the government of Mex

ico—as a belligerent power. This “ tre

mendous concession,” to use the lan

guage of Mr. Sumner, “ was general,

being 'applicable to the ocean and the

land, so that by (our) fiat they became

ocean belligerents as well as land

belligerents.”

And apparently the first use they

made of their ocean belligerency was to

capture one of our own vessels. For it

appears that in the following April the

American brig Pocket was arrested on

the high seas by the armed schooner

Invincible sailing under the flag of

Texas, and, on the allegation that she

was laden with provisions, stores and

munitions of war destined for the use

of the Mexican army under the command

of Santa Anna, was carried into Galves

ton, where the cargo was landed and the

vessel released. The American owners

and insurers looked upon this act of the

insurgent State as piracy, and they ap

pealed to Commodore Downs, who com

manded our naval forces in the Gulf, to

intercept the dangerous career of the

Invincible. The commodore, not yet

awake to the belligerent rights of Texas,

yielded to the suggestions that were

made to him, and gave orders to Com

mandant Taylor of the United States

ship VVarren to cruise for the Invincible,

and, if he fell in with her, to capture her

as a pirate and send her to New Orleans

for adjudication. Pursuant to these or

ders, the Invincible was captured on the

29th of April, with the principal part of

her crew. Both vessel and men were

sent to New Orleans, and delivered to

the civil authorities to he proceeded

against on the charge of piracy. Under

these circumstances the case was refer

red to the government at Washington,

and the Attorney-General, in his otficial

letter to the President, thus disposes

of it:

“When a civil war breaks out in a

foreign nation, and part of such nation

erects a distinct and separate govern

ment, and the United States, although

they do not acknowledge the independ
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belligerent rights to Texas.

. ence.

ence-of the new government, do yet

recognize the existence of a civil war,

our courts have uniformly regarded each

party as a belligerent nation in regard to

acts done jure bclli. . . . The exist

ence of a civil war between the people

of Texas and the authorities and people

of the other Mexican States was recog

nized by the President of the United

States at an early day in the month of

November last. Official notice of this

fact, and of the President’s intention to

preserve the neutrality of the United

States, was soon after given to the Mex

ican government. This recognition has

been since repeated by numerous acts

of the Executive, several of which had

taken place before the capture of the

Pocket. On the assumption that the

actors were aliens, the case is, therefore,

fairly brought within the principle above

stated, and the charge of piracy cannot

be sustained.”

Such was the action of the govern

ment of the United States in according

It may be

considered, indeed, an extreme example,

but it is undeniable that the United

States have always been foremost to

promptly assume the attitude of neu

trality between the parties to a civil war.

They were the first to recognize the

belligerent rights of the States of South

America when they revolted from Spain

and entered upon their war of independ

Their position with respect to

the parent State and the insurgents was

thus stated by the Supreme Court in the

case of the Santissima Trinidad: “ The

government of the United States has

recognized the existence of a civil war

between Spain and her colonies, and has

avowed her intention to remain neutral

between the parties, and to allow to each

the same rights of asylum and hospi

tality and intercourse. Each party is

therefore deemed by us a belligerent

nation, having, so far as concerns us,

the sovereign rights of war, and entitled

to be respected in the exercise of those

rights. We cannot interfere to the pre

judice of either belligerent without

making ourselves a party to the contest

and departing from the posture of neu

 
trality. All captures made by each

must be considered as having the same

validity, and all the immunities which

may be considered by public ships in

our ports under the law of nations, must

be considered as equally the right of

each, and as such must be recognized

by our courts of justice until Congress

shall prescribe a different rule. This is

the doctrine heretofore asserted by this

Court, and we see no reason to depart

from it.”

Such are the principles of law, and

such the practice of our own govern

ment, with respect to the recognition of

the parties to a civil war; and it seems

to follow as a necessary and certain de

duction from those principles and that

practice that we are precluded from call

ing in question England’s neutral posi

tion during the progress of our fierce

domestic strife.

But she gave welcome and hospitality

in her colonial ports to rebel cruisers!

It may be so. But by the law of nations

belligerent ships of war, with their prizes,

enjoy asylum in neutral ports for the

purpose of obtaining supplies or under

going repairs, according to the discretion

of the neutral sovereign, who may refuse

the asylum or grant it, under such con

ditions of duration, place and other cir

cumstances as he shall see fit, provided

he be strictly impartial in this respect

toward all the belligerent powers.

But the blockade-runners ! Have we

no ground of reclamation here? Mr.

Sumner says Yes. ‘* There is one form

that this war assumed,” he says, “ which

was incessant, most vexatious and costly,

besides being in itself a pasili1/e alliance

wit/t t/ze rebellion. It was that of block

ade-runners, openly equipped and sup

plied by England under the shelter of

that baleful proclamation. Constantly

leaving English ports, they stole across

the ocean and then broke the blockade.

These active agents of the rebellion

could be counteracted only by a network

of vessels stretching along the coast at

great cost to the country. Here is an

other distinct item, the amount of which

may be determined at the Navy De

partment.”
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As the blockade was instituted before

the proclamation was issued, and there

fore not in consequence of it, and as in

order to be valid it had to be effective,

we are unable to perceive on what

ground England could be held responsi

ble for the cost of maintaining it. If

Mr. Sumner means to suggest that if

neutrals had forborne to trade we might

have forborne to blockade, the sugges

tion would be intelligible, but at the same

time absurd. For it is well established

by the law of nations and by universal

usage that neutrals are under no moral

Obligation to abandon or abridge their

trade with the parties to a war. They

have a right to trade and the bellige

rents a right to capture. If captured in

an attempt to enter a blockaded port,

the only penalty a neutral trader incurs

is the judicial condemnation of his ship

and cargo. A trade by a neutral, there

fore, to a blockaded port, or in articles

contraband of war, is a lawful trade,

though a trade, from necessity, subject

to inconvenience and loss. As was

justly observed by that distinguished

jurist, Dr. Lushington, in the case of

the Helen: “A belligerent has not a

shadow of right to require more than

universal usage has given to him, and

has no pretence to say to the neutral,

‘You shall help me to enforce my bellig

erent right by curtailing your own free

dom of commerce, and making that ille

gal by your own law which was not so

before.’ ” The Supreme Court and the

executive government of the United

States have in repeated instances as

serted the same doctrine—namely, the

unrestricted right of neutrals to trade

with the powers at war.

When, during the civil war between

Spain and Buenos Ayres, the Spanish

consul at Norfolk intervened in our

courts and claimed that certain Spanish

property, which had been captured and

brought within the jurisdiction of the

United States by the lndependencia del

Sud, a public vessel sailing under the

flag and commission of Buenos Ayres,

should be restored, on the ground that

the belligerent cruiser had been origi

nally equipped, armed and manned as a

‘lot_. 1v.—s

 

vessel of war in the port of Baltimore,

the Supreme Court, speaking through

Judge Story, said: “There is nothing

in our laws, or in the law of nations, that

forbids our citizens from sending armed

vessels, as well as munitions of war, to

foreign ports for sale. It is a commer

cial adventure which no nation is bound

to prohibit, and which only exposes the

persons engaged in it to the penalty of

confiscation.”

When Mexico complained of the aid

given by our citizens to Texas, Mr.

Webster, in his official character of

Secretary of State, thus replied: “ If it

be true that citizens of the United States

have been engaged in a commerce by

which Texas, an enemy of Mexico, has

been supplied with arms and munitions

of war, the government of the United

States nevertheless was not bound to

prevent it, could not have prevented it

without a manifest departure from the

principles of neutrality, and is in no

wise answerable for the consequences.”

Subsequently, during the Crimean war,

when the trade of the United States with

all the belligerents was both active and

profitable, it became necessary for the

then Attorney-General of the United

States, Mr. Caleb Cushing, again to de

fine our neutral rights of trade. In an

official opinion on that occasionhe says:

“It is no departure from neutrality for

the citizens of a neutral State to sell to

belligerents gunpowder, arms, munitions,

or any articles of merchandise contra

band of war, or for the merchant ships

of a neutral State to transport the troops

or military munitions of either bellige

rent; and in the present war supplies

of gunpowder or other articles contra

band of war, and military transportation,

have been furnished of lawful right by

citizens of the United States to each of

the belligerents, but more especially and

in larger proportions to Great Britain

and France.”

If we are to challenge England to a

contest, let it be on grounds that we can

maintain, and not on grounds where the

law of nations and our own practice

would alike condemn us. Her procla

mation of neutrality and her contraband
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trade, however rank and offensive they

may seem in the eye of rhetoric, are in

the light of law and usage perfectly de

fensible. The weak point in her armor

is the building, equipment and escape of

the Alabama. That vessel was not built

with a view to be sent to a Southern

port as a commercial adventure, but as a

warlike agent to be employed forthwith

as a belligerent cruiser. This was in

violation of the municipal law of Eng

land—a violation of her neutrality which

she was bound to prevent, and which it

would seem she might have prevented,

had it not been for the tardy and feeble

and ineffectual action of her authorities.

On this ground we seek reparation; and

although our courts have held that where

vessels have been illegally fitted out in

our ports by a belligerent, or have ille

gally augmented their force therein, the

United States fulfilled their duty if they

restored any prizes such vessels brought

within their jurisdiction, yet this is not

the whole duty of the neutral State

where the neutral government itself is

implicated in the escape of vessels fitted

and equipped in its ports in violation of

its neutrality.

We insist that in the escape of the

Alabama there was such negligence on

the part of the British government as

makes that government responsible for

the subsequent depredations of that

vessel.

England, on the contrary, maintains

 

that her government acted in good faith

and with reasonable diligence in enfor

cing her laws for the preservation of her

neutrality, and that if her subordinate

oflicials failed in capacity or diligence, she

cannot be held responsible for acts done

by the Alabama out of her jurisdiction.

Here is a case involving questions of

law and questions of fact, and it seems

to us a case eminently proper for arbi

tration. If, however, we who proposed

arbitration now reject it, and advance pre

posterous pretensions, such as that Eng-.

land is responsible not only for the actual

losses sustained by our shipping from

the career of the Alabama, but for all

the indirect, remote and possible conse

quences which passion may attribute to

that career, then we may set our house

in order, and, having just emerged from

a terrible civil war, prepare again to lay

our offerings upon the altar of that tre

mendous divinity. But we should weigh

well the pretext and the consequences

of such a momentous act. “ War,” in the

language of Henry Clay, “is such a dread

ful scourge, and so shakes the founda

tions of society, overturns or changes the

character of governments, interrupts or

destroys the pursuit of private happiness

—brings, in short, misery and wretched

ness in so many forms—and at last is, in

its issue, so doubtful and hazardous, that

nothing but dire necessity can justify an

appeal to arms.”

HENRY FLANDERS.

THE ART OF GETTING TO SLEEP.

HAVE suffered so much, occasion

ally, throughout life from inability to

go to sleep that I propose to give the

results of my experiments to correct this

infirmity; which experiments have some

times been successful.

I heartily concur with Sancho Panza

in his ejaculation: “ Blessed be the man

who invented sleep! It covereth one

all over like a blanket ;’ yet I would add.

“ Thrice blessed be he that shall invent

a way of getting to sleep!” To the

weary and wretched, calm, quiet, pro

found sleep is the most desirable and

indispensable of all Nature’s gifts; while

to be vexed and tantalized with inability

to sleep, when both mind and body re

quire that gentle restorative, is the most
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harassing and intolerable of all pains.

Almost every great poet of ancient and

modern times has eulogized sleep in

glowing and beautiful language; and

many of them have depicted with great

power and admirable felicity the tortur

ing anguish of long-continued, restless

wakefulness. No author. however, I be

lieve, has proposed moral remedies for

the infirmity of wakefulness where it has

become a mere habit, not traceable or

referable either to moral or physical

causes. One-third of life is, or should

be, spent in sleep, and sleeping is quite

as indispensable to our health, happiness

and very existence as eating. The sub

ject has certainly not received the atten

tion which it merits. ’Tis true, meta

physicians and physiologists have written

a great many very ingenious and enter

taining essays on sleep and dreams, but

none have treated the subject in a prac

tical, common-sense, useful way.

I suffered more in youth from the in

firmity of wakefulness than I have in

more advanced life, because I am less

carried away by elation at good fortune

and less depressed by bad fortune, and

hence less the slave of either agreeable

or painful thought.

I had in early life a friend and neigh

bor much older than myself, who was

remarkable for his naive simplicity of

character, and equally remarkable for

the variety and multiplicity of his attain

ments, or, to speak more accurately, of

his pretensions to knowledge. He was

ever ready, earnest and sincere in giving

advice to everybody on every subject

and in every calling, although he signally

failed in all his own undertakings, be

cause, having learned a little of every

thing, he had not had time to bestow

’sufficient attention on any one thing to

acquire a practical mastery of it. Yet

he was a man of decided genius, and the

least suspicious, most candid and most un

sophisticated human being I ever knew.

He is no more, and I shall ne’er see his

like again! I cannot add, “ We could

have better spared a better man,” for in

many respects I never knew a better

man.

To proceed with my story. While

 yet a boy, being often troubled with wake

fulness, I used to resort to thisfadolum

friend to prescribe for me a preventive

or a remedy. He readily undertook my

case, and his first advice was, that when

troubled with my infirmity I should

count a hundred or more, slowly and

deliberately. I tried the prescription,

and at first it succeeded admirably in

putting me to sleep, but after a while I

counted unconsciously and instinctively,

without effort of attention or exercise

of the will, and was as much troubled

with harassing thoughts on other sub

jects as if I was not engaged at all in

counting.

I went back to my friend, and again

laid before him the state of my case.

He was as ready with advice as on the

former occasion: “You must count hun

dreds backward, descending to the unit,

instead of beginning at it.” lat once

saw the philosophy of the advice, and

resolved to follow it. For a long while

the effort of attention exercised in count

ing backwzn;d kept off all other thoughts,

yet was not in itself of so disturbing a

nature as to keep off sleep. Indeed, like

the monotonous sound of a mill, of gentle

rain or the falls of a river, it invited and

allured to sleep. But when I became

proficient at counting backward, and

could begin at a thousand and count

back to the unit without thought, effort

or conscious attention, my old trains of

disturbing and harassing thought again

obtruded themselves, and I was as wake

ful as ever.

Again I laid my complaint before my

learned friend. He was not at all non

plussed or at a loss on the occasion,

although he admitted my case was a hard

one. “When disagreeable thoughts ha

rass you and keep you awake, expel them

by resolutely determining to think of

nothing but your big toes.” Well, now

I thought I had found out a sure spe

cific, for any man who could think of

nothing but his big toes (provided they

were not diseased) ought to be able to

fall to sleep as easily as Sancho Panza,

or a darkey on a sunny hillside in har

vest'time. For a while the effbrt to fol

low this novel prescription was of some
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service in diverting my mind from more

disquieting and painful reflections; but

the thing was too ridiculous to be prac

ticed long. At this time I had begun to

practice at the bar with a distinguished

jurist, who could sleep where, when and

as long or short a time as he pleased.

He slept as sweetly amid the noise of a

court-room, when he was not engaged

in the business going on,- as on his pil

low at midnight; and habitually took

cat-naps in his buggy as he drove to and

from courts. Surely,l thought, he at

least can teach me the art of getting

to sleep. At almost every court I was

engaged in argument on the same side,

or on different sides of the same cause.

VVe usually slept at night in the same

room, or rather went to bed in the same

room—he to fall instantly to sleep, and I

to toss and turn all night, tormented with

useless trains of argument about causes

already decided and disposed of.

Bonaparte himself had not more per

fect command of his attention and train

of thought than had our learned friend.

When done with a subject, he never in

dulged in useless regrets, but at once

concentred all thought on the next

business that claimed his attention, and,

like Napoleon, when it was time to go

to sleep he seemed to dismiss all

thought and go to sleep off-hand, by

merely willing to do so. Indeed, he

was the Napoleon of the bar; and this

facility of going to sleep was only one

of the exemplifications of his great self

control and wonderful power of con

centring thought and attention on such

subjects only as he pleased. To cite a

favorite saying of Napoleon’s, “ Ex

tremes meet:” great men go to sleep

readily because, at pleasure, they can

command and banish thought. \Veak

men go to sleep with equal readiness, be

cause they scarcely think at all. He who

sleeps readily, healthfully and soundly is

a happier and more fortunate man than

the king on his throne who is tortured

by continued watchfulness.

“Then, happy low, lie down:

Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown.”

I asked my friend how he managed

 

always to fall asleep so easily. He said:

“ Nothing is more easy if you but firmly

resolve, after going to bed, to remain

perfectly quiet, and never turn from side

to side or move a limb.” I tried to fol

low his advice, and succeeded some

times in getting to sleep by the pre

scribed means, but at other times found

it impossible to lie still, although I per

ceived that the oftener I turned in bed

the more restless and wakeful I became,

until each limb seemed to have a distinct

vitality, and every fibre of my flesh to

be harassed and perturbed by restless

care and anxiety. How hopeless we be

come when we hear the cocks crowing

and see the day breaking after a sleep

less night! We feel that we must spend

a day of nervous wretchedness. and that

we are equally unfitted for business and

for taking our part in cheerful associa

tions. We look, for all the world, as if

we were oppressed with a guilty con

science, or had lost a fortune or a friend.

And, worst of all, everybody is wonder

ing at us, and whispering suspicions that

something dreadful has suddenly befallen

us. We thus not only suffer at night

from wakefulness, but suffer still more

the succeeding day from nervousness

and dejection of spirits.

One thing I learned from keeping

still in bed and watching my limbs to

prevent their moving, which was an ad

vance in the art of getting to sleep. I

discovered that my limbs went to sleep

first, and my brain and mind last. Sooth

ing and delightful is the sensation when

quietude, repose and sleep take the place

of restlessness in my limbs. Attention

to my sensations will enable me to tell

readily when sleep has fallen upon my

legs and arms, and one may trace it as

it spreads and diffuses over the whole

body, until it finally settles upon the

brain, when sleep becomes complete and

thought and attention cease. It is easy

and agreeable to think of nothing but

my limbs when I find that they have

fallen, or are falling, asleep; and then

the absence of all disturbing thought is

apt to superinduce perfect sleep and

“steep my senses in forgetfulness.” On

reference to scientific works, I find that
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this theory of mine is sustained by

learned authority.

Not only do my limbs go to sleep

first, but they also awake first. When

disengaged from business, and wrapt in

thought or reverie, I often unconsciously

keep up a quivering, vibratory motion

with my right foot. Very commonly,

when I awake in the morning, I find

that this foot has preceded me, and is

assiduously engaged “in cutting the

pigeon wing,” or, to speak more accu

rately, Mhe humming-bird wing,” for

its rapid vibratory motion much resem

bles that of the wings of that bird as it

rests in mid-air while sipping honey

from every flower.

Except under the influence of opiates

or intoxicating liquors, or of great fatigue

and physical exhaustion, I doubt whe

ther sleep ever wholly suspends the ope

rations of the mind. It is only under

such circumstances, in my opinion, that

I cease to dream. Sleep then becomes

a sort of asphyxia, or suspension at least

of intellectual life as well a§ of animal

life. Volition ceasing, nothing remains

but man’s vegetable life; for respiration,

circulation of the blood and other invol

untary movements, belong equally to

plants and animals. In sleep-walking

and sleep-talking the whole body is often

awake, and many of the faculties of the

mind; for men thus affected will carry

on conversations, conduct arguments,

and some have been known to write

learned and able essays ; yet when they

awake they never recollect what they

did or said in their sleep. Their sleep,

in some respects, is of the most perfect

and profound character, although all the

faculties of their bodies, and most of those

ofthe mind, are wide awake. This brings

me to another consideration. Is it not

possible, by effort and long practice, to

keep some of the faculties of the mind

awake and standing sentinel over the

rest of the mental faculties and over the

body while they sleep, but ready to

arouse them at the approach of danger,

or when duty requires that they shall

awake? I think that savages and serv

ants at hotels, and soldiers and sailors,

 
can learn to sleep in this partial way.

Indeed, any one who predetermines on

going to sleep to awake at a certain but

unusual hour is almost certain to suc

ceed in doing so. Who ever was asleep

when the servant called him toprepare

to leave by an early stage? The “art

of getting to sleep” should include the

art of sleeping lightly and partially when

occasion requires. _

Power of self-control, more than any

thing else, distinguishes those who suc

ceed in life from those who fail, and espe

cially distinguishes the truly great man

from the mere wayward child of genius,

who is the slave of passion and propen

sity. He who learns to go to sleep by

resolutely controlling his thoughts and

movements has acquired a mastery over

himself that will be of infinite service

throughout the whole conduct of life.

Wakefulness is often a mere moral or

mental infirmity, which any healthy man,

by resolute exertion, may mitigate, if not

entirely correct. Yet the attempt to cure

this weakness or infirmity should not

be postponed until manhood. It should

begin in youth as a part of education,

while mind and body are yet in the plas

tic state. Children should be taught

how to get to sleep, how to regulate the

hours of sleep, and how to sleep on a

plank as well as on the most downy bed

surrounded “ with all the means and ap

pliances to boot.”

Those who never suffer from want

of sleep know not the luxury of sleep.

Those who never slept on the cold, wet,

hard earth, with a stone for a pillow,

cannot enjoy a warm room and feather

bed. All such will think that I have

chosen a very trivial and uninteresting

subject. But those who, from any cause,

have been deprived in great measure of

the blessing of sleep, will be attracted

by the title of my subject, however much

they be disappointed in my want of

ability in its treatment. As a branch

of philosophy and a part of educational

training it merits some attention. As

yet, so far as I know, it has received

none.

GEORGE FITZHUGH.
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HE able article in the present Num

ber on the annexation feeling in

Nova Scotia will convince the reader

that the dissatisfaction felt by our neigh

bors on the north and east with their

present unnatural position is neither

slight nor temporary. The extent of

the movement is indicated not only by

the facts presented in the paper referred

to, but also by the number of newspapers

which favor the idea ofindependence and

ultimate incorporation with the United

States. They are as follows: in Nova

Scotia, the Easlern Chronicle, Free

Press, Um’om’sl and Morning Chronicle ;

in New Brunswick, the SI. I7ohn G1abe

and the St. Croix Courier; in Prince

Edward Island, the /Vort/z Star and Pro

gress; and in Canada, all the French

papers, without, we believe, a single ex

ception. In Nova Scotia, where the

desire for annexation is strongest, a

convention was called to meet in Hall

fax about the middle of June, 1869, the

nominal object of which was to consult

upon the policy to be pursued by the

party which advocates a repeal of the

union with Canada.

meeting will probably be to rouse such

a desire for annexation that in the next

election in the Province it will be the

issue before the people. Suppose that

a majority should decide for a repeal of

the union with Canada and for the inde

pendence of the Province, with a view

to applying for admission into the United

States—what would happen? Simply,

that they would be received here with -

open arms ; and the United States would

gain a territory unsurpassed in natural

resources by any of equal extent on this

continent, and inhabited by three hun

drcd and fifty thousand freemen of the

same blood and language as ourselves.

England, though she would properly re

sent the forcible annexation of her col

onies, would probably interpose no ob

The effect of this ‘

 

jection to their voluntary incorporation

into the United States. The question

is emphatically one to be settled by

the people of Nova Scotia themselves;

and should they settle it in the affirma

tive, the world may make up its mind

that the marriage will take place. It is

the young folks on this side of the At

lantic, and not the old ones, who decide

these questions. In the present case,

though the lassie feels a natural reluc

tance to quit her father’s house. Nova

Scotia is apparently framing her lips to

sing a certain ballad taught her by Auld

Scotia:

“Though father and mithcr and a’ should gang mad,

Oh whistle, and I’ll come to you, my lad !”

In plain words, there is reason to think

that only a little encouragement from

this side is needful to induce that Pro

vince to take the momentous step. Shall

the United States give her that encour

agement ? Yes l a thousand times, yes !

Let the people of Nova Scotia and New

Brunswick understand that if they ask

admission into the Union they will be

heartily welcomed.

. . . We think the inquirer into the

causes of American Anglophobia need

seek no farther than the immutable law

of human nature. Nations, like individ

uals, are far more prone to resent per

sonal insults than real injuries. A man

will be slow to forgive the person who

has mocked at his calamity and jeered

at him in the hour of trouble, while in

the depths of his magnanimity he might

yet find pardon for the foe who defrauded

him of his wealth or thwarted his plans

of ambition. It is not the action of the

British government so much as the at

titude of the British people that has ex

asperated the popular mind in America.

When we recall the gratuitous gibes

leveled at us by most of the leading

English newspapers, and some of the
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leading English statesmen, the cartoons

of Pum:h and Fun, the mockery and in

sults that were heaped upon our country

and our cause at every turn, we must in

deed be more than mortal did we not

now remember and somewhat resent the

past. The friendly feeling and warm

cordiality that exist in this country to

ward Russia do not spring from the

actual benefits bestowed on us by that

power, but are born of a thousand acts

of graceful courtesy and kindliness to

individual travelers, as well as to the

representatives of the nation. Now it

is a painful fact that during the disas

trous years of the war, travelers from

the Northern States. whose fortune it

was to sojourn in England, were sub

jected to a myriad petty insults, which

from their very minuteness it was equally

impossible to resent or to endure with‘

patience. The British government, it

is true, refused to recognize the Con

federacy, and on that one virtue of omis

sion the London journals greatly plume

themselves, and would fain see their

many sins of commission forgotten.

But who that was in Great Britain dur

ing the bitter days of 1864 can doubt

that if a popular vote had then been

taken on the question of the recogni

tion of the Southern Confederacy, the

result would have shown a large and

enthusiastic majority in favor of such

recognition ?

If any one wishes to obtain a cor

rect idea of the state of public feeling in

Great Britain during our late civil war,

let him turn to the contemporaneous

pages of Punch. The speeches of

prominent statesmen and the editorials

of the leading newspapers may to-day be

disclaimed as the utterances of party

prejudice or the effusions of an exasper

ated and privileged class. But Punclz

is nothing if not the mirror held up to

public opinion—on all questions of for

eign policy especially. No one can turn

the pages over which presides the grin

ning hunchback of Fleet street without

seeing therein displayed the state of

popular feeling respecting Poland, Italy,

Denmark, Russia, and, above all, the

United States. From the first cartoon

 
of the series relating to the war in Amer

ica, wherein “ Miss Carolina” (depicted

as a raw-boned virago) “asserts her

right to wollop her nigger,” down to

the last, wherein the Northern gladiator,

equipped as a retian’us, throws his net

over his adversary and cries “I-labet!”

there is no real sympathy or kindly feel

ing for either side expressed therein.

The Northerners are fratricides, cowards,

liars, braggarts, naughty boys, whom

Mother Britannia intends to whip some

day—impertinent blusterers whom John

Bull will shortly feel called upon to chas

tise soundly; while the Southerners are

negro-whippers and ruffians; and both

sides are madmen and fools fighting

about the universal nigger. In one pic

ture, the American gladiators stand

equipped for combat before a negro em

peror and a grinning circle of negro spec

tators; in another, entitled the “ Amer

ican juggernaut’s Car,” the Americans

are depicted as flinging themselves to be

crushed under the mighty wheels of a

monster cannon. Here John Bull calls

to the two bad boys, the North and the

South, “I don’t care twopence for your

noise, but if you throw stones at my

windows, I must thrash you bot/z;” and

there Columbia gazes mournfully on a

map of the United States rent hopelessly

in twain, while Britannia remarks: “ You

will find it very hard to join that neatly.”

The wish was father, England, to that

thought! Occasionally, as the varying

fortune of War bids victory incline to one

or the other of the combatants, a gentle

pat is given to the more successful of the

two, but a vicious dig is pretty sure to

follow immediately thereafter. Late in the

summer of 1864, Lord Palmerston is re

presented as looking smilingly on Jeffer

son Davis, while Punch jogs his elbow

and says, significantly, “ Don’t you mean

to recognize him .7" Yet before the

spring of 1865 is over Punch calls on

Britannia to weep with Columbia over

the corpse of Lincoln, and becomes

highly sympathetic when sympathy is no

longer either useful or welcome.

The fact is, that the attitude of John

Bull during the late civil war resem

bled very strongly that of Iago antici
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pating the encounter between Cassio and

Roderigo:

“ Now whether he kill Cassio,

Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other,

Every way makes my gain.“

Shall we carry the simile farther, and

speak of the half-drawn sword held ready

to give a mortal thrust to the weaker of

the two combatants?

In the long run the truth is always

wholesome, and it is only after a full

statement of the causes of offence on

either side that a basis of permanent

reconciliation can be reached. Just now

the exasperation is great on both sides

of the Atlantic, but there is no danger

of war. The English have no desire

for hostilities, and, though our claims

for payment for the damage done by

the Alabama will never be abandoned,

we can afford to wait. Time works al

ways in our favor. Our first and most

pressing duties are to recuperate our

energies after an exhausting civil war,

to bring about a more cordial and per

fect union among ourselves, and, above

all, to restore the national finances to a

healthy condition.

. . . In the latter work gratifying pro

gress is making. The enormous volume

of demand liabilities of the government

having been safely funded, with the ex

ception of fifty or sixty millions of three

per cent. certificates, Secretary Boutwell

has very properly commenced the pur

chase of United States securities, with a

view of establishing a sinking fund.

This is indeed his duty under the law,

the appropriation to this object out of

the customs duties of a sum equal to

one per cent. per annum of the principal

of the debt being a part of the contract

with the national creditor. In view of

this fact, we were a little surprised to

see in The 1Vation a reflection upon the

Secretary of the Treasury for selling

gold, “simply because the coin accumu

lation in the Treasury frightens him, or

because he thinks an absurd law of

Congress relating to an impossible

sinking fund, never put in practice, never

understood by those who made it, must

be more imperative on him than on his

predecessors, who disregarded it with

 

the unanimous consent of the people.”

The Law is imperative on all; and if it

was disregarded by Secretary l\lcCulloch,

it was because of the embarrassments of

the Treasury, and the overwhelming im

portance of providing for the seven

thirties and the compound-interest notes.

These having been funded, and a sur

plus revenue existing, there is no excuse

for not establishing the sinking fund,

though in the absence of law it would

certainly be more desirable to apply the

savings of the nation to the cancellation

of the three per cent. certificates. The

Secretary of the Treasury will probably

attack these next. Indeed it is for the

interest of the banks themselves that

the amount of the certificates should be

gradually reduced. The interest-bearing

reserve of the National banks is too

large in proportion to their greenback

reserve, and it is high time that both

they and the government should get into

a stronger position. If the nation is to

be prepared for foreign complications,

such as are always liable to arise, it is

indispensable to make some movement,

however slow, toward contraction and a

return to specie payments.

Art and artists afford generally matter

for a little gossip, and there seems to be

in the antagonism now existing between

the Philadelphia artists and the Academy

of Fine Arts a fair field for a few honest

words, gossip or otherwise. It is claim

ed by those most interested in the pecu

niary success of the Academy that there

are now on exhibition in its galleries

“ dozens of first-class pictures” by our

artists. Notoriously, this is not the

case: Philadelphia’s best men are hard

ly represented at all, and there is scarce

ly a good picture now hanging in the

Academy halls by a Philadelphia artist.

Most of those exhibited are not worth

the frames in which they are hung. This

may be an unpalatable truth, but truth it

is. If the progress of Art in this city

be there fully represented, woe betide

poor Art! The Directors seem desirous

to place the artists in the position of

ungrateful children, who, after having

been reared and trained in the Academy,
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now desert her, the “ Alma Mater” of

their youthful days. Such does not seem

to be (after a careful investigation of the

history of our artists) the truth: no

artist whose name adds to the lustre of

our city, or whose works are known be

yond its limits, has ever drawn or studied

in the Academy. All have made their

studies abroad or in private studios in

this city. The efforts of the artists

hitherto exhibiting, the result of many

years of painful study, have been used

by the Directors as a means (given by

the artists gratuitously) to swell the im

portance of the annual exhibitions and

the amount of the annual receipts. But

they are carefully excluded from the

management of the affairs of the institu

tion, and have no sufficient voice in its

councils. Their pictures are accepted

and hung anyhow and where, and the

galleries of the Academy, except during

the spring exhibition, let to salesmen

who profit by the inexperience of our pic

ture-buyers. This is a scandal. Good

foreign art is ever welcome, and most

of all to artists, but bad foreign work

should never have a place on the walls

of an Academy devoted “to the advance

ment of Art in Pennsylvania.” So far

Gossip says. He has not a wish but to

increase the love of Art among us, and

to see an advance in the appreciation of

good Art by its patrons and producers.

. . . The triumphs of the ballet and

the Opera Bouffe are at an end, and

such many-legged monsters as the Wlzite

Fawn no longer frisk over the stages

of our theatres and opera-houses. The

realm of dramatic art sees its legitimate

sovereign restored to the throne, and

the lively usurpers who have swayed

the sceptre there so long are folding

away their disused robes and laying

aside their crowns, preparatory to va

cating the scene of their former tri

umphs. Burlesque maintains a feeble

sway in New York, by reason of the

army of golden-haired Amazons it has

summoned to its aid ; but even the grace,

the beauty and the vivacity of Lydia

Thompson will not long render tolerable

the stupid jokes and inane vulgarities of

this very silly species of dramatic enter

 
tainment; which, lacking the wit, the

sparkle, the lively music and inimitable

acting of the opera boutfe, and the grace

and poetic element Jf the ballet, has

contrived to combine all their objection

able features.

It is a significant fact that, last month,

the largest income returned by any of the

New York theatres was that given in by

Booth’s theatre, and this in spite of

the rival attracti0ns'of British blondes,

French can-can and cosmopolitan legs.

A few weeks ago a mere handful of peo

ple were assembled to witness Tostée’s

farewell performance of Boulotte in Barbe

Blew, whilea few blocks away a crowd

ed and enthusiastic audience applauded

the Othello of Edwin Adams and the

Iago of Edwin Booth.

The production of Romeo and .‘7ulz’et

and of ()thella at Booth’s theatre has

been an era in the history of the drama

in America. All that taste, intellect and

lavish expenditure could effect has been

done to give these gems of Shakespeare’s

genius as worthy a setting as possible.

In the latter play, from the splendid coun

cil-chamber, thoroughly Venetian in archi

tecture and decorations, where a royally

robed and majestic Doge together with

a grave, imposing-looking Senate listened

to Othello’s defence, to the last scene of

all, the dim, tapestried apartment, with the

moonlight streaming through the gilded

lattice, and one lamp flinging its faint

rays on the couch where slumbered Des

demona, the scenic effects were marvel

ously artistic and illusory. The acting

was beyond all praise. The artist hand

of the master had filled in the subordin

ate figures as carefully and as well as the

gorgeous background, and Cassio, Rod

erigo and Brabantio were each perfect

in his way. The Othello of Edwin

Adams was superb, and Miss McVickars

as Desdemona was charming in her wo

manly sweetness and tenderness. The

Iago of Edwin Booth is the finest on

the modern stage. He brings to his

personation of the Italian fiend the same

physical fitness that lends such a charm

to his Hamlet, and the dusky, expressive

eyes, graceful form and mobile features

adapt themselves as easily to the em
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bodiment of the wily “ancient” as to

that of the melancholy Dane. It is a

fearful picture, terrible in its perfection,

its intensity and its awful reality; and

we shrink before the baleful glitter of

those flashing eyes, the serpent hiss that

lingers in those silken tones, the panther

suppleness of that gliding form, as though

the evil soul of Iago really inhabited the

shape before us. Booth has changed his

mode of acting the finale. Formerly,

lago, fainting, dying, but still uncon

quered, was led from the apartment at

the words, “ Come, bring him away.”

Now, more in accordance with the text,

the officers lead Iago to the background,

where he remains, drooping and motion

less and almost unseen, till Othello stabs

himself. Then life seems to return to

his failing frame in one fierce rush of

gratified hate and satiate vengeance.

He breaks from his guards, rushes for

ward, and, as Othello falls dead at his

feet, he towers over him erect, awful and

exulting, terrible and malignant as a tri

umphing demon.

“ This is better than Fleur de The’

and the Forty T//ievcs,” said a friend to

us as we withdrew. And we agreed

with him.

One of Philadelphia’s oldest and most

respected citizens, Dr. James Rush, son

of Dr. Benjamin Rush, signer of the

Declaration of Independence, died on

the 26th May last, at the age of eighty

four. Dr. Rush was known elsewhere

by his original and valuable treatise on

the Philamphy of tlze Human Vaice.

He was also the author of some poems,

and in 1865 he published in two volumes

his Analysz': of the flmmm Inlellect.

Personally, he was an agreeable com

panion, fond of speculative reasoning,

and a good converser: his habits of late

were retired, though during the lifetime

of Mrs. Rush, who was well known for

her far-reaching and splendid hospital

ities, he mingled genially at his own

house with the best society which could

be brought together from every section

of this country and from abroad. The

writer remembers Dr. Rush when he

was a young practitioner in his full

career as a popular physician, driving his

well-appointed yellow gig, with his color

ed servant in a gay hat and rosette.

I-Ie mairried a daughter of Jacob Ridg

way, then one of two or three Philadel

phia millionaires. Mr. Ridgway had

been American consul at Antwerp during

a portion of Bonaparte’s mad career, and

had opportunities of trade which he em

braced to the great advantage of his

firm, then Smith & Ritlgway. His

daughters and son thus resided and

were educated abroad. On Mr. Ridg

way’s return to this country he engaged

largely in the purchase of real estate

and in building; the property thus ac:

quired has vastly increased in value, and

at Mrs. Rush’s death she devised her

estate to her husband.

It is of Dr. Rush’s disposal of this

splendid estate that we wish more par

ticularly to speak: it is the most munif

icent donation to a literary institution

which we can recall—not equal in amount

to Girard’s for his college, but one which

will always be quoted, among the lovers

of books, as evidence of liberality no

less than of a scholarly appreciation of

the value of literature. It amounts to

about a million of dollars, invested main

ly in improving real estate. The Doctor

purchased, a short time before his death,

a square of ground, on Broad street, for

the site of a fire-proof building of gran

ite, in the Doric style of architecture,

for the use of the Library Comjnzny of

Philade/;>hia, founded by Franklin and

his friends of the Junto. Our city must

now take its proper position as the

students’ home.

We may fairly take it for granted that

many of our readers have never even

met with the name of RAMIE. We can

assure them, however, that it is well

worthy their attention. When properly

prepared for the loom or the spinner,

this new fibre is beautifully white, soft

and glossy, closely resembling floss silk ;

longer and finer in the staple than Sea

Island cotton, and as strong, it is said,

as the best flax: it receives readily the

most brilliant dyes. It has been re

peatedly spoken of as an usurper likely
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to dethrone King Cotton; but ladies

pronounce it rather more apt to intrude

itself among the webs of silk and alpaca

and the finest wools. It has indeed

been used extensively in making the ele

gant and lustrous goods known as Jap

anese silk. Within two years past sev

eral firms in England, and especially

Messrs. Wade & Son, of Bradford, have

succeeded in bringing the fibre into a

state resembling the best mohair or finest

worsted. One of our country editors,

who seems to know as much of the mat

ter as we do, says: “ We understand

the new spring fabric for ladies’ wear,

leno what is leno ?), is in part of this

new bre.” The plant belongs to the

hemp and nettle tribe, and ought not to

be confounded, as it has been, with

the China grass. Its botanical name is

Ba*h/neria teuau'ssima. A native of

Java, it was carried to the Garden of

Plants in Paris, where it attracted in the

hothouse the attention of M. Rozel, who

conceived an enthusiastic idea of its ca

pabilities and value. He went to Java,

and spent a year in studying its nature

and culture. Struggling with great dif

ficulties, he at last succeeded in getting

up a thriving plantation of it in Mexico:

he makes five crops in a year, and has

invented machinery by which the stalks

are converted within twenty-four hours

after cutting into skeins of pure white

and silk-like fibres, ready for spinning—

“ stronger than hemp, as fine and white

and twice as durable as linen, and pro

duced more abundantly than cotton.”

In 1865, M. Rozel took to England over

five thousand pounds, which he sold at

double the price of the best cotton. It

has been introduced into the United

States, and it is said to be suited to the

climate of all the South as far as the

Potomac. Some experiments in raising

it have been made by Mr. Deitz, we are

told, of Chambersburg, and a few roots

are under the care of a gentleman in

Delaware. If it will hear our winter, it

will be invaluable. Mr. Bruckner, who

cultivates it in Louisiana, and keeps a

depot for it in New Orleans, says that

h our fibre is even finer than that of

Java, and the yield per acre is greater.

 

It can be harvested three times a year,”

bids defiance to worms and weather, and

is “ the most profitable of all crops to

the planter.” An experiment is making

this year with it in Spartanburg, South

Carolina, where the climate resembles

that of the seaboard of the Middle States.

It is cut with an ordinary sugar-cane

knife, a little below the ground, when

the stem is about six or eight feet high.

The planter makes his crop marketable

by hackling it with a simple machine

similar to the ordinary flax-breaker, does

it up in hanks and packs it in bales like

cotton. To prepare it for the spinner,

some chemical processes and special

machinery are required. A manufactory

for this purpose is now being erected in

New Orleans. We trust that ramie will

constitute a profitable addition to our list

of American staples.

Unwilling Nature is conquered at

last. Within the past month the ban

ners of enterprising civilization have

been crowned with a double victory.

First, the Pacific Railroad is completed.

Second, and greatest triumph, Cuffee’s

wool is to be straightened out. Read,

0 ye incredulous! the following adver

tisement from a Washington paper, and

tell us, if you can, what niche in her

temple of Fame shall the grateful na

tion reserve for a statue of this ca

pillary Columbus ? What alcove. in that

mausoleum of human ingenuity, the

Patent Office, shall preserve this pre

cious panacea ?-—

E U T H U N I K A .

COLORED PEOPLE’S FRIEND.

The design of this article is to

RENDER WOOLLY HAIR PLIABLE

Three applications will so soften and

S‘I'RAlGl-{TEN THE KNO‘l'TIEST HAIR

That it can be parted and dressed in any desired fash

ion. A continued use of it will cause the same suit of

hair to grow out in beautiful glossy waves and pre

serve the scalp in a perfectly healthy condition.

There are no injurious ingredients in the com

pound~ and it is composed entirely of Animal and

Vegetable Materials.

Retail Price, 50 cents per bottle.

Agents for the Southern States wanted.

Apply to HOWLETT & CO.,

Old lntelligencer Office,

_ D street, near Seventh.

What next 3’
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From the numerous pleasant poetical

trifles with which we are favored by cor

respondents, we select this month the

following :

ANACREONTIC.

“Give me a cup made of the clay from which I

came, and under which I shall lie when dead.”-—

Dtoootws Zonas.

Give me a goblet made of clay

Not silver white, nor n1ddy gold :

Ifgood, what matters it, I pray,

What cup the wine may hold?

At silver and at gold I laugh

When I the sparkling liquid quafl".

Give me a goblet made of clay,

For thence first came this flame ofmine :

And when Death shall have drained some day

The soul within, like wine,

Then will the empty cup, my frame.

Return to that from which it came.

W. L. SHOBMAKER.

LITERATURE

The Life and Letters of Fitz-Greene Halleck.

By James Grant Wilson. New York: D.

Appleton & Co. I2m0. pp. 607.

It would be quite useless to attempt a cha

racterization of the poetry of Halleck : by

general consent his best productions have re

ceived an award which posterity will surely

endorse. His life, too, has been so often the

subject of encomium by his friends that little

is left to the reviewer. The pages of this

Magazine have afforded much insight into his

inner life and habits. Suffice it, then, now to

quote some of the pleasant incidents so well

recorded by General Wilson in a volume that

will have many readers, and descend to fu

ture generations as the portraiture of an

American poet and true gentleman.

Some previously unappropriated verses of

Halleck are here collected : in the main, they

do not add to his fame, nor would Halleck

himself now claim them. Be it our pleasing

task to pick up some crumbs of pleasant

badinage from among the many which pre

sent themselves, to show how the poet lived.

“ Marco Bozzaris ” stands among the fore

most of the poet’s productions : regarding

it the following amusing story is told :

“ Another incident connected with this

 

LOVES WAY.

The day that my lover bade me adieu

ln at my door rose-petals fiew,

Lavishing fragrance on the air

Balmy fragrance on the air.

Faint sighs of the west-wind followed the rose !

“’ere they my lover’s words? who knows?

Sweets, and then sighs? is that Love’s way?

And then sighs; is that Love’s way?

Dark clouds, passing swiftly over the sky,

Sent down great tear-drops from on high—

Tears for the fall of roses sweet

Sweet rose-petals—at my feet.

Now, desolate silence reigns in my home:

Never again my love will come.

Sweets, sighs and tears; that is Love’s way;

Sighs and tears—through life’s long day.

Anet.Atm: Ctt.t.sv.

OF THE DAY.

poem, of a grotesque character, any allusion

to which never failed to elicit a groan froni

the poet, occurred several years after its first

publication. At Ville-grand's, in Church

street, near West Broadway, where the poet

lived for so many years, they had a dinner

party, at which it was expected that each

gentleman present would sing a song or make

a speech. Among the persons living there

at the time was a Dutch Jew, whose English

was execrable, and, for a joke, Villegrand

persuaded him, as he could neither sing nor

make a speech, to commit to memory ’ Marco

Bozzaris,’ and, when called upon at the din

ner, to recite that very popular poem, which

would gratify the author’s friends no less than

the poet himself. He did as advised by the

waggish Frenchman ; and, when the day

came round and he was called upon, rose and

said: ’Shentlemans, I can neither make de

speech nor sing de shong, but vill deliver von

grand poem ;’ whereupon, to the indescribable

disgust of the astonished poet, he fairly cru

cified him by reciting in his damnable Dutch

every line of his exquisite composition. For

a long time Halleck remained in ignorance

as to the real perpetrator of this joke, and

when he met, in after years, Edmund Coffin,
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a fellow-lodger with himself at Villegrand’s

at the time, would invariably shake his finger

at him in a playful manner, and say, “You

did it I’ ”

“In the Evening Past of November 16,

1830, appeared an ’Epistle to Robert Hog

bin,’ being the last ’ Croaker’ written by the

surviving partner of the poetical firm of

Croaker & Co. Philip J. Forbes, at that

time librarian of the New York Society

Library, remembers meeting Mr. Halleck at

the oflice of the Post on that day and con

versing with him on various topics while they

were waiting for the afternoon paper. When

Mr. Forbes reached the library and looked

over the Past, he saw the ’ Epistle to Robert

Hogbin, Esq.,’ and felt assured in his own

mind, from words that dropped from the poet

during their interview, while speaking of

Hogbin, that Halleck was indeed, as Cooper

called him, ’The Admirable Croaker.’ Two

days later, the following paragraph appeared

in the Ez/nzingPosl: ’ Several inquiries hav

ing been made of us respecting the name of

the author of an “Epistle to Mr. Hogbin,”

published a day or two since in our paper,

we took measures to acquaint him with the

fact, in order that, if there was no objection

on his part, we might satisfy the curiosity of

those who had applied to us. This morning

we received from him the following note in

reply: The author of the “Epistle to Mr.

Hogbin” has, unfortunately, no name. His

father and mother, in that season of life in

which children are generally named, took ad

vantage of his youth and inexperience, and

declined giving him any. He is therefore

compelled to imitate the Minstrel of Yarrow,

in Leyden’s Samar qffnfrmcy, and like him he

Saves others’ names, but leaves his own unsung.’ ”

Fanny Kemble, with her appreciation of

all that is original or remarkable, seems to

have been on intimate terms with the subject

of the memoir:

“Describing to me his first dinner with

Fanny Kemble, Halleck gave me a most

ludicrous account of the manner in which she

amused herself with a cat upon retiring with

the other ladies present from the dining-hall

to the drawing-room, and not a word could

be extracted from her till the gentlemen, hav

ing finished their wine and cigars, made their

appearance. Among the poet’s stories of

‘ Fanny,’ as he invariably called her, was one

of a curious character, arising entirely from a

typographical error of a single letter. A dis

tinguished liltéraleur of New York, and a

very particular friend and admirer of the

gifted lady, in a notice which he wrote of one

of her performances for an evening paper,

stated that she had ’ a dark flashing eye,

when roused in any degree, that streams with

fiery rays, and, diamond-like, lights up the

tints that show themselves through a brunette

slin.’ If the careless compositor had sub

stituted ’skin’ for the italicised word of the

quotation, it would, of course, have been what

the unlucky and exasperated poet wrote.”

With Mrs. Rush, too, the poet correspond

ed, and we find the followingjru d’r:sprz’l on

page 436=

“ ON BEING REQUESTED BY MRS. RUSH TO

SEND HER MY AUTOGRAPH FOR A YOUNG

LADY. ‘

“ There wanted but this drop to fill

The wifeless poet’s cup of fame.

Hurrah ! there lives a lady still

Willing to take his name.

“ Frrz-Gnusna HALLBCK.”

Wit and humor were prominent character

istics of Mr. Halleck’s mind. He writes to

Miss Day:

“Gun.ronn, Comm, Mareh 4, 1863.

“ MY DEAR Miss DAY: I take great pleas

ure in granting the request so courteously

conveyed to me in your note of the 27th in

stant, and am delighted to find that the ’ will

ingness to be acquainted with me’ of the

father and mother of twenty years ago has

been inherited by the daughter of to-day,

making me trebly proud and grateful.

“I hope the father and mother, in accept

ing my present remembrance of them, will,

on looking at the enclosed, console me by

telling you that my style of beauty does not

appear to advantage in a photograph. For

my own part, I think that the sun, since he

commenced taking likenesses for a living, has

been more successful in his hats and great

coats than in the ’human face divine.’ ”

There are so many old favorites commem

orated in the book that it is difficult to cull

from the many characteristic anecdotes :

though a little long, we cannot refrain from

quoting the following letter from “Jack Down

ing.” He writes from the house of Burns

to Halleck, who had portrayed so admirably

the Scotch Shakespeare:

“ zd July, r845.

“ MY DEAR HALLECK : Do you see that .>‘

‘Nell, though I am now in Glasgow, I was

last evening and all this morning just there,

and in a beautiful little cottage, called ‘ Doon

' This index [W] refers to the engraved view of

Alloway Kirk.
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brae Cottage.’ Near the kirk on Doon side

lives one David Auld, and didn’t he and I

crack away about Burns and that ’ wild rose

of Alloway, my thanks !’ He was quite

charmed at learning that I knew you. I went

so far as to tell him that most of the farms

and places about New York you and I held

equal titles to, and that was no untruth. I

write this mainly to say that he has made me

the bearer of a tin case, containing a very ex

cellent engraving of an admirable picture of

the entire scenery around. I believe the

monument has been erected since you were

there. I have been now over most of the

scenes consecrated by Scott, but none of them

touched me so closely as this of Burns, to

which your genius seems to come in as a

clinclwr, ’ a real hug-me-tight’ (but that is not

’a merry thought’). The fact is, you are

about as well known ‘hereabouts’ as Burns.

I can’t tell you how many agreeable things

David Auld says of you. He kens all about

you, and regards your lay, though on ’a

rose,’ the best since Burns. I told him you

did that with your left hand, and when he

came to read other matter, done with t’other

hand, he would go into a lit. Icould not

wait for him to pack the parcel, so he brought

it to Ayr after me, and I’ll bring it home to

you. It is a clumsy companion, but I put it

to the debit side of the account, the only

chance I have had in return for the pleasure

your pen has given me.

“I have been for the last few days amid

scenes of magic, and how I shall get driven

again to pig iron, etc, in Broad street, it is

hard for me to tell. I have not room or time

to dilate, but, when I take you by the hond

(a dangerous thing coming from Scotland),

I’ll tell you all. I am quite sure I have seen

much more than any other ’living critter,’

and what I have not seen I can talk of quite

as well as others.

“ Your friend,

“ CH. AG. D.wrs.”

If not all new, the following, with which

our notice of a most readable book must

close, will be acceptable. Oh that one could

always have Irving and Halleck biographies

ready for every-day reading !—

“In June, Mr. Halleck spenta few days in

New York, and on one evening we sat until

past midnight. Of this meeting he might

have said, as he once remarked of a conver

sation he held with Hawthorne, ’We hap

pened to sit together at a dinner-table, and I

assure you that for an hour we talked inces

santly, although limol/orne said not/dug.’

I-Ialleck could keep up a torrent of conver

sation for hours, and it may be said of his

continuous monologues, as was written by De

Quincey of Colerirlge’s conversation, that it

was not colloquium, but a1loquium.

“ Having mentioned to Halleck that a cer

tain person had recently applied to Mr. Sew

ard for the Austrian mission, and, being re

fused this modest request, expressed a desire

to go to Mexico, then vacant, or, if he could

not have that place, a position as consul

somewhere, or a twelve-hundred-dollar clerk

ship in the State Department, and finally

concluded by requesting the loan of five dol

lars! he matched it with the case of agen

tleman who applied to the Duke of Ormond,

Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland, for some prefer

ment, adding that he was by no means par

ticular, and was willing to accept a bishopric,

or a regiment of horse, or to be made Lord

Chief Justice of the King’s Bench. ’How

ever,’ added I-Ialleck, ’ both requests were

surpassed in modesty by that of the humane

English jailer, who made the following ap

plication to one of his condemned prisoners:

My good friend,I have a little favor to ask

of you, which, from your exceedingly obliging

disposition, I feel quite sure you will grant.

You are ordered to be hanged on Friday

week. I have a dinner-engagement on that

day: if it makes no difference to you, would

you, would you say next Friday instead?’ ”

The same publishers have issued a com

panion volume, of Halleck’s poems, including

all the “ Croakers ;” and very pleasant read

ing they are. In spite of a well-written

critique in The1Valiou, it may not be doubted

that Iialleck’s fame will survive,

Planchette; or, The Despair of Science:

Being a Full Account ofModern Spiritual

ism, its Phenomena and the Various The

ories Regarding it; with a Review of

French Spiritism. Boston : Roberts Bros.

181n0. pp. 404.

The outside title ofthis little volume seems

to restrict it to a notice of what most persons

regard as an amusing plaything, but the book

itself, as its sub-title tells us, treats of a vast

subject—namely, the inquiry whether occa

sional interferences from another world in

this be reality or delusion.

A fair—indeed a most importa.nt—subject

of inquiry, this matter. in our day, has usually

fallen into unskilled and incompetent hands.

With honorable exceptions, the literature of

what, for the last twenty years, has gone by

the name of Spiritualism has been so vapid

in character as to give point to the witty



1869.] 127LITERATURE OF THE DA T.

Sax-e’s squib, addressed to some alleged

spirit-communicators :

“ lfin your new estate ye cannot rest,

But must return, oh grant us this request:

Come with a noble and celestial air,

And prove your title to the names you bear:

Give some clear token of your heavenly birth:

Speak as good English as you spoke on earth ;

And, what were once superfluous to advise,

Don’t tell, I beg you, such egregious lies l“

This is the more to be regretted, because no

study brings us into contact with alleged

phenomena of so startling and marvelous a

character. But the passion of surprise and

wonder being an agreeable emotion, there is,

as Hume has remarked, a tendency in the hu

man mind toward the belief of those events

from which it is derived. The trained mind

only is on its guard against this.

The truth or the fallacy of the pretensions

set forth in this little work will be determined

to the satisfaction of the public only when the

best talent of the country thinks it worth pa

tient investigation. When such men as De

Gasparin and Charles Beecher, while oppos

ing modern Spiritualism, admit the reality of

its phenomena, it is too late to pooh-pooh

these as charlatanism. In proportion to the

danger of their being falsely interpreted, is

the importance of their being thoroughly

sifted.

The subject is one deserving clerical study:

indeed, it appertains especially to the clergy.

The Scriptures undoubtedly teach that, in

early ages, there was communication with the

Invisible \Vorld, and we do not call to mind

any text which declares that such manifesta

tions shall cease. If they have ceased, and

these alleged influences from another phase

of being are a delusion, it is a dangerous and

mischievous delusion that ought to be ex

posed. And if, on the other hand, they still

continue, we ought to have some reliable

tests by which to separate the genuine from

the spurious, for wherever there is sterling

coin there will also be counterfeits.

But whoever labors in this field must not

overlook either its antiquity or its extent. It

would be a fatal mistake to restrict an inquiry

into the nature of spiritual manifestations to

such phenomena as appear in so-called “ cir

cles,” public or private, expressly convened

to obtain them. The spontaneous phenom

ena infinitely outnumber the evoked. They

are the phenomena not of two decades nor of

a few nations, but of all tribes and tongues,

and of all time. There are the hypnotic

phcnomena—the dreams, for example, men

tioned in the Bible as of Jacob, of Laban, of

 

Pharaoh, of Saul, of Solomon, of David ; and,

later, of the Wise Men of the East, ofJoseph,

of the wife of Pilate ; not forgetting the vision

of Paul—whether in the body or out of the

body he could not tell. Then there are ap

paritions, as of three men before Abraham’s

tent; of Samuel to Saul ; of Moses and Elias

to Peter, James and John. Again, in pro

fane history, of his evil genius to Brutus, and

to Nero of his murdered mother. There

were haunted houses, deserted and shunned,

among the ancient Greeks and Romans.

Socrates had his tutelary Daimon ; and Pliny

the Younger and the skeptical Lucian tell us

of spectres that appeared to their friends;

the former asserting that it was to the philos

opher Athenodorus. There is any amount

of chaff, but the question remains whether

there are no grains of sound wheat to be

sifted therefrom. If we adopt that test of

truth in popular beliefs prominently put for

ward by Herbert Spencer — namely, that

whatever opinion has received through a

succession of ages the common consent of

mankind, has a great verity underlying it

we shall be disposed to grant that the wheat,

in. some proportion or other, may be there.

Planc/tel.'.e is the production of an educated

man—Epes Sargeant, we understand, though

his initials only are signed to the preface. It

is written in a good spirit and with consider

able ability; and it furnishes much material

for thought. Its chief fault, we think, is, that

it throws together too many proofs too loose

ly authenticated. The authorities are often

omitted, and specifications of time and place

are given in the minority of instances only.

Many of the examples furnished are evident

ly apocryphal, and detract from, instead of

adding to, the general weight of testimony.

It would, no doubt, have been a work of

much greater labor to give us one-tenth the

number of incidents, and to fortify each with

minute attestations and scrupulous proofs of

authenticity, but the result would have been

much more satisfactory and convincing.

We add, in conclusion, that a chapter of

neasly fifty pages is devoted chiefly to the

modern French version of the old doctrine

of transmigration of souls. It assumes the

shape of a belief that we have all pre-existed,

and that the human soul passes through an

unlimited series of existences, whether on

this earth or in other worlds — a doctrine

which the author seems to favor, though he

has not, to our thinking, adduced a single

satisfactory proof or reliable argument in sup

port of it.
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Parsons on the Rose: A Treatise on the
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Rose. By Samuel B. Parsons. New and

Revised Edition. Illustrated. New York:
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\’Vorks of Charles Dickens. Globe Edition.
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lustrations by the Author. New York:
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per & Brothers. 8vo. pp. 638.
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By Jas. D. Mille. \Vith one hundred Il

lustrations. New York: Harper & Bro
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CHAPTER X.

cmmct-i’E.\t CAN’T BE HAD.

R. FENWICK had intended to

have come home round by Mar

ket Lavington, after having deposited

Miss Lowther at the Westbury station,

with the view of making some inquiry

respecting the gentleman with the hurt

shoulder, but he had found the distance

to be too great and had abandoned the

idea. After that there was not a day to

spare till the middle of the next week;

so that it was nearly a fortnight after the

little scene at the corner of the vicarage

garden wall before he called upon the

Lavington constable and the Lavington

doctor. From the latter he could learn

nothing. No such patient had been to

him. But the constable, though he had

not seen the two men, had heard of

them. One was a man who in former

days had frequented Lavington—Bur

rows by name, generally known as Jack

the Grinder, who had been in every

prison in Wiltshire and Somersetshire,

but who had not (so said the constable)

honored Lavington for the last two years

till this his last appearance. He had,

however, been seen there in company

with another man, and had evidently

 been in a condition very unfit for work.

He had slept one night at a low public

house, and had then moved on. The

man had complained of a fall from the

cart, and had declared that he was black

and blue all over; but it seemed to be

clear that he had no broken bones. Mr.

Fenwick, therefore, was all but con

vinced that Jack the Grinder was the

gentleman with whom he had had the en

counter, and that the Grinder’s back had

withstood the swinging blow from the

life-preserver. Of the Grinder’s com

panions nothing could be learned. The

two men had taken the Devizes road out

of Lavington, and beyond that nothing

was known of them. \/Vhen the parson

mentioned Sam Brattle’s name in a

whisper, the Lavington constable shook

his head. He knew all about old Jacob

Brattle. A very respectable party was

old Mr. Brattle in the constable’s opinion.

Nevertheless the constable shook his

head when Sam Brattle’s name was men

tioned. Having learned so much, the

parson rode home.

Two days after this, on a Friday,

Fenwick was sitting after breakfast in

his study, at work on his sermon for

next Sunday, when he was told that old

Mrs. Brattle was waiting to see him.
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He immediately got up and found his

own wife and the miller’s seated in the

hall. It was not often that Mrs. Brattle

made her way to the vicarage, but when

she did so she was treated with great

consideration. It was still August, and

the weather was very hot, and she had

walked up across the water mead, and

was tired. A glass of wine and a bis

cuit were pressed upon her, and she was '

encouraged to sit and say a few indiffer

ent words, before she was taken into the

study and told to commence the story

which had brought her so far. And

there was a most inviting topic of con

versation. The mill and the mill prem

ises were to be put in order by the land

lord. Mrs. Brattle affected to be rather

dismayed than otherwise by the coming

operations. The mill would have lasted

their time, she thought, “ and as for them

as were to come after them—well! she

didn’t know. As things was now, per

haps it might be that after all Sam would

have the mill.” But the trouble occa

sioned by the workmen would be infinite.

How were they to live in the mean time,

and where were they to go? It soon

appeared, however, that all this had been

already arranged. Milling must of course

be stopped for a month or six weeks.

“ Indeed, sir, feyther says that there

won’t be no more grinding much before

winter.” But the mill was to be re

paired first,\and then, when it became

absolutely necessary to dismantle the

house, they were to endeavor to make

shift, and live in the big room of the mill

itself, till their furniture should be put

back again. Mrs. Fenwick, with ready

good nature, offered to accommodate

Mrs. Brattle and Fanny at the vicarage,

but the old woman declined with many

protestations of gratitude. She had never

left her old man yet, and would not do

so now. The weather would be mild

for a while, and she thought that they

could get through.

By this time the glass of wine had

been supped to the bottom, and the

parson, mindful of his sermon, had led

the visitor into his study. She had

come to tell that Sam at last had re

turned home.

 
“ Why didn’t you bring him up with

you, Mrs. Brattle ?”

Here was a question to ask of an old

lady whose dominion over her son was

absolutely none! Sam had become so

frightfully independentthat he hardly re

garded the word of his father, who was

a man pre-eminently capable of main

taining authority, and would no more do

a thing because his mother told him

than because the wind whistled. “I

axed him to come up—not just with me,

but of hisself, Mr. Fenwick—but he said

as how you would know where to find

him if you wanted him.”

“ That’s just what I don’t know. How

ever, if he’s there now, I’ll go to him.

It would have been better far that he

should have come to me.”

“I told ’un so, Mr. Fenwick—I did,

indeed.”

“It does not signify. I will go to

him. Only it cannot be to-day, as I

have promised to take my wife over

to Charlicoats. But I’ll come down

immediately after breakfast to-morrow.

You think he’ll still be there?”

“I be sure he will, Mr. Fenwick. He

and feyther have taken on again, till it’s

beautiful to see. There was none of

’em feyther ever loved liked he—only

one.” Thereupon the poor woman burst

out into tears and covered her face with

her handkerchief. “He never makes

half so much account of my Fan, that

never had a fault belonging to her.”

“ If Sam will stick to that, it will be

well for him.”

“He’s taken up extr’ordinary with

the repairs, Mr. Fenwick. He’s in and

about and over the place, looking to

everything; and feyther says he knows

so much about it he b’lieves the boy

could do it all out of his own head.

There’s nothing feyther ever liked so

much as folks to be strong and clever.”

“ Perhaps the squire’s tradesmen won’t

like all that. Is Mitchell going to do

it?”

“It ain’t a-doing in that way, Mr.

Fenwick. The squire is allowing two

hundred pounds, and feyther is to get it

done. Mr. Mitchell is to see that it’s

done proper, no doubt.”
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“And now tell me, Mrs. Brattle, what

has Sam been about all the time that he

was away?”

“That’s just what I cannot tell you,

Mr. Fenwick.”

“ Your husband has asked him, I

suppose ?”

M If he has, he ain’t told me, Mr.

Fenwick. I don’t care to come atween

them with hints and jealousies, suspect

ing like. Our Fan says he’s been out

working somewhere, Lavington way;

but I don’t know as she knows.”

“ Was he decent-looking when he

came home?”

“I-Ie wasn’t much amiss, Mr. Fen

wick. He has that way with him that

he most always looks decent; don’t he,

sir ?”

“ Had he any money?”

“ He had a some’at, because when he

was working, moving the big lumber as

though for bare life, he sent one of the

boys for beer, and I see’d him give the

boy the money.”

“ I’m sorry for it. I wish he’d come

back without apenny, and with hunger

like a wolf in his stomach, and with his

clothes all rags, so that he might have

had a taste of the suffering of a vaga

bond’s life.”

“Just like the Prodigal Son, Mr.

Fenwick ?”

“Just like the Prodigal Son. He

would not have come back to his father

had he not been driven by his own vices

to live with the swine.” Then, seeing

the tears coming down the poor mother’s

cheeks, he added in a kinder voice,

“ Perhaps it may be all well as it is.

\Ve will hope so at least, and to-morrow

I will come down and see him. You

need not tell him that I am coming, un

less he should ask where you have been.”

Then Mrs. Brattle took her leave, and

the parson finished his sermon.

That afternoon he drove his wife across

the county to visit certain friends at

Charlicoats, and both going and coming

could not keep himself from talking about

the Brattles. In the first place, he

thought that Gilmore was wrong not to

complete the work himself. “ Of course

he’ll see that the money is spent and all

 

that, and no doubt in this way he may

get the job done twenty or thirty pounds

cheaper; but the Brattles have not in

terest enough in the place to justify it.”

“I suppose the old man liked it best

so.”

“ The old man shouldn’t have been

allowed to have his way. I am in an

awful state of alarm about Sam. Much

as I like him—or, at any rate, did like

him—l fear he is going, or perhaps has

gone, to the dogs. That those two men

were housebreakers is as certain as that

you sit there; and I cannot doubt but

that he has been with them over at Lav

ington or Devizes, or somewhere in that

country.”

“ But he may, perhaps, never have

joined them in anything of that kind.”

“A man is known by his companions.

I would not have believed it ifl had not

found him with the men, and traced him

and them about the county together.

You see that this fellow whom they call

the Grinder was certainly the man I

struck. I tracked him to Lavington,

and there he was complaining of being

sore all over his body. I1lon’t wonder

that he was sore. He must be made

like a horse to be no worse than sore.

Well, then, that man and Sam were cer

tainly in our garden together.”

“ Give him a chance, Frank.”

“ Of course I will give him a chance.

I will give him the very best chance I

can. I would do anything to save

him, but I can’t help knowing what I

know.”

He had made very little to his wife of

the danger of the vicarage being robbed,

but he could not but feel that there was

danger. His wife had brought with her,

among other plenishing for the house

hold, a considerable amount of hand

some plate—more than is, perhaps, gen

erally to be found in country parsonages

—and no doubt this fact was known, at

any rate, to Sam Brattle. Had the men

simply intended to rob the garden, they

would not have run the risk of coming

so near to the house windows. But

then it certainly was true that Sam was

not showing them the way. The parson

did not quite know what to think about
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it, but it was clearly his duty to be on

his guard.

That same evening he sauntered across

the corner of the churchyard to his neigh

bor the farmer. Looking out warily for

Bone’m, he stood leaning upon the farm

gate. Bone’m was not to be seen or

heard, and therefore he entered and

walked up to the back door, which in

deed was the only door for entrance or

egress that was ever used. There was

a front door opening into a little ragged

garden, but this was as much a fixture

as the wall. As he was knocking at the

back door it was opened by the farmer

himself. Mr. Fenwick had called to in

quire whether his friend had secured for

him, as half promised, the possession

of a certain brother of Bone’m’s, who

was supposed to be of a very pugnacious

disposition in the silent watches of the

night.

“ It’s no go, parson.”

“ Why not, Mr. Trumbull?”

“ The truth is, there be such a deal

of talk o’ thieves about the country that

no one likes to part with such a friend

as that. Muster Crickly, over at lmber,

he have another big dog, it’s true—a

reg’lar mastiff— but he do say that

Crunch’em be better than the mastitT,

and he won’t let ’un go, parson—not for

love nor money; I wouldn’t let Bone’m

go, I know, not for nothing.”

Then Mr. Fenwick walked back to

the vicarage, and was half induced to

think that as Crunch’em was not to be

had, it would be his duty to sit up at

night and look after the plate-box himself.

CHAPTER Xl.

DON’T YOU BE AFEARD ABOUT MF.

ON the following morning Mr. Fen

wick walked down to the mill. There

was a path all along the river, and this

was the way he took. He passed differ

ent points as he went, and he thought

of the trout he had caught there or had

wished to catch, and he thought also

how often Sam Brattle had been with

him as he had stood there delicately

throwing his fly. In those days Sam

 
had been very fond of him, had thought

it to he a great thing to be allowed to

fish with the parson, and had been rea

sonably obedient. Now he would not

even come up to the vicarage when he

was asked to do so. For more than a

year after the close of those amicable

relations the parson had behaved with

kindness and almost with affection to

the lad. He had interceded with the

squire when Sam was accused of poach

ing, had interceded with the old miller

when Sam had given offence at home,

and had even interceded with the con

stable when there was a rumor in the

wind of offences something worse than

these. Then had come the occasion on

which Mr. Fenwick had told the father

that unless the son would change his

course evil would come of it; and both

father and son had taken this amiss.

The father had told the parson to his

face that he, the parson, had led his son

astray; and the son in his revenge had

brought housebreakers down upon his

old friends premises.

“ One hasn’t to do it for thanks,” said

Mr. Fenwick, as he became a little bitter

while thinking of all this. “ I’ll stick to

him as long as I can, if it’s only for the

old woman’s sake, and for the poor girl

whom we used to love.” Then he

thought ofa clear, sweet young voice that

used to be so well known in his village

choir, and of the heavy curls which it

was a delight to him to see. It had

been a pleasure to him to have such a

girl as Carry Brattle in his church, and

now Carry Brattle was gone utterly, and

would probably never be seen in a church

again. These Brattles had suffered much,

and he would bear with them, let the

task of doing so be ever so hard.

The sound of workmen was to be

already heard as he drew near to the

mill. There were men there pulling the

thatch off the building, and there were

carts and horses bringing laths, lime,

bricks and timber, and taking the old

rubbish away. As he crossed quickly

by the slippery stones, he saw‘old Jacob

Brattle standing before the mill looking

on, with his hands in his breeches pock

ets. He was too old to do much at
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such work as this—work to which he

was not accustomed—and was looking

up in a sad, melancholy way, as though

it were a work of destruction, and not

one of reparation.

“ We shall have you here as smart as

possible before long, Mr. Brattle,” said

the parson.

“I don’t know much about smart,

Muster Fenwick. The old place was

a’most tumbling down, but still it would

have lasted out my time, I’m thinking.

If t’ squire would a’ done it fifteen years

ago, I’d a’ thanked ’un; but I don’t know

what to say about it now; and this time

of year and all, just when the new grist

would be coming in. If t’ squire would

a’ thought of it in June, now! But

things is contrary—a’most allays so.”

After this speech, which was made in a

low. droning voice, bit by bit, the miller

took himself off and went into the house.

At the back of the mill, perched on

an old projecting beam, in the midst of

dust and dirt, assisting with all the en

ergy of youth in the demolition of the

roof, Mr. Fenwick saw Sam Brattle.

I-Ie perceived at once that Sam had seen

him, but the young man immediately

averted his eyes and went on with his

work. The parson did not speak at

once, but stepped over the ruins around

him till he came immediately under the

beam in question. Then he called to

the lad, and Sam was constrained to

answer:

“ Yes, Mr. Fenwick, I am here—hard

at work, as you see.”

“I do see it, and wish you luck with

your job. Spare me ten minutes, and

come down and speak to me.”

“I am in such a muck now, Mr. Fen

wick, that I do wish to go on with it, if

you’ll let me.”

But Mr. Fenwick, having taken so

much trouble to get at the young man,

was not going to be put off in this way.

“ Never mind your muck for a quarter

of an hour,” he said. “I have come

here on purpose to find you, and I must

speak to you.”

“ Must!” said Sam, looking down

with a very angry lower on his face.

“Yes—must. Don’t be a fool now.

You know that I do not wish to injure

you. You are not such a coward as to

be afraid to speak to me. Come down.”

“Afeard ! Who talks of being afeard ?

Stop a moment, Mr. Fenwick, and I’ll

be with you—not that I think it will do

any good.” Then slowly he crept back

along the beam and came down through

the interior of the building. “ What is

it, Mr. Fenwick? Here I am. I ain’t

a bit afeard of you, at any rate.”

" Where have you been the last fort

night, Sam ?”

“ What right have you to ask me, Mr.

Femvick ?”

“I have the right of old friendship,

and perhaps also some right from my re

membrance of the last place in which I

saw you. What has become of that

man, Burrows ?”

“ What Burrows ?”

“Jack the Grinder, whom I hit on the

back the night I made you prisoner.

Do you think that you were doing well

in being in my garden about midnight in

company with such a fellow as that»

one of the most notorious jailbirds in

the county? Do you know that I could

have had you arrested and sent to prison

at once ?”

“I know you couldn’t do nothing of

the kind.”

“You know this, Sam—that I’ve no

wish to do it,_that nothing would give

me more pain than doing it. But you

must feel that if we should hear now of

any depredation about the county, we

couldn’t—I at least could not—help

thinking of you. And] am told that

there will be depredations, Sam. Are

you concerned in these matters 3”’

“ No, I am not,” said Sam, doggedly.

“Are you disposed to tell me why

you were in my garden, and why those

men were with you ?”

“ We were down in the churchyard,

and the gate was oped, and so we walked

up: that was all. If we’d meant to do

anything out of the way, we shouldn’t a’

come like that, nor yet at that hour.

Why, it warn’t midnight, Mr. Fenwick !”

“But why was there such a man as

Burrows with you? Do you think he

was fit company for you, Sam ?”
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“I suppose a chap may choose his

own company, Mr. Fenwick ?”

“ Yes, he may, and go to the gallows

because he chooses it, as you are doing.”

“ Very well : if that’s all you’ve got to

say to me, I’ll go back to my work.”

“ Stop one moment, Sam. That is

not quite all. I caught you the other

night where you had no business to be,

and for the sake of your father and

mother, and for old recollections, I let

you go. Perhaps I was wrong, but I

don’t mean to hark back upon that

again.”

“You are a-harking back on it ever

so often.”

“I shall take no further steps about

it.”

“ There ain’t no steps to be taken,

Mr. Fenwick.”

“ But I see that you intend to defy

me, and therefore I am bound to tell

you that I shall keep my eye upon you.”

“ Don’t you be afeard about me, Mr.

Fenwick.”

“And ifl hear of those fellows—Bur

rows and the other—being about the

place any more, I shall give the police

notice that they are associates of yours.

I don’t think so badly of you yet, Sam,

as to believe you would bring your fath

er’s gray hairs with sorrow to the grave

by turning thief and housebreaker; but

when I hear of your being away from

home and nobody knowing where you

are, and find that you are living without

decent employment, and prowling about

at nights with robbers and cut-throats, I

cannot but be afraid. Do you know that

the squire recognized you that night as

well as I ?”

“ The squire ain’t nothing to me; and

if you’ve done with me now, Mr. Fen

wick, I’ll go back to my work.” So

saying, Sam Brattle again mounted up

to the roof, and the parson returned

discomfited to the front of the building.

He had not intended to see any of the

family, but as he was crossing the little

bridge, meaning to go home round by

the l’rivets, he was stopped by Fanny

Brattle.

“I hope it will be all right, now, Mr.

Fenwick,” the girl said.

 

“I hope so too, Fanny. But you

and your mother should keep an eye on

him, so that he may know that his

goings and comings are noticed. I dare

say it will be all right as long as the ex

citement of these changes is going on,

but there is nothing so bad as that he

should be in and out of the house at

nights, and not feel that his absence is

noticed. It will be better always to ask

him, though he be ever so cross. Tell

your mother I say so.”

CHAPTER XII.

BONE’M AND ms MASTER.

AFTER leaving the mill, Mr. Fenwick

went up to the squire, and, in contra

diction as it were of all the hard things

that he had said to Sam Brattle, spoke

to the mi]ler’s landlord in the lad’s favor.

He was hard at work now at any rate,

and seemed inclined to stick to his work.

And there had been an independence

about him which the parson had half

liked, even while he had been offended

at him.

Gilmore differed altogether from his

friend: “VVhat was he doing in your

garden ? What was he doing hidden in

Trumbull’s hedge? When I see fellows

hiding in ditches at night, I don’t sup

pose that they’re after much good.”

Mr. Fenwick made some lame apology

even for these offences. Sam had, per

haps, not really known the extent of the

iniquity of the men with whom he had

associated, and had come up the garden

probably with a view to the fruit. The

matter was discussed at great length,

and the squire at last promised that he

would give Sam another chance in regard

to his own estimation of the young man’s

character.

On that same evening_-or rather after

the evening was over, for it was nearly

twelve o’clock at night—Fenn-ick walked

round the garden and the orchard with

his wife. There was no moon now. and

the night was very dark. They stopped

fora minute at the wicket leading into

the churchyard, and it was evident to

them that Bone’m from the farmyard at
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the other side of the church had heard

them, for be commenced a low growl,

with which the parson was by this time

well acquainted.

“ Good dog, good dog!” said the par

son, in a low voice. “I wish we had

his brother, I know.”

“ He would only be tearing the maids

and biting the children,” said Mrs. Fen

wick. “I hate having a savage beast

about.”

“ But it would be so nice to catch a

burglar and crunch him. I feel almost

bloodthirsty since I hit that fellow with

the life-preserver, and find that I didn’t

kill him.”

“I know, Frank, you’re thinking

about these thieves more than you like

to tell me.”

“I was thinking just then that if they

were to come and take all the silver, it

wouldn’t do much harm. We should

have to buy German plate, and nobody

would know the difference.”

“ Suppose they murdered us all.”

“ They never do that now. The pro

fession is different from what it used to

be. They only go where they know

they can find a certain amount of spoil,

and where they can get it without much

danger. I don’t think housebreakers

ever cut throats in these days. They’re

too fond of their own.”

Then they both agreed that if these

rumors of housebreakings were con

tinued, they would send away the plate

some day to be locked up in safe-keep

ing at Salisbury. After that they went

to bed.

On the next morning—the Sunday

morning—at a few minutes before seven,

the parson was awakened by his groom

at his bed-room door. “ What is it,

Roger?” he asked.

“For the love of God, sir, get up:

they’ve been and murdered Mr. Trum

bull!” Mrs. Fenwick, who heard the

tidings, screamed, and Mr. Fenwick was

out of bed and into his trowsers in half

a minute. In another half minute Mrs.

Fenwick, clothed in her dressing-gown,

was up stairs among her children. No

doubt she thought that as soon as the

poor farmer had been despatched the

 

murderers would naturally pass on into

her nursery. Mr. Fenwick did not be

lieve the tidings. If a man be hurt in

the hunting-field, it is always said that

he’s killed. If the kitchen flue be on

fire, it is always said that the house is

burned down. Something, however, had

probably happened at Farmer Trum

bull’s, and down went the parson across

the garden and orchard and through the

churchyard as quick as his legs would

carry him. In the farmyard he found

quite a crowd of men, including the two

constables and three or four of the lead

ing tradesmen in the village. The first

thing that he saw was the dead body of

Bone’m, the dog. He was stiff and

stark, and had been poisoned.

“How’s Mr. Trumbull?”

of the nearest bystander.

“ Laws, parson ! ain’t ye heard?” said

the man. “They’ve knocked his skull

open with a hammer, and he’s as dead—

as dead.”

Hearing this, the parson turned round

and made his way into the house. There

was not a doubt about it. The farmer

had been murdered during the night, and

his money carried off. Up stairs Mr.

Fenwick made his way to the farmer’s

bed-room, and there lay the body. Mr.

Crittenden, the village doctor, was there,

and a crowd of men and an old woman

or two. Among the women was Trum

bull’s sister, the wife of a neighboring

farmer, who, with her husband, a tenant

of Mr. Gilmore’s, had come over just

before the arrival of Mr. Fenwick. The

body had been found on the stairs, and

it was quite clear that the farmer had

fought desperately with the man or men

before he had received the blow which

despatched him.

“I told ’um how it be—I did, I did—

when he would ’a all that money by

’um.” This was the explanation given

by Mr. Trumbull’s sister, Mrs. Boddle.

It seemed that Trumbull had had

in his possession over a hundred and

fifty pounds, of which the greater part

was in gold, and that he kept this in a

money-box in his bed-room. One of

the two servants who lived in his ser

vice—he himself had been a widower

he asked
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without children—declared that she had

always known that at night he took the

box out of his cupboard into bed with

him. She had seen it there more than

once when she had taken him up drinks

when he was unwell. When first inter

rogated, she declared that she did not

remember at that moment that she had

ever told anyb0dy—she thought she had

never told anybody: at last she would

swear that she had never spoken a word

about it to a single soul. She was sup

posed to be a good girl, had come of

decent people, and was well known by

Mr. Fenwick, of whose congregation

she was one. Her name was Agnes

Pope. The other servant was an elderly

woman, who had been in the house all

her life, but was unfortunately deaf. She

had known very well about the money,

and had always been afraid about it: had

very often spoken to her master about

it, but never a word to Agnes. She had

been woken in the night—that was, as it

turned out, about two A.M.—by the girl,

who slept with her, and who declared

that she had heard a great noise as of

somebody tumbling—a very great noise

indeed, as though there were ever so

many people tumbling. For a long

time, for perhaps an hour, they had lain

still, being afraid to move. Then the

elder woman had lighted a candle and

gone down from the garret in which

they slept. The first thing she saw was

the body of her master in his shirt upon

the stairs. She had then called up the

only other human being who slept on

the premises—a shepherd who had lived

for thirty years with Trumbull. This

man had thrown open the house and had

gone for assistance, and had found the

body of the dead dog in the yard.

Before nine o’clock the facts as they

have been told were known everywhere,

and the squire was down on the spot.

The man—or, as it was presumed, men

—had entered by the unaccustomed front

door, which was so contrived as to afford

the easiest possible mode of getting into

the house ; whereas the back door, which

was used by everybody, had been bolted

and barred with all care. The men

must probably have entered by the

 

churchyard and the back gate of the

farmyard, as that had been found to be

unlatched, whereas the gate leading out

on to the road had been found closed.

The farmer himself had always been very

careful to close both these gates when

he let out Bone’m before going to bed.

Poor Bone’m had been enticed to his

death by a piece of poisoned meat,

thrown to him probably some consider

able time before the attack was made.

0Who were the murderers? That of

course was the first question. It need

hardly be said with how sad a heart Mr.

Fenwick discussed this matter with the

squire. Of course inquiry must be made

of the manner in which Sam Brattle had

passed the night. Heavens! how would

it be with the poor family if he had been

concerned in such an affair as this ? And

then there came across the parson’s

mind a remembrance that Agnes Pope

and Sam Brattle had been seen by him

together on more Sundays than one.

In his anxiety, and with much impru

dence, he went to the girl and questioned.

her again :

“ For your own sake, Agnes, tell me,

are you sure you never mentioned about

the money-box t0—Sam Brattle ?”

The girl blushed and hesitated, and

then said that she was quite sure she

never had. She didn’t think she had

ever said ten words to Sam since she

knew about the box.

“ But five words would be sufficient,

Agnes.”

“ Then them five words was never

spoke, sir,” said the girl. But still she

blushed, and the parson thought that her

manner was not in her favor.

It was necessary that the parson

should attend to his church, but the

squire, who was a magistrate, went down

with the two constables to the mill.

There they found Sam and his father,

with Mrs. Brattle and Fanny. No one

went to the church from the mill on that

day. The news had reached them of

the murder, and they all felt—though no

one of them had so said to any other—

that something might in some way con

nect them with the deed that had been

done. Sam had hardly spoken since he
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had heard of Mr. Trumbull’s death;

though when he saw that his father was

perfectly silent, as one struck with some

sudden dread, he bade the old man hold

up his head and fear nothing. Old Brat

tle, when so addressed, seated himself

in his arm-chair, and there remained

without a word till the magistrate and

the constables were among them.

There were not many at church, and

Mr. Fenwick made the service very short.

He could not preach the sermon which

he had prepared, but said a few words

on the terrible catastrophe which had

occurred so near to them. This man

who was now lying within onlya few

yards of them, with his brains knocked

out, had been alive among them, strong

and in good health, yesterday evening!

And there had come into their peaceful

village miscreants who had been led on

from self-indulgence to idleness, and

from idleness to theft, and from theft to

murder! We all know the kind of words

which the parson spoke, and the thrill

of attention with which they would be

heard. Here was a man who had been

close to them, and therefore the murder

came home to them all, and filled them

with an excitement which, alas! was

not probably without some feeling of

pleasure. But the sermon—if sermon

it could be called—was Very short; and

when it was over the parson also hurried

down to the mill.

It had already been discovered that

Sam Brattle had certainly been out dur

ing the night. He had himself denied

this at first, saying that though he had

been the last to go to bed, he had gone

to bed at about eleven, and had not left

the mill-house till late in the morning;

but his sister had heard him rise, and

had seen his body through the gloom as

he passed beneath the window of the

room in which she slept. She had not

heard him return, but when she arose at

six had found out that he was then in

the house. He manifested no anger

against her when she gave this testi

mony, but acknowledged that he had

been out—that he had wandered up to

the road; and explained his former de

nial frankly—or with well-assumed frank

 

ness—by saying that he would, if possi

ble, for his father’s and mother’s sake,

have concealed the fact that he had been

away, knowing that his absence would

give rise to suspicions which would well

nigh break their hearts. He had not,

however—so he said—been any nearer to

Bullhampton than the point of the road

opposite to the lodge of Hampton Privets,

from whence the lane turned down to the

mill. What had he been doing down

there? He had done nothing, but sat

on a stile and smoked by the roadside.

Had he seen any strangers? Here he

paused, but at last declared that he had

seen none, but had heard the sound

of wheels and of a pony’s feet upon the

road. The vehicle, whatever it was, must

have passed on toward Bullhampton just

before he reached the road. Had he

followed the vehicle? No: he had

thought of doing so, but had not. Could

he guess who was in the vehicle? By

this time many surmises had been made

aloud as to Jack the Grinder and his

companion, and it had become generally

known that the parson had encountered

two such men in his own garden some

nights previously. Sam, when he was

pressed, said that the idea had come

into his mind that the vehicle was the

Grinder’s cart. He had no knowledge,

he said, that the man was coming to

Bullhampton on that night, but the man

had said in his hearing that he would like

to strip the parson’s peaches. He was

asked also about Farmer Trumbull’s

money. He declared that he had never

heard that the farmer kept money in

the house. He did know that the farm

er was accounted to be a very saving

man, but that was all that he knew. He

was as much surprised, he said, as any

of them at what had occurred. Had the

man turned the other way and robbed

the parson, he would have been less sur

prised. He acknowledged that he had

called the parson a turncoat and a med

dling telltale in therpresence of three

men.

All this ended, of course, in Sam’s

arrest. He had himself seen from the

first that it would be so, and he had bade

his mother take comfort and hold up her
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head. “It won’t be for long, mother.

I ain’t got any of the money, and they

can’t bring it nigh me.” He was taken

away to be locked up at Heytesbury that

night, in order that he might be brought

before the bench of magistrates, which

would sit at that place on Tuesday.

Squire Gilmore for the present commit

ted him.

The parson remained for some time

with the old man and his wife after Sam

was gone, but he soon found that he

could be of no service by doing so. The

miller himself would not speak, and Mrs.

Brattle was utterly prostrated by her

husband’s misery.

“ I do not know what to say about it,”

said Mr. Fenwick to his wife that night.

“ The suspicion is very strong, but I

cannot say that I have an opinion one

way or the other.”

There was no sermon in Bullhampton

church on that Sunday afternoon.

CHAPTER XIII.

CAPTAIN MARRABLE AND HIS FATHER.

ONLY that it is generally conceived

that in such a history as is this the

writer of the tale should be able to make

his points so clear by words that no

further assistance should be needed, I

should be tempted here to insert a prop

erly illustrated pedigree tree of the Mar

rable family. The Marrable family is

of very old standing in England, the

first baronet having been created by

James I., and there having been Mar

rables—as is well known by all attentive

readers of English history—engaged in

the Wars of the Roses, and again others

very conspicuous in the religious perse

cutions of the children of Henry VIII.

I do not know that they always behaved

with consistency, but they held their

heads up after a fashion, and got them

selves talked of, and were people of note

in the country. They were Cavaliers in

the time of Charles I. and of Cromwell—

as became men of blood and gentlemen

but it is not recorded of them that they

sacrificed much in the cause; and when

William III. became king they submitted

 

with a good grace to the new order of

things. A certain Sir Thomas Marrable

was member for his county in the reigns

of George I. and George II., and enjoy

ed a lucrative confidence with Walpole.

Then there came a blustering, roystering

Sir Thomas, who, together with a fine

man and gambler as his heir, brought

the property to rather a low ebb; so that

when Sir Gregory, the grandfather of

our Miss Marrable, came to the title in

the early days of George III., he was

not a rich man. His two sons, another

Sir Gregory and a General Marrable,

died long before the days of which we

are writing—Sir Gregory in 1815, and

the general in 1820. That Sir Gregory

was the second of the name—the second,

at least, as mentioned in these pages.

He had been our Miss Marrable’s uncle,

and the general had been her father and

the father of Mrs. Lowther, Mary’s

mother. A third Sir Gregory was

reigning at the time of our story—a

very old gentleman with one single son,

a fourth Gregory. Now the residence

of Sir Gregory was at Dunripple Park,

just on the borders of Warwickshire and

Worcestershire, but in the latter county.

The property was small, for a country

gentleman with a title—not much ex

ceeding three thousand a year—and

there was no longer any sitting in Par

liament or keeping of race-horses, or

indeed any season in town for the pres

ent race of Marrables. The existing Sir

Gregory was a very quiet man, and his

son and only child, a man now about

forty years of age, lived mostly at home,

and occupied himself with things of an

tiquity. He was remarkably well read

in the history of his own country, and it

had been understood for the last twenty

years by the antiquarian, archaeological

and other societies that he was the pro

jector ofa new theory about Stonehenge,

and that his book on the subject was

almost ready. Such were the two sur

viving members of the present senior

branch of the family. But Sir Gregory

had two brothers—the younger of the

two being Parson John Marrable, the

present rector of St. Peter’s, Lowtown,

and the occupier of the house within the
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heavy slate-colored gates, where he lived

a bachelor life, as had done before him

his cousin the late rector; the elder

being a certain Colonel Marrable. The

Colonel Marrable again had a son who

was a Captain Walter Marrable; and

after him the confused reader shall be

introduced to no more of the Marrable

family. The enlightened reader will

have by this time perceived that Miss

Mary Lowther and Captain Walter Mar

rable were second cousins; and he will

also have perceived, if he has given his

mind fully to the study, that the present

Parson John Marrable had come into the

living after the death of a cousin of the

same generation as himself, but of lower

standing in the family. It was so; and

by this may be seen how little the Sir

Gregory of the present day had been

able to do for his brother; and perhaps

it may also be imagined from this that

the present clergyman at Loring Low

to'wn had been able to do very little for

himself. Nevertheless, he was a kindly

hearted, good, sincere old man—not very

bright indeed, nor peculiarly fitted for

preaching the gospel, but he was much

liked, and he kept a curate, though his

income out of the living was small. Now

it so happened that Captain Marrable—

Walter Marrable—came to stay with his

uncle the parson about .the same time

that Mary Lowther returned to Loring.

“ You remember Walter, do you not?”

said Miss Marrable to her niece.

“ Not the least in the world. I re

member there was a Walter when I was

at Dunripple. But that was ten years

ago, and boy cousins and girl cousins

never fraternize.”

“I suppose he was nearly a young

man then, and you were a child?”

“ He was still at school, though just

leaving it. He is seven years older than

I am.”

“ He is coming to stay with Parson

John.”

“ You don’t say so, Aunt Sarah!

VVhat will such a man as Captain Mar

rable do at Loring ?” Then Aunt Sarah

explained all that she knew, and perhaps

suggested more than she knew. Walter

Marrable had quarreled with his father

 
the colonel—with whom, indeed every

body of the name of Marrable had always

been quarreling, and who was believed by

Miss Marrable to be the very mis

chief himself. He was a man always in

debt, who had broken his wife’s heart,

who lived with low company and dis

graced the family, who had been more

than once arrested, on whose behalf all

the family interest had been expended,

so that nobody else could get anything,

and who gambled and drank and did

whatever wicked things a wicked old

colonel living at Portsmouth could do.

And indeed, hitherto, Miss Marrable had

entertained opinions hardly more chari

table respecting the son than she had

done in regard to the father. She had

disbelieved in this branch of the Mar

rables altogether. 0 Captain Marrable had

lived with his father a good deal—at least

so she had understood—and therefore

could not but be bad. And moreover,

our Miss Sarah Marrable had through

out her whole life been somewhat es

tranged from the elder branches of the

family. Her father, Walter, had been—

so she thought—injured by his brother

Sir Gregory, and there had been some

law proceedings, not quite amicable, be

tween her brother the parson and the

present Sir Gregory. She respected

Sir Gregory as the head of the family,

but she never went now to Dunripple,

and knew nothing of Sir Gregory’s heir.

Of the present Parson John she had

thought very little before he had come

to Loring. Since he had been living

there she had found that blood was

thicker than water—as she would say—

and they two were intimate. When she

heard that Captain Marrable was coming

because he had quarreled with his father,

she began to think that perhaps it might

be as well that she should allow herself

to meet this new cousin.

“ What do you think of your cousin,

Walter?” the old clergyman said to his

nephew one evening, after the two ladies,

who had been dining at the rectory, had

left them. It was the first occasion on

which Walter Marrable had met Mary

since his coming to Loring.

“I remember her as well as if it were
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yesterday, at Dunripple. She was a

little girl then, and I thought her the

most beautiful little girl in the world.”

“ 0We all think her very beautiful still.”

“ So she is ; as lovely as ever she can

stand. But she does not seem to have

much to say for herself. I remember

when she was a little girl she never

would speak.”

“I fancy she can talk when she

pleases, Walter. But you mustn’t fall

in love with her.”

“I won’t, ifl can help it.”

“ In the first place, I think she is as

good as engaged to a fellow with a very

pretty property in Wiltshire, and in the

next place she hasn’t got one shilling.”

“ There is not much danger. lam

not inclined to trouble myself about any

girl in my present mood, even if she had

the pretty property herself and wasn’t

engaged to anybody. I suppose I shall

get over it some day, but I feel just at

present as though I couldn’t say a kind

word to a human being.”

“ Psha! psha ! that’s nonsense, Wal

ter. Take things coolly. They’re more

likely to come right, and they won’t be

so troublesome, even if they don’t.”

Such was the philosophy of Parson John;

for the sake of digesting which the cap

tain lit a cigar and went out to smoke it,

standing at one of the open slate-colored

gates.

It was said in the first chapter of this

story that Mr. Gilmore was one of the

heroes whose deeds the story undertakes

to narrate, and a hint was perhaps ex

pressed that of all the heroes he was the

favorite. Captain Marrable is, however,

another hero, and as such some word or

two must be said of him. He was a

better-looking man, certainly, than Mr.

Gilmore, though perhaps his personal

appearance did not at first sight give to

the observer so favorable an idea of his

character as did that of the other gentle

man. Mr. Gilmore was to be read at a

glance as an honest, straightforward,

well-behaved country squire, whose word

might be taken for anything—who might,

perhaps, like to have his own way, but

who could hardly do a cruel or an unfair

thing. He was just such a man to look

at as a prudent mother would select as

one to whom she might entrust her

daughter with safety. Now Walter Mar

rable’s countenance was of a very differ

ent die. He had served in lndia, and

the naturally dark color of his face had

thus become very swarthy. His black

hair curled round his head, but the curls

on his brow were becoming very thin,

as though age were already telling on

them, and yet he was four or five years

younger than Mr. Gilmore. His eye

brows were thick and heavy, and his

eyes seemed to be black. They were

eyes which were used without much mo

tion; and when they were dead set, as

they were not unfrequently, it would

seem as though he were defying those

on whom he looked. Thus he made

many afraid of him, and many who were

not afraid of him disliked him because

of a certain ferocity which seemed to

characterize his face. He wore no beard

beyond a heavy black moustache, which

quite covered his upper lip. His nose

was long and straight, his mouth large

and his chin square. No doubt he was

a handsome man. And he looked to be

a tall man, though in truth he lacked two

full inches of the normal six feet. He

was broad across the chest, strong on

his legs, and was altogether such a man

to look at that few would care to quarrel

with him, and many would think that he

was disposed to quarrel. Of his nature

he was not quarrelsome, but he was a

man who certainly had received much

injury. It need not be explained at

length how his money affairs had gone

wrong with him. He should have in

herited—and indeed did inherit—a for

tune from his mother’s family, of which

his father had contrived absolutely to rob

him. It was only within the last month

that he had discovered that his father

had succeeded in laying his hands on

certainly the bulk of his money, and it

might be upon all. Words between them

had been very bitter. The father, with

a cigar between his teeth, had told his

son that this was the fortune of war;

that if justice had been done him at his

marriage the money would have been his

own; and that, by G—, he was very
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sorry, and couldn’t say anything more.

The son had called the father a liar and

a swindler; as indeed was the truth,

though the son was doubtless wrong to

say so to the author of his being. The

father had threatened the son with his

horsewhip ; and so they had parted with

in ten days of Walter Marrable’s return

from India.

Walter had written to his two uncles,

asking their advice as to saving the

wreck, if anything might be saved. Sir

Gregory had written back to say that he

was an old man, that he was greatly

grieved at the misunderstanding, and

that Messrs. Block & Curling were the

family lawyers. Parson John invited his

nephew to come down to Loring Low

town. Captain Marrable went to Block

& Curling, who were by no means con

solatory, and accepted his uncle’s in

vitation.

It was but three days after the first

meeting between the two cousins, that

they were to be seen one evening walk

ing together along the banks of the Lur

well, a little river which at Loring some

times takes the appearance of a canal,

and sometimes ofa natural stream. But

it is commercial, having connection with

the Kennet and Avon navigation; and

long, slow, ponderous barges, with heavy,

dirty, sleepy bargemen, and rickety, ill

used barge-horses, are common in the

neighborhood. In parts it is very pretty,

as it runs under the chalky downs, and

there are a multiplicity of locks, and the

turf of the sheep-walks comes up to the

towing-path ; but in the close neighbor

hood of the town the canal is straight

and uninteresting, the ground is level,

and there is a scattered community of

small, straight-built, light-brick houses,

which are in themselves so ugly that

they are incompatible with anything that

is pretty in landscape.

Parson John—always so called to dis

tinguish him from the late parson, his

cousin, who had been the Rev. James

Marrable-had taken occasion on behalf

of his nephew to tell the story of his

wrong to Miss Marrable, and by Miss

Marrable it had been told to Mary. To

both these ladies the thing seemed to be

 

so horrible—the idea that a father should

have robbed his son — that the stern

ferocity of the slow-moving eyes was

forgiven, and they took him to their

hearts—if not for love, at least for pity.

Twenty thousand pounds ought to have

become the property of \ilalter Marrable

when some maternal relation had died.

It had seemed hard that the father should

have none of it, and on the receipt in

India of representations from the colonel,

Walter had signed certain fatal papers,

the effect of which was that the father

had laid his hands on pretty nearly the

whole, if not on the whole, of the money,

and had caused it to vanish. There was

now a question whether some five thou

sand pounds might not be saved. If so,

Walter would stay in England: if not,

he would exchange and go back to India,

“or,” as he said himself, “ to the devil.”

“ Don’t speak of it in that way,” said

Mary.

“ The worst of it is,” said he, “ that I

am ashamed of myself for being so ab

solutely cut up about money. A man

should be able to bear that kind of thing,

but this hits one all round.”

“ I think you bear it very well.”

“ No, I don’t. I didn’t bear it well

when I called my father a swindler. I

didn’t bear it well when I swore that I

would put him in prison for robbing me.

I don’t bear it well now, when I think

of it every moment. But I do so hate

India, and I had so absolutely made up

my mind never to return. If it hadn’t

been that I knew that this fortune was

to be mine, I could have saved money,

hand over hand.”

“ Can’t you live on your pay here?”

“No !” He answered her almost as

though he were angry with her. “ If I

had been used all my life to the strictest

economies, perhaps I might do so. Some

men do, no doubt, but I am too old to

begin it. There is the choice of two

things—to blow my brains out, or go

back.”

“ You are not such a coward as that.”

“I don’t know. I ain’t sure that it

would be cowardice. If there were any

body I could injure by doing it, it would

be cowardly.”
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“ The family,” suggested Mary.

“ What does Sir Gregory care for me?

I’ll show you his letter to me some day.

I don’t think it would be cowardly at all

to get away from such a lot.”

“I am sure you won’t do that, Cap

tain Marrable.”

“ Think what it is to know that your

father is a swindler. Perhaps that is

the worst of it all. Fancy talking or

thinking of one’s family after that. I

like my uncle John. He is very kind,

and has offered to lend me one hundred

and fifty pounds, which I am sure he

can’t afford to lose, and which I am too

honest to take. But even he hardly

sees it. He calls it a misfortune, and

I’ve no doubt would shake hands with

his brother to-morrow.”

“So would you, if he were really

sorry.”

“No, Mary: nothing on earth shall

ever induce me to set my eyes on him

again willingly. He has destroyed all

the world for me. He should have had

half of it without a word. When he

used to whine to me in his letters, and

say how cruelly he had been treated, I

always made up my mind that he should

have half the income for life. It was

because he should not want till I came

home that I enabled him to do what he

has done. And now he has robbed me

of every cursed shilling! I wonder

whether I shall ever get my mind free

from it?”

“ Of course you will.”

“ It seems now that my heart is wrap

ped in lead.”

As they were coming home she put

her hand upon his arm, and asked him

to promise her to withdraw that threat.

“ Why should I withdraw it? Who

cares for me ?”

“ We all care: my aunt cares—I care.”

“The threat means nothing, Mary.

People who make such threats don’t

carry them out. Of course I shall go

on and endure it. The worst of all is,

that the whole thing makes me so un

manly-makes such a beast of me. But

I’ll try to get over it.”

Mary Lowther thought that upon the

whole he bore his misfortune very well.

 

CHAPTER XIV.

COUSINHOOD.

I\IARY Lowrnna and her cousin had

taken their walk together on Monday

evening, and on the next morning she

received the following letter from Mrs.

Fenwick. When it reached her she had

as yet heard nothing of the Bullhampton

tragedy:

“V1cAR/ma, Monday, Sept. 1, 186-.

“ DEAREST MARY:

“I suppose you will have heard be

fore you get this of the-dreadful murder

that has taken place here, and which has

so startled and horrified us that we hard

ly know what we are doing even yet. It

is hard to say why a thing should be

worse because it is close, but it certainly

is so. Had it been in the next parish,

or even farther off in this parish, I do

not think that I should feel it so much ;

and then we knew the old man so well ;

and then again—which makes it worst

of all—we all of us are unable to get rid

of a suspicion that one whom we knew,

and we liked, has been a participator in

the crime.

“It seems that it must have been

about two o’clock on Sunday morning

that Mr. Trumbull was killed. It was,

at any rate, between one and three. As

far as they can judge, they think that

there must have been three men con

cerned. You remember how we used to

joke about poor Mr. Trumbull’s dog.

Well, he was poisoned first—probably

an hour before the men got into the

house. It has been discovered that the

foolish old man kept a large sum of

money by him in a box, and that he

always took this box into bed with him.

The woman who lived in the house with

him used to see it there. No doubt the

thieves had heard of this, and both

Frank and Mr. Gilmore think that the

girl, Agnes Pope, whom you will remem

ber in the choir, told about it. She lived

with Mr. Trumbull. and we all thought

her a very good girl, though she was too

fond of that young man, Sam Brattle.

“They think that the men did not

mean to do the murder, but that the old

man fought so hard for his money that

they were driven to it. His body was
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not in the room, but on the top of the

stairs, and his temple had been split

open with a blow of a hammer. The

hammer lay beside him, and was one

belonging to the house. Mr. Gilmore

says that there was great craft in their

using a weapon which they did not bring

with them. Of course they cannot be

traced by the hammer.

“They got off with one hundred and

fifty pounds in the box, and did not

touch anything else. Everybody feels

quite sure that they knew all about the

money, and thafwhen Mr. Gilmore saw

them that night down at the churchyard

corner they were prowling about with a

view of seeing how they could get into

the farmer’s house, and not into the

vicarage. Frank thinks that when he

afterward found them in our place, Sam

Brattle had brought them in with a kind

of wild idea of taking the fruit, but that

the men, of their own account, had come

round to reconnoitre the house. They

both say that there can be no doubt

about the men having been the same.

Then comes the terrible question wheth

er Sam Brattle, the son of that dear wo

man at the mill, has been one of the

murderers. He had been at home all

the previous day, working very hard at the

repairs — which are being done in obe

dience to your orders, my dear—but he

certainly was out on the Saturday night.

“ It is very hard to get at any man’s

belief in such matters, but, as far as I

can understand them, I don’t think that

either Frank or Mr. Gilmore do really

believe that he was there. Frank says

that it will go very hard with him, and

Mr. Gilmore has committed him. The

magistrates are to sit to-morrow at

Heytesbury, and Mr. Gilmore will be

there. He has, as you may be sure, be

haved as well as possible, and has quite

altered in his manner to the old people.

I was at the mill this morning: Brattle

himself would not speak to me, but I sat

for an hour with Mrs. Brattle and Fanny.

It makes it almost the more melancholy

having all the rubbish and building

things about, and yet the work stopped.

“ Fanny Brattle has behaved so well !

It was she who told that her brother

 had been out at night. Mr. Gilmore

says that when the question was asked

in his presence, she answered it in her

own quiet, simple way, without a mo

ment’s doubt; but since that she has

never ceased to assert her conviction

that her brother has had nothing to do

either with the murder or with the rob

bery. If it had not been for this, Mrs.

Brattle would, I think, have sunk under

the load. Fanny says the same thing

constantly to her father. He scolds her

and bids her hold her tongue, but she

goes on, and I think it has some effect

even on him. The whole place does

look such a picture of ruin! It would

break your heart to see it. And then,

when one looks at the father and mother,

one remembers about that other child,

and is almost tempted to ask why such

misery should have fallen upon parents

who have been honest, sober and indus

trious. Can it really be that the man is

being punished here on earth because he

will not believe? When I hinted this

to Frank, he turned upon me and scolded

me, and told me I was measuring the

Almighty God with a foot-rule. But

men were punished in the Bible because

they did not believe. Remember the

Baptist’s father. But I never dare to go

on with Frank on these matters.

“I am so full of this affair of poor

Mr. Trumbull, and so anxious about

Sam Brattle, that I cannot now write

about anything else. I can only say

that no man ever behaved with greater

kindness and propriety than Harry Gil

more, who has had to act as magistrate.

Poor Fanny Brattle has to go to Heytes

bury to-morrow to give her evidence. At

first they said that they must take the

father also, but he is to be spared for the

present.

“I should tell you that Sam himself

declares that he got to know these men

at a place where he was at work, brick

making, near Devizes. He had quarreled

with his father, and had got a job there,

with high wages. He used to be out at

night with them, and acknowledges that

he joined one of them, a man named

Burrows, in stealing a brood of pea-fowl

which some poulterers wanted to buy.
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He says he looked on it as a joke. Then

it seems he had some spite against Trum

bull’s dog, and that this man Burrows

came over here on purpose to take the

dog away. This, according to his story,

is all that he knows of the man ; and he

says that on that special Saturday night

he had not the least idea that Burrows

was at Bullhampton till he heard the

sound of a certain cart on the road. I

tell you all this, as I am sure you will

share our anxiety respecting this un

fortunate young man, because of his

mother and sister.

“ Good-bye, dearest! Frank sends

ever so many loves ; and somebody else

would send them too, if he thought that

I would be the bearer. Try to think so

well of Bullhampton as to make you wish

to live here. Give my kindest love to

your aunt Sarah.

“ Your most affectionate friend,

“JANET FENWICK.”

Mary was obliged to read the letter

twice before she completely understood

it. Old Mr. Trumbull murdered! Why

she had known the old man well—had

always been in the habit of speaking to

him when she met him either at the

one gate or the other of the farmyard—

had joked with him about Bone’m, and

had heard him assert his own perfect

security against robbers not a week be

fore the night on which he was murder

ed! As Mrs. Fenwick had said, the

truth is so much more real when it

comes from things that are near. And

then she had so often heard the cha

racter of Sam Brattle described—the

man who was now in prison as a mur

derer ! And she herself had given les

sons in singing to Agnes Pope, who was

now in some sort accused of aiding the

thieves. And she herself had asked

Agnes whether it was not foolish for her

to be hanging about the farmyard, out

side her master’s premises, with Sam

Brattle. It was all brought very near to

her!

Before that day was over she was

telling the story to Captain Marrable.

She had of course told it to her aunt,

and they had been discussing it the

 

0

whole morning. Mr. Gilmore’s name

had been mentioned to Captain Marrable,

but very little more than the name.

Aunt Sarah, however, had already begun

to think whether it might not be prudent

to tell Cousin Walter the story of the

half-formed engagement. Mary had ex

pressed so much sympathy with her

cousin’s wrongs that Aunt Sarah had

begun to fear that that sympathy might

lead to a tenderer feeling, and Aunt

Sarah was by no means anxious that her

niece should fall in love with a gentle

man whose chief attraction was the fact

that he had been ruined by his own

father, even though that gentleman was

Marrable himself. This danger might

possibly be lessened if Captain Marrable

were made acquainted with the Gilmore

affair, and taught to understand how de

sirable such a match would be for Mary.

But Aunt Sarah had qualms ofconscience

on the subject. She doubted whether

she had a right to tell the story without

leave from Mary; and then there was

in truth no real engagement. She knew

indeed that Mr. Gilmore had made the

offer more than once; but then she

knew also that the offer had at any rate

not as yet been accepted, and she felt

that on Mr. Gilmore’s account, as well

as on Mary’s, she ought to hold her

tongue. It might indeed be admissible

to tell a cousin that which she would not

tell to an indifferent young man ; but nev

ertheless she could not bring herself to

do, even with so good an object, that

which she believed to be wrong.

That evening Mary was again walking

on the towing-path beside the river with

her cousin Walter. She had met him

now about five times, and there was al

ready an intimacy between them. The

idea of cousinly intimacy to girls is un

doubtedly very pleasant; and I do not

know whether it is not the fact that the

better and the purer is the girl the

sweeter and the pleasanter is the idea.

In America a girl may form a friendly

intimacy with any young man she fan

cies, and though she may not be free

from little jests and good-humored jok

ing, there is no injury to her from such

intimacy. It is her acknowledged right
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to enjoy herself after that fashion, and

to have what she calls a good time with

young men. A dozen such intimacies

do not stand in her way when there

comes some real adorer who means to

marry her and is able to do so. She

rides with these friends, walks with them

and corresponds with them. She goes

out to balls and pic-nics with them, and

afterward lets herself in with a latch-key,

while her papa and mamma are abed and

asleep, with perfect security. If there

be much to be said against the practice,

there is also something to be said for it.

Girls on the continent of Europe, on

the other hand, do not dream of making

friendship with any man. A cousin with

them is as much out of the question as

the most perfect stranger. In strict

families a girl is hardly allowed to go

out with her brother, and I have heard

of mothers who thought it indiscreet

that a father should be seen alone with

his daughter at a theatre. All friend

ships between the sexes must, under

such a social code. be looked forward to

as post-nuptial joys. Here in England

there is a something betwixt the two.

The intercourse between young men and

girls is free enough to enable the latter

to feel how pleasant it is to be able to

forget for a while conventional restraints,

and to acknowledge how joyous a thing

it is to indulge in social intercourse in

which the simple delight of equal mind

meeting equal mind in equal talk is just

enhanced by the unconscious remem

brance that boys and girls when they

meet together may learn to love. There

is nothing more sweet in youth than

this, nothing more natural, nothing more

fitting—nothing, indeed, more essentially

necessary for God’s purposes with his

creatures. Nevertheless, here with us,

that is the restriction, and it is seldom

that a girl can allow herself the full flow

of friendship with a man who is not old

enough to be her father, unless he is her

lover as well as her friend. But cousin

hood does allow some escape from the

hardship of this rule. Cousins are Tom

and Jack and George and Dick. Cousins

probably know all or most of your little

family secrets. Cousins perhaps have

Von. IV.—w

 
romped with you and scolded you and

teased you when you were young.

Cousins are almost the same as brothers,

and yet they may be lovers. There is

certainly a great relief in cousinhood.

Mary Lowther had no brother. She

had neither brother nor sister—had since

her earliest infancy hardly known any

other relative save her aunt and old Par

son John. When first she had heard

that Walter Marrable was at Loring, the

tidings gave her no pleasure whatever.

It never occurred to her to say to her

self, “ Now I shall have one who may

become my friend, and be to me perhaps

almost a brother?” What she had

hitherto heard of \/Valter Marrable had

not been in his favor. Of his father she

had heard all that was bad, and she had

joined the father and the son together

in what few ideas she had formed re

specting them. But now, after five in

terviews, Vilalter Marrable was her dear

cousin, with whom she sympathized, of

whom she was proud, whose misfortunes

were in some degree her misfortunes—to

whom she thought she could very soon

tell this great trouble of her life about

Mr. Gilmore, as though he were indeed

her brother. And she had learned to

like his dark staring eyes, which now

always seemed to be fixed on her with

something of real regard. She liked

them the better, perhaps, because there

was in them so much of real admiration;

though if it were so, Mary knew noth

ing of such liking herself. And now at

his bidding she called him Walter. He

had addressed her by her Christian name

at first as a matter of course, and she

had felt grateful to him for doing so.

But she had not dared to be so bold

with him till he had bade her do so, and

now she felt that he was a cousin indeed.

Captain Marrable was at present waiting,

not with much patience, for tidings from

Block & Curling. Would that five thou

sand pounds be saved for him, or must

he again go out to India and he heard of

no more at home in his own England?

Mary was not so impatient as the cap

tain, but she also was intensely interest

ed in the expected letters. On this day,

however, their conversation chiefly ran
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on the news which Mary had that morn

ing heard from Bullhampton.

“ I suppose you feel sure,” said the

captain, “that young Sam Brattle was

one of the murderers ?”

“ Oh no, Walter.”

“ Or at least one of the thieves?”

“ But both Mr. Fenwick and Mr.

Gilmore think that he is innocent.”

“I do not gather that from what your

friend says. She says that she thinks

that they think so. And then it is clear

that he was hanging about the place be

fore with the very men who have com

mitted the crime; and that was a way

in which he might have heard, and

probably had heard, of the money; and

then he was out and about that very

night.”

“ Still, I can’t believe it. If you knew

the sort of people his father and mother

are !” (Captain Marrable could not but

reflect that, if an honest gentleman might

have a swindler for his father, an honest

miller might have a thief for his son.)

“ And then if you saw the place at which

they live! I have a particular interest

about it.”

“ Then the young man, of course, must

be innocent.”

“ Don’t laugh at me, Walter.”

“ Why is the place so interesting to

you ?”

“I can hardly tell you why. The

father and the mother are interesting

people, and so is the sister. And in

their way they are so good! And they

have had great troubles — very great

troubles. And the place is so cool and

pretty. all surrounded by streams and old

pollard willows, with a thatched roof that

comes in places nearly to the ground;

and then the sound of the mill-wheel is

the pleasantest sound I know anywhere.”

“I will hope he is innocent, Mary.”

“I do so hope he is innocent! And

then my friends are so much interested

about the family! The Fenwicks are

very fond of them, and Mr. Gilmore is

their landlord.”

“ He is the magistrate?”

“ Yes, he is the magistrate.”

“ What sort of fellow is he ?”

“ A very good sort of fellow—such a

 

sort that he can hardly be better ; a per

fect gentleman.”

“ Indeed ! And has he a perfect lady

for his wife?”

“ Mr. Gilmore is not married.”

“ What age is he?”

“I think he is thirty-three.”

“ With a nice estate and not married!

What a chance you have left behind you,

Mary !”

“ Do you think, Walter, that a girl

ought to wish to marry a man merely

because he is a perfect gentlemen, and

has a nice estate, and is not yet married?”

“ They say that they generally do;

don’t they?”

“I hope you don’t think so. Any

girl would be very fortunate to marry

Mr. Gilmore if she loved him.”

“ But you don’t ?”

“ You know I am not talking about

myself, and you oughtn’t to make per

sonal allusions.”

These cousinly walks along the banks

of the Lurwell were not probably favor

able to Mr. Gilmore’s hopes.

CHAPTER XV.

THE POLICE AT FAULT.

THE magistrates sat at Heytesbury

on the Tuesday, and Sam Brattle was

remanded. An attorney had been em

ployed on his behalf by Mr. Fenwick.

The parson on the Monday evening had

been down at the mill, and had pressed

strongly on the old miller the necessity

of getting some legal assistance for his

son. At first, Mr. Brattle was stern,

immovable and almost dumb. He sat

on the bench outside his door, with his

eyes fixed on the dismantled mill, and

shook his head wearily, as though sick

and sore with the words that were being

addressed to him. Mrs. Brattle the

while stood in the doorway and listened

to what was said without uttering a

sound. If the parson could not prevail,

it would be quite out of the question

that any word of hers should do good.

There she stood, wiping the tears from

her eyes, looking on wishfully, while her

husband did not even know that she
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was there. At last he rose from his

seat. and hallooed to her. “ Maggie !”

said he—“ Maggie !” She stepped for

ward and put her hand upcn his shoulder.

“ Bring me down the purse, mother,” he

said.

“ There will be nothing of that kind

wanted,” said the parson.

“ Them gentlemen don’t work for such

as our boy for nothin’,” said the miller.

“ Bring me the purse, mother, I say.

There aren’t much in it, but there’s a

few guineas as ’ll do for that, perhaps.

As well pitch ’em away that way as any

other.”

Mr. Fenwick,.of course, declined to

take the money. He would make the

lawyer understand that he would be

properly paid for his trouble, and that

for the present would suffice. Only, as

he explained, it was expedient that he

should have the father’s authority.

Should any question on the matter

arise, it would be better for the young

man that he should be defended by his

father’s aid than by that of a stranger.

“I understand, Mr. Fenwick,” said the

old man—“l understand; and it’s neigh

borly of you. But it’d be better that

you’d just leave us alone to go out like

the snuff of a candle.”

“ Father,” said Fanny, “I won’t have

you speak in that way, making out our

Sam to be guilty before e’er a one else

has said so.” The miller shook his

head again, but said nothing further, and

the parson, having received the desired

authority, returned to the vicarage.

The attorney had been employed, and

Sam had been remanded. There was

no direct evidence against him, and

nothing could be done until the other

men should be taken, for whom they

were seeking. The police had tracked

the two men back to a cottage about

fifteen miles distant from Bullhampton,

in which lived an old woman who was

the mother of the Grinder. With Mrs.

Burrows they found a young woman who

had lately come to live there, and who

was said in the neighborhood to be the

Grinder’s wife.

But nothing more could be learned

of the Grinder than that he had been at

 
the cottage on the Sunday morning, and

had gone away according to his wont.

The old woman swore that he slept there

the whole of Saturday night, but of

course the policemen had not believed

her statement. When does any police

man ever believe anything? Of the

pony and cart the old woman declared

she knew nothing. Her son had no

pony and no cart, to her knowing.

Then she went on to declare that she

knew very little about her son, who

never lived with her, and that she had

only taken in the young woman out of

charity about two weeks since. The

mother did not for a moment pretend

that her son was an honest man, getting

his bread after an honest fashion. The

Grinder’s mode of life was too well

known for even a mother to attempt to

deny it. Ilut she pretended that she

was very honest herself, and appealed to

sundry brandy-balls and stale biscuits in

her window to prove that she lived after

a decent, honest, commercial fashion.

Sam was of course remanded. The

head constable of the district asked for

a week more to make fresh inquiry, and

expressed a very strong opinion that he

would have the Grinder and his friend

by the heels before the week should be

over. The Heytesbury attorney made a

feeble request that Sam might be re

leased on bail, as there was not, accord

ing to his statement, “the remotest

shadow of atittle of evidence against

him.” But poor Sam was sent back to

jail, and there remained for that week.

On the next Tuesday the same scene

was re-enacted. The Grinder had not

been taken, and a further remand was

necessary. The face of the head con

stable was longer on this occasion than

it had been before, and his voice less

confident. The Grinder, he thought,

must have caught one of the early Sun

day trains and made his way to Birming

ham. It had been ascertained that he

had friends in Birmingham. Another

remand was asked for a week, with an

understanding that at the end of the

week it should be renewed if necessary.

The policeman seemed to think that by

that time, unless the Grinder were be
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low the sod, his presence above it would ’ die there, but not until the term of his

certainly be proved. On this occasion

the Heytesbury attorney made a very

loud demand for Sam’s liberation, talk

ing of habeas corpus and the injustice

of incarceration without evidence ofguilt.

But the magistrate would not let him go.

“ When I’m told that the young man

was seen hiding in a ditch close to the

murdered man’s house only a few days

before the murder, is that no evidence

against him, Mr. Jones?” said Sir Thom

as Charleys of Charlicoats, the Cranmer

of the bench.

“ No evidence at all, Sir Thomas. If

I had been found asleep in the ditch, that

would have been no evidence against me.”

“ Yes, it would—very strong evidence;

and I would have committed you on it,

without hesitation, Mr. Jones.”

Mr. Jones made a spirited rejoinder

to this, but it was of no use, and poor

Sam was sent back to his jail for the

third time.

For the first ten days after the mur

der nothing was done as to the works

at the mill. The men who had been

employed by Brattle ceased to come, ap

parently of their own account, and every

thing was lying there just in the state in

which the men had left the place on the

Saturday night. There was something

inexpressibly sad in this, as the old man

could not even make a pretence of going

into the mill for employment, and there

was absolutely nothing to which he could

put his hands, to do it. When ten days

were over, Gilmore came down to the

mill and suggested that the works should

be carried on and finished by him. If

the mill were not kept at work, the old

man could not live and no rent would be

paid. At any rate, it would be better

that this great sorrow should not be

allowed so to cloud everything as to turn

industry into idleness, and straitened cir

cumstances into absolute beggary. But

the squire found it very difficult to deal

with the miller. At first, old Brattle

would neither give nor withhold his con

sent. When told by the squire that the

property could not be left in that way,

he expressed himself willing to go out

into the road and lay himself down and

 

holding was legally brought to a close.

“I don’t know that I owe any rent over

and beyond this Michaelmas as is com

ing, and there’s the hay on the ground

yet.” Gilmore, who was very patient,

assured him that he had no wish to allude

to rent—that there should be no question

of rent even when the day came, if at

that time money was scarce with the old

man. But would it not be better that

the mill, at least, should be put in order?

“ Indeed it will, squire,” said Mrs.

Brattle. “ It is the idleness that is kill

ing him.”

“ Hold your jabbering tongue !” said

the miller, turning round upon her

fiercely. “Who asked you? I will see

to it myself, squire, to-morrow or next

day.”

After two or three further days of in

action at the mill, the squire came again,

bringing the parson with him ; and they

did manage to arrange between them

that the repairs should be at once con

tinued. The mill should be completed,

but the house should be left till next

summer. As to Brattle himself, when

he had been once persuaded to yield the

point, he did not care how much they

pulled down or how much they built up.

“ Do it as you will,” he said: “I ain’t

nobody now. The women drives me

about my own house as if I hadn’t

a’most no business there.” And so the

hammers and trowels were heard again ;

and old Brattle would sit perfectly silent,

gazing at the men as they worked. Once,

as he saw two men and a boy shifting a

ladder, he turned round with a little

chuckle to his wife, and said, “ Sam’d ’a

see’d hisself d—d afore he’d ’a asked

another chap to help him with such a

job as that.”

As Mrs. Brattle told Mrs. Fenwick af

terward, he had one of his erring children

in his thoughts morning, noon and night.

“ When I tell ’un of George” (who was

the farmer near Fordingbridge), “ and of

Mrs. Jay” (who was the ironmonger’s

wife at Warminster), “ he won’t take any

comfort in them,” said Mrs. Brattle. “I

don’t think he cares for them, just because

they can hold their own heads up.”
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At the end of three weeks the Grinder

was still missing, and others besides Mr.

Jones the attorney were beginning to say

that Sam Brattle should be let out of

prison. Mr. Fenwick was clearly of

opinion that he should not be detained

if bail could be forthcoming. The squire

was more cautious, and said that it might

well be that his escape would render it

impossible for the police ever to get on

thetrack of the real murderers. “No

doubt he knows more than he has told,”

said Gilmore, “ and will probably tell it

at last. If he be let out, he will tell

nothing.” The police were all of opin

ion that Sam had been present at the

murder, and that he should be kept in

custody till he was tried. They were

very sharp in their manoeuvres to get

evidence against him. His boot, they

had said, fitted a footstep which had

been found in the mud in the farmyard.

The measure had been taken on the

Sunday. That was evidence. Then

they examined Agnes Pope over and

over again, and extracted from the poor

girl an admission that she loved Sam

better than anything in the whole wide

world. If he were to be in prison, she

would not object to go to prison with

him. If he were to be hung, she would

wish to be hung with him. She had no

secret she would not tell him. But, as

a matter of fact—so she swore over and

over again—she had never told him a

word about old Trumbull’s box. She

did not think she had ever told any one,

but she would swear on her deathbed

that she had never told Sam Brattle.

The head constable declared that he

had never met a more stubborn or a

more artful young woman. Sir Thomas

Charleys was clearly of opinion that no

bail should be accepted. Another week

of remand was granted, with the under

standing that if nothing of importance

was elicited by that time, and if neither

of the other two suspected men was by

that time in custody, Sam should’ be

allowed to go at large upon bail—a

good, substantial bail—himself in one

thousand pounds, and his bailsmen in

two hundred pounds each.

“Who’ll be his bailsmen ?” said the

 
squire, coming away with his friend the

parson from Heytesbury.

“There will be no difficulty about that,

I should say.”

“ But who will they be—his father for

one ?”

“ His brother George, and Jay, at

Warminster, who married his sister,”

said the parson.

4“ I doubt them both,” said the squire.

“ He sha’n’t want for bail: I’ll be one

myself, sooner. He shall have bail. If

there’s any difficulty, Jones shall bail

him; and I’ll see Jones safe through it.

He sha’n’t be persecuted in that way.”

“I don’t think anybody has attempt

ed to persecute him, Frank.”

“ He will be persecuted if his own

brothers won’t come forward to help

him. It isn’t that they have looked

into the matter and that they think him

guilty, but that they go just the way

they’re told to go, like sheep. The

more I think of it, the more I feel that

he had nothing to do with the murder.”

“ I never knew a man change his opin

ion so often as you do,” said Gilmore.

During three weeks the visits made

by Head Constable Tolfy to the cottage

in which Mrs. Burrows lived were much

more frequent than was agreeable to that

lady. This cottage was about four miles

from Devizes, and on the edge of a com

mon about half a mile from the high road

which leads from that town to Marl

borough. There is, or was a year or

two back, a considerable extent of un

enclosed land thereabouts, and on a spot

called Pycroft Common there was a

small collection of cottages, sufficient to

constitute a hamlet of the smallest class.

There was no house there of greater

pretensions than the very small beershop

which provided for the conviviality of the

Pycroftians; and of other shops there

were none save a baker’s, the owner of

which had seldom much bread to sell,

and the establishment for brandy-balls

which was kept by Mrs. Burrows. The

inhabitants were chiefly laboring men,

some of whom were in summer employ

ed in brickmaking; and there was an

idea abroad that Pycroft generally was

not sustained by regular labor and sober
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industry. Rents, however, were paid for

the cottages, or the cottagers would have

been turned adrift; and Mrs. Burrows

had lived in hers for five or six years,

and was noted in the neighborhood for

her outward neatness and attention to

decency. In the summer there were

always half a dozen large sunflowers in

the patch of ground called a garden, and

there was a rose tree, and a bush of

honeysuckle over the door, and an alder

stump in a corner which would still put

out leaves and bear berries. Vi’hen

Head Constable Toffy visited her, there

would be generally a few high words,

for Mrs. Burrows was by no means un

willing to let it be known that she ob

jected to morning calls from Mr. Toffy.

It has been already said that at this

time Mrs. Burrows did not live alone.

Residing with her was a young woman

who was believed by Mr. Toffy to be

the wife of Richard Burrows, alias the

Grinder. On his first visit to Pycroft

no doubt Mr. Tofiy was mainly anxious

to ascertain whether anything was known

by the old woman as to her son’s where

abouts; but the second, third and fourth

visits were made rather to the younger

than to the older woman. Toffy had

probably learned in his wide experience

thata man of the Grinder’s nature will

generally place more reliance on a young

woman than on an old; and that the

young woman will, nevertheless, be more

likely to betray confidence than the older

—partly from indiscretion, and partly,

alas! from treachery. But if the pre

sumed Mrs. Burrows, Junior, knew aught

of the Grinder’s present doings, she was

neither indiscreet nor treacherous. Mr.

Toffy could get nothing from her. She

was sickly, weak, sullen and silent.

“ She didn’t think it was her business to

say where she had been living before she

came to Pycroft. She hadn’t been liv

ing with no husband, and hadn’t got no

husband, that she know’d of. If she had,

she wasn’t going to say so. She hadn’t

any children, and she didn’t know what

business he had to ask her. She came

from Lunnun. At any rate. she came

from there last, and she didn’t know

what business he had to ask her where

 she came from. What business was it

of his to be asking what her name was ?

Her name was Anne Burrows, if he liked

to call her so. She wouldn’t answer him

any more questions. No; she wouldn’t

say what her name was before she was

married.”

Mr. Toffy had his reasons for interro

gating this poor woman, but he did not

for a while let any one know what those

reasons were. He could not, however,

obtain more information than what is

contained in the answers above given,

which were, for the most part, true.

Neither the mother nor the younger wo

man knew where was to be found, at the

present moment, that hero of adventure

who was called the Grinder, and all the

police of Wiltshire began to fear that

they were about to be outwitted.

“ You never were at Bullhampton with

your husband, I suppose?” asked Mr.

Tofl’y.

“ Never,” said the Grinder’s wife ;

“ but what does it matter to you where

l was ?”

“ Don’t answer him never another

word,” said Mrs. Burrows.

“I won’t,” said the Grinder’s wife.

“Were you ever at Bullhampton at

all ?” asked Mr. Toffy.

“ Oh dear! oh dear!” said the younger

woman.

“I think you must have been there

once,” said Mr. Toffy.

“ What business is it of your’n ?” de

manded Mrs. Burrows, Senior. “ Drat

you ! get out of this ! You ain’t no

right here, and you sha'n’t stay here. If

you ain’t out of this, I’ll brain yer. I

don’t care for perlice nor anything. We

ain’t done nothing. If he did smash the

gen’leman’s head, we didn’t do it—neither

she nor me.”

“ All the same I think that Mrs.

Burrows has been at Bullhampton,” said

the policeman.

Not another word after this was said

by Mrs. Burrows, Junior, and Constable

Toffy soon took his departure. He was

convinced, at any rate, of this: that

wherever the murderers might be—the

man or men who had joined Sam Brattle

in the murder, for of Sam’s guilt he was
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quite convinced—neither the mother nor

the so-called wife knew of their where

abouts. He, in his heart, condemned

the constabulary of Warwickshire, of

Gloucestershire, of Worcestershire and

of Somersetshire because the Grinder

was not taken. Especially he condemn

ed the constabulary of Warwickshire,

feeling almost sure that the Grinder was

in Birmingham. If the constabulary in

those counties would only do their duty

as they in Wiltshire did theirs, the

Grinder and his associates would soon

be taken. But by him nothing further

could be learned, and Mr. Tofl‘y left

Pycroft Common with a heavy heart.

" D—— and b—— ’im !” said the old

woman, as soon as he was gone.

“ Ah me ! I wish that they would kill

me,” said the young one.

“ That he should have risked hisself

coming all the way here to see such a

lily-livered thing as thou art! And it

warn’t he as did it.”

“Who says it was?” asked the young

woman.

“I knows who did it,” said the old

one.

“So do I,” said the younger.

“ It was Sam,” said the elder.

“ You lie !” said the younger woman,

getting up. “ You know you lie. Sam

never did it. You lie! you lie! youlie!”

CHAPTER XVI.

MISS LO\VTHER ASKS FOR ADVICE.

ALL these searchings for the murder

ers of Mr. Trumbull, and these remand

ings of Sam Brattle, took place in the

month of September, and during that

same month the energy of other men of

law was very keenly at work on a widely

different subject. Could Messrs. Block

& Curling assure Captain Marrable that

a portion of his inheritance would be

saved for him, or had that graceless

father of his in very truth seized upon

it all ? There was no shadow of doubt

but that if aught was spared, it had not

been spared through any delicacy on the

part of the colonel. The colonel had

gone to work paying creditors who were

clamorous against him the moment he

had got his hand upon the money, and

had gone to work also gambling, and

had made assignments of money, and

done his very best to spend the whole.

But there was a question whether a cer

tain sum of five thousand pounds, which

seemed to have got into the hands of a

certain lady, who protested that she

wanted it very badly, might not be saved.

Messrs. Block & Curling thought that it

might, but were by no means certain. It

probably might be done if the captain

would consent to bring the matter before

a jury; in which case the whole story

of the father’s iniquity must, of course,

be proved. Or it might be that by

threatening to do this the lady’s friends

would relax their grasp on receiving a

certain present out of the money. “ We

would offer them fifty pounds, and per

haps they would take five hundred,” said

Messrs. Block & Curling.

All this irritated the captain. He was

intensely averse to any law proceedings

by which the story should be made pub

lic. “I won’t pretend that it is on my

father’s account,” said he to his uncle.

Parson John shrugged his shoulders and

shook his head, meaning to imply that it

certainly was a bad case, but that as

Colonel Marrable was a Marrable, he

ought to be spared if possible. “It is

on my own account,” continued the cap

tain, “ and partly, perhaps, on that of the

family. I would endure anything rather

than have the filth of the transaction

flooded through the newspapers. I

should never be able to join my mess

again if I did that.”

“ Then you’d better let Block & Curl

ing compromise and get what they can,”

said Parson John, with an indifferent and

provoking tone, which clearly indicated

that he would regard the matter when so

settled as one arranged amicably and

pleasantly between all the parties. His

uncle’s calmness and absence of horror

at the thing that had been done was very

grievous to Captain Marrable.

“ Poor Wat!” the parson had once

said, speaking of his wicked brother:

“ he never could keep two shillings to

gether. It’s ever so long since I had to
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determine that nothing on earth should

induce me to let him have half a crown.

I must say that he did not take it amiss

when I told him.”

“ Why should he have wanted half a

crown from you?”

“ He was always one of those thirsty

sandbags that swallow small drops and

large alike. He got ten thousand

pounds out of poor Gregory about the

time that you were born, and Gregory is

fretting about it yet.”

“ What kills me is the disgrace of the

connection,” said the young man.‘

“ It would be disagreeable to have it

in the newspapers,” said Parson John.

“And then he was such a pleasant fel

low, and so handsome! I always en

joyed his society when once I had but

toned up my breeches pocket.”

Yet this man was a clergyman, preach

ing honesty and moral conduct, and living

fairly well up to his preaching, too, as

far as he himself was concerned ! The

captain almost thought that the earth

and skies should be brought together,

and the clouds clap with thunder, and

the mountains be riven in twain, at the

very mention of his father’s wickedness.

But then sins committed against one’s

self are so much more sinful than any

other sins !

The captain had much more sympa

thetic listeners in Uphill Lane; not that

either of the ladies there spoke severely

against his father, but that they entered

more cordially into his own distresses.

If he could save even four thousand five

hundred pounds out of the wreck, the

interest on the money would enable him

to live at home in his regiment. If he

could get four thousand pounds, he would

do it. “ With one hundred and fifty

pounds per annum,” he said, “I could

just hold my head up and get along. I

should have to give up all manner of

things, but I would never cry about that.”

Then, again, he would declare that the

one thing necessary for his happiness

was that he should get the whole busi

ness of the money off his mind. “ If I

could have it settled and have done with

it,” said he, “I should be at ease.”

“ Quite right, my dear,” said the old

 

lady. “ My idea about money is this,

that whether you have much or little,

you should make your arrangements so

that it is no matter of thought to you.

Your money should be just like counters

at a round game with children, and should

mean nothing. It comes to that when

you once get things on a proper footing.”

They thus became very intimate, the

two ladies in Uphill Lane and the cap

tain from his uncle’s parsonage in the

Lowtown ; and the intimacy on his part

was quite as strong with the younger as

with the elder relative—quite as strong,

and no doubt more pleasant. They

walked together constantly, as cousins

may walk, and they knew every turn that

took place in the correspondence with

Messrs. Block & Curling. Captain Mar

rable had come to his uncle’s house for

a week or ten days, but had been press

ed to remain on till this business should

be concluded. His leave of absence

lasted till the end of November, and

might be prolonged if he intended to

return to India. “ Stay here till the

end of November,” said Parson John.

“What’s the use of spending your money

at a London hotel. Only don’t fall in

love with Cousin Mary.” S0 the cap

tain did stay, obeying one half of his

uncle’s advice, and promising obedience

to the other half.

Aunt Sarah also had her fears about

the falling in love, and spoke a prudent

word to Mary.

“ Mary dear,” she said, “ you and

Walter are as loving as turtle doves.”

“ I do like him so much,” said Mary,

boldly.

“So do I, my dear. He is a gentle

man and clever, and, upon the whole, he

bears a great injury well. I like him.

But I have a reason whyI sha’n’t fall

in love with him.”

“ What is your reason?” said Mary,

laughing.

“I don’t think people ought to fall in

love when there is a strong reason

against it.”

“ Certainly not, if they can help it.”

“ Psha! That’s missish nonsense,

Mary, and you know it. If a girl were

to tell me she fell in love because she
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couldn’t help it,I should tell her that

she wasn’t worth any man’s love.”

“ But what’s your reason, Aunt Sarah ?”

“ Because it wouldn’t suit Walter; and

your reason should be that it wouldn’t

suit Mr. Gilmore.”

“ I am not bound to suit Mr. Gilmore.”

“I don’t know about that. And then,

too, it would not suit Walter himself.

How could he marry a wife when he has

just been robbed of all his fortune?”

“ But I have not the slightest idea

of falling in love with him. In spite of

what I said, I do hope that I can help

it. And then I feel to him just as

though he were my brother. I’ve got

almost to know what it would be to have

a brother.”

In this Miss Lowther was probably

wrong. She had now known her cousin

for just a month. A month is quite long

enough to realize the pleasure of a new

lover, but it may be doubted whether

the intimacy of a brother does not take a

very much longer period for its creation.

“I think, if I were you,” said Miss

Marrable, after a pause, “ that I would

tell him about Mr. Gilmore.”

“ Would you, Aunt Sarah?”

“I think I would. If he were really

your brother, you would tell him.”

It was probably the case that when

Miss Marrable gave this advice her

opinion of Mr. Gilmore’s success was

greater than the circumstances warrant

ed. Though there had been much said

between the aunt and her niece about

Mr. Gilmore and his offers, Mary had

never been able quite to explain her own

thoughts and feelings. She herself did

not believe that she could be brought to

accept him, and was now stronger in

that opinion than ever. But were she

to say so in language that would con

vince her aunt, her aunt would no doubt

ask her, Why then had she left the man

in doubt? Though she knew that at

every moment in which she had been

called upon to act she had struggled to

do right, yet there hung over her a half

conviction that she had been weak and

almost selfish. Her dearest friends

wrote to her and spoke to her as though

she would certainly take Mr. Gilmore at

 

last. Janet Fenwick wrote of it in her

letters as of a thing almost fixed; and

Aunt Sarah certainly lived as though she

expected it; and yet Mary was very

nearly sure that it could not be so.

Would it not be better that she should

write to Mr. Gilmore at once, and not

wait till the expiration of the weary six

months which he had specified as the

time at the end of which he would re

new his proposals? Had Aunt Sarah

known all this—had she been aware how

very near Mary was to the writing of

such a letter—she would not probably

have suggested that her niece should tell

her cousin anything about Mr. Gilmore.

She did think that the telling of the tale

would make Cousin Walter understand

that he should not allow himself to be

come an interloper; but the tale, if told

as Mary would tell it, might have a very

different effect.

Nevertheless, Mary thought that she

would tell it. It would be so nice to

consult a brother! It would be so

pleasant to discuss the matter with some

one that would sympathize with her—

with some one who would not wish to

drive her into Mr. Gilmore’s arms simply

because Mr. Gilmore was an excellent

gentleman with a snug property! Even

from Janet Fenwick, whom she loved

dearly, she had never succeeded in

getting the sort of sympathy that she

wanted. Janet was the best friend in

the world—was actuated in this matter

simply by a desire to do a good turn to

two people whom she loved—but there

was no sympathy between her and Mary

in the matter.

“ Marry him,” said Janet, “and you

will adore him afterward.”

“I want to adore him first,” said

Mary.

So she resolved that she would tell

Walter Marrable what was her position.

They were again down on the banks of

the Lurwcll, sitting together on the slope

which had been made to support some

hundred yards of a canal, where the

river itself rippled down a slightly rapid

fall. They were seated between the

canal and the river, with their feet to

ward the latter, and Walter Marrable
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was just lighting a cigar. It was very

easy to bring the conversation round to

the affairs of Bullhampton, as Sam was

still in prison, and Janet’s letters were

full of the mystery with which the mur

der of Mr. Trumbull was shrouded.

“ By the by,” said she, “I have some

thing to tell you about Mr. Gilmore.”

“ Tell away,” said he, as he turned

the cigar round in his mouth to com

plete the lighting of the edges in the

wind.

“ Ah, but I sha’n’t, unless you will

interest yourself. What I am going to

tell you ought to interest you.”

“ He has made you a proposal of

marriage ?”

“ Yes.”

“I knew it.

“ How could you know it?

has told you.”

“I felt sure of it from the way in

which you speak of him. But I thought

also that you had refused him. Perhaps

I was wrong there.”

“ No.”

“ You have refused him ?”

“ Yes.”

“I don’t see that there is very much

story to be told, Mary.”

“ Don’t be so unkind, VValter. There

is a story, and one that troubles me.

If it were not so, I should not have pro

posed to tell you. I thought that you

would give me advice and tell me what

I ought to do.”

“ But if you have refused him you

have done so—no doubt, rightly—with

out my advice ; and I am too late in the

field to be of any service.”

“ You must let me tell my own story,

and you must be good to me while I do

so. I think I shouldn’t tell you if I

hadn’t almost made up my mind; but I

sha’n’t tell you which way, and you must

advise me. In the first place, though

I did refuse him, the matter is still open,

and he is to ask me again if he pleases.”

“ He has your permission for that?”

“ Well—yes. I hope it wasn’t wrong.

I did so try to be right.”

“I do not say you were wrong.”

“I like him so much, and think him

so good, and do really feel that his affec

Nobody

tion is so great an honor to me, that I

could not answer him as though I were

quite indifferent to him.”

“ At any rate, he is to come again?”

“ If he pleases.”

“ Does he really love you ?”

“ How am I to say? But that is

missish and untrue. I am sure he loves

me.”

“ So that he will grieve to lose you?”

“I know he will grieve—I shouldn’t

say so. But I know he will.”

“ You ought to tell the truth, as you

believe it. And you yourself—do you

love him ?”

“I don’t know. Ido love him, but

if I heard he was going to marry another

girl to-morrow, it would make me very

happy-” ‘

“ Then you can’t love him.”

“I feel as though I should think the

same of any man who wanted to marry

me. But let me go on with my story.

Everybody I care for wishes me to take

him. I know that Aunt Sarah feels quite

sure that I shall at last, and that she

thinks I ought to do so at once. My

friend, Janet Fenwick, cannot understand

why I should hesitate, and only forgives

me because she is sure that it will come

right, in her way, some day. Mr. Fen

wick is just the same, and will always

talk to me as though it were my fate to

live at Bullhampton all my life.”

“ Is not Bullhampton a nice place?”

“ Very nice: I love the place.”

“ And Mr. Gilmore is rich?”

“ He is quite rich enough. Fancy

my inquiring about that, with just twelve

hundred pounds for my fortune !”

“ Then why, in God’s name, don’t you

accept him ?” '

“ You think I ought?”

“ Answer my question—why do you

not ?”

“Because—I do not love him—as I

should hope to love my husband.”

After this Captain Marrable, who had

been looking her full in the face while

he had been asking these questions,

turned somewhat away from her, as

though the conversation were over. She

remained motionless, and was minded so

to remain till he should tell her that it
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was time to move that they might re

turn home. He had given her no ad

vice, but she presumed she was to take

what had passed as the expression of his

opinion that it was her duty to accept an

offer so favorable and so satisfactory to

the family. At any rate, she would say

nothing more on the subject till he should

address her. Though she loved him

dearly as her cousin, yet she was in some

slight degree afraid of him. And now

she was not sure but that he was ex

pressing toward her, by his anger, some

amount of displeasure at her weakness

and inconsistency. After a while he

turned round suddenly and took her by

the hand.

“Well, Mary!” he said.

“ Well, Walter!”

“ What do you mean to do, after all?”

“ What ought I to do?”

“ What ought you to do? You know

what you ought to do. Would you marry

a man for whom you have no more re

gard than you have for this stick, simply

because he is persistent in asking you?

No more than you have for this stick,

Mary. What sort of a feeling must it

be when you say that you would willing

ly see him married to any other girl to

morrow ? Can that be love?”

“I have never loved any one better.”

“ And never will?”

“ How can Isay? It seems to me

that I haven’t got the feeling that other

girls have. I want some one to love

me—I do. I own that. I want to be

first with some one, but I have never

found the one yet that I cared for.”

“ You had better wait till you find

him,” said he, raising himself up on his

arm. “ Come, let us get up and go

home. You have asked me for my ad

vice and I have given it you. Do not

throw yourself away upon a man because

other people ask you, and because you

think you might as well oblige them and

oblige him. If you do, you will soon

live to repent it. What would you do

if, after marrying this man, you found

there was some one you could love?”

“I do not think it would come to

that, Walter.”

“ How can you tell? How can you

 

prevent its coming to that, except by

loving the man you do marry? You

don’t care two straws for Mr. Gilmore,

and I cannot understand how you can

have the courage to think of becoming

his wife. Let us go home. You have

asked my advice, and you’ve got it. If

you do not take it, I will endeavor to

forget that I gave it you.”

Of course she would take it. She did

not tell him so then, but of course he

should guide her. With how much more

accuracy, with how much more delicacy

of feeling, had he understood her po

sition than had her other friends! He

had sympathized with her at a word.

He spoke to her sternly, severely, almost

cruelly. But it was thus that she had

longed to be spoken to by some one

who would care enough for her, would

take sufficient interest in her, to be at

the trouble so to advise her. She would

trust him as a brother, and his words

should be sweet to her were they ever

so severe.

They walked together home in silence,

and his very manner was stern to her,

but it might be just thus that a loving

brother would carry himself who had

counseled his sister wisely, and had not

as yet been assured that his counsel

would be taken.

“Walter,” she said, as they neared

the town, “I hope you have no doubt

about it ?”

“ Doubt about what, Mary ?”

“ It is quite a matter of course that I

shall do as you tell me.”

CHAPTER XVII.

THE MARQUIS OF TRO\VBRIDGE.

BY the end of September it had come

to be pretty well understood that Sam

Brattle must be allowed to go out of

prison unless something in the shape of

fresh evidence should be brought up on

the next Tuesday. There had arisen a

very strong feeling in the county on the

subject—a Brattle feeling and an anti

Brattle feeling. It might have been

called a Bullhampton feeling and an

anti-Bullhampton feeling, were it not
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that the biggest man concerned in Bull

hampton, with certain of his hangers-on

and dependants, were very clearly of

opinion that Sam Brattle had committed

the murder, and that he should be kept

in prison till the period for hanging him

might come round. This very big per

son was the Marquis of Trowbridge,

under whom poor Farmer Trumbull had

held his land, and who now seemed to

think that a murder committed on one

of his tenants was almost as bad as in

sult to himself. He felt personally angry

with Bullhampton, had ideas of stopping

his charities to the parish, and did re

solve, then and there, that he would have

nothing to do with a subscription in the

repair of the church, at any rate for the

next three years. In making up his

mind on which subject he was, perhaps,

a little influenced by the opinions and

narratives of Mr. Puddleham, the Metho

dist minister in the village.

It was not only that Mr. Trumbull

had been murdered. So great and wise

a man as Lord Trowbridge would no

doubt know very well that in a free

country, such as England, a man could

not be specially protected from the hands

of murderers or others by the fact of his

being the tenant or dependant—by his

being, in some sort, the possessed—of a

great nobleman. The marquis’ people

were all expected to vote for his candi

dates, and would soon have ceased to be

the marquis’ people had they failed to do

so. They were constrained also, in many

respects, by the terms of their very short

leases. They could not kill a head of

game on their farms. They could not

sell their own hay off the land, nor in

deed any produce other than their corn

or cattle. They were compelled to crop

their land in certain rotation, and could

take no other lands than those held un

der the marquis without his leave. In

return for all this they became the mar

quis’ people. Each tenant shook hands

with the marquis perhaps once in three

years ; and twice a year was allowed to

get drunk at the marquis’ expense-if

such was his taste—provided that he had

paid his rent. If the duties were heavy,

the privileges were great. So the mar

 

quis felt himself; and he knew that a.

mantle of security, of a certain thickness,

was spread upon the shoulders of each

of his people by reason of the tenure

which bound them together. But he did

not conceive that this mantle would be

proof against the bullet of the ordinary

assassin or the hammer of the outside

ruffian. But here the case was very

different. The hammer had been the

hammer of no outside ruffian. To the

best of his lordship’s belief—and in that

belief he was supported by the constab

ulary of the whole county—the hammer

had been wielded by a man of Bullhamp

ton—had been wielded against his tenant

by the son of “a person who hblds land

under a gentleman who has some pro

perty in the parish.” It was thus the

marquis was accustomed to speak of his

neighbor, Mr. Gilmore, who, in the mar

quis’ eyes, was a man not big enough to

have his tenants called his people. That

such a man as Sam Brattle should have

murdered such a one as Mr. Trumbull

was, to the marquis, an insult rather than

an injury; and now it was to be en

hanced by the release of the man from

prison, and that by order of a bench of

magistrates on which Mr. Gilmore sat !

And there was more in it even than

all this. It was very well known at

Turnover Park—the seat of Lord Trow

bridge, near Westbury—that Mr. Gil

more, the gentleman who held property

in his lordship’s parish of Bullhampton,

and Mr. Fenwick, who was vicar of the

same, were another Damon and Pythias.

Now the ladies at Turnover, who were

much devoted to the Low Church, had

heard, and doubtless believed, that our

friend Mr. Fenwick was little better than

an infidel. When first he had come into

the county they had been very anxious

to make him out to be a High Church

man, and one or two stories about a

cross and a candlestick were fabricated

for their gratification. There was at that

time the remnant of a great fight going

on between the Trowbridge people and

another great family in the neighborhood

‘ on this subject; and it would have suit

ed the Ladies Stowte—John Augustus

Stowte was the Marquis of Trowbridge
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to have enlisted our parson among their

enemies of this class ; but the accusation

fell so plump to the ground, was so im

possible of support, that they were

obliged to content themselves with

knowing that Mr. Fenwick was—an

infidel! To do the marquis justice, we

must declare that he would not have

troubled himself on this score if Mr.

Fenwick would have submitted himself

to become one of his pupils. The mar

quis was master at home, and the Ladies

Sophie and Caroline would have been

proud to entertain Mr. Fenwick by the

week together at Turnover had he been

willing, infidel or believer, to join that

faction. But he never joined that fac

tion, but only was the bosom friend of

the “gentleman who owned some land

in the parish ;” but he was twice more

rebellious than that gentleman himself.

He had contradicted the marquis flat to

his face—so the marquis said himself—

when they met once about some busi

ness in the parish; and again, when, in

the vicar’s early days in Bullhampton,

some gathering for school-festival pur

poses was made in the great home-field

behind Farmer Trumbull’s house, Mrs.

Fenwick misbehaved herself egregiously.

“ Upon my word, she patronized us !”

said Lady Sophie, laughing. “ She did,

indeed ! And you know what she was.

Her father was first a common builder

at Loring, who made some money by a

speculation in bricks and mortar.”

When Lady Sophie said this she was

no doubt ignorant of the fact that Mr.

Balfour had been the younger son of a

family much more ancient than her own,

that he had taken a double first at Ox

ford, had been a member of half the

learned societies in Europe, and had be

longed to two or three of the best clubs

in London.

From all this it will be seen that the

Marquis of Trowbridge would be dis

posed to think ill of whatever might be

done in regard to the murder by the

Gilmore-Fenwick party in the parish.

And then there were tales about, in

which there was perhaps some founda

tion, that the vicar and the murderer had

been very dear friends. It was certainly

 

believed at Turnover that the vicar and

Sam Brattle had for years past spent the

best part of their Sundays fishing to

gether. There were tales of rat-killing

matches in which they had been en

gaged, originating in the undeniable fact

of a certain campaign against rats at the

mill, in which the vicar had taken an

ardent part. Undoubtedly the destruc

tion of vermin—and, in regard to one

species, its preservation for the sake of

destruction—and the catching of fish,

and the shooting of birds, were things

lovely in the vicar’s eyes. He perhaps

did let his pastoral dignity go a little by

the board when he and Sam stooped to

gether, each with a ferret in his hand,

groveling in the dust to get at certain

rat-advantages in the mill. Gilmore,

who had seen it, had told him of this.

“I understand it all, old fellow,” Fen

wick had said to his friend, “ and know

very well‘l have got to choose between

two things. I must be called a hypo

crite, or else I must be one. I have no

doubt that as years go on with me I

shall see the advantage of choosing the

latter.”

There were at that time frequent dis

cussions between them on the same sub

ject, for they were friends who could

dare to discuss each other’s modes of

life, but the reader need not be troubled

further now with this digression. The

position which the vicar held in the es

timation of the Marquis of Trowbridge

will probably be sufficiently well under

stood.

The family at Turnover Park would

have thought it a great blessing to have

had a clergyman at Bullhampton with

whom they could have cordially co

operated; but, failing this, they had

taken Mr. Puddleham, the Methodist

minister, to their arms. From Mr. Pud

dleham they learned parish facts and

parish fables which would never have

reached them but for his assistance.

Mr. Fenwick was well aware of this, and

used to declare that he had no objection

to it. He would protest that he could

not see why Mr. Puddleham should not

get along in the parish just as well as

himself, he having, and meaning to keep
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to himself, the slight advantages of the

parish church, the vicarage-house and

the small tithes. Of this he was quite

sure, that Mr. Puddleham’s religious

teaching was a great deal better than

none at all; and he was by no means

convinced —so he said— that for some

of his parishioners Mr. Puddleham was

not a better teacher than he himself.

He always shook hands with Mr. Pud

dleham, though Mr. Puddleham would

never look him in the face, and was quite

determined that Mr. Puddleham should

not be a thorn in his side.

In this matter of Sam Brattle’s im

prisonment, and now intended liberation,

tidings from the parish were doubtless

conveyed by Mr. Puddleham to Turnover

—probably not direct, but still in such a

manner that the great people at Turnover

knew to whom they were indebted. Now

Mr. Gilmore had certainly, from the first,

been by no 'means disposed to view fa

vorably the circumstances attaching to

Sam Brattle on that Saturday night.

When the great blow fell on the Brattle

family, his demeanor altered toward them,

and he forgave the miller’s contumacy;

but he had always thought that Sam had

been guilty. The parson had firom the

first regarded the question with great

doubt, but nevertheless his opinion, too,

had at first been adverse to Sam. Even

now, when he was so resolute that Sam

should be released, he founded his de

mand, not on Sam’s innocence, but on

the absence of any evidence against him.

“He’s entitled to fair play, Harry,”

he would say to Gilmore, “ and he is not

getting it, because there is a prejudice

against him. You hear what that old

ass, Sir Thomas, says.”

“Sir Thomas is a very good magis

trate.”

“ If he don’t take care, he’ll find him

self in trouble for keeping the lad locked

up without authority. Is there a jury

man in the country would find him guilty

because he was lying in the old man’s

ditch a week before?”

In this way Gilmore also became a

favorer of Sam’s claim to be released;

and at last it came to be understood

that on the next Tuesday he would be

 

released unless further evidence should

be forthcoming.

And then it came to pass that a cer

tain very remarkable meeting took place

in the parish. Word was brought to

Mr. Gilmore on Monday, the 5th of

October, that the Marquis of Trout

bridge was to he at the Church Farm—

poor Trumbull’s farm—on that day at

noon, and that his lordship thought that

it might be expedient that he and Mr.

Gilmore should meet on the occasion.

There was no note, but the message was

brought by a sub-agent, one of the mar

quis’ people,with whom Mr. Gilmore

was very well acquainted.

“I’ll walk down about that time,

Packer,” said Mr. Gilmore, “and shall

be very happy to see his lordship.”

Now the marquis never sat as a

magistrate at the Heyteshury bench,

and had not been present on any of the

occasions on which Sam had been ex

amined; nor had Mr. Gilmore seen the

marquis since the murder; nor, for the

matter of that, for the last twelve months.

Mr. Gilmore had just finished breakfast

when the news was brought to him, and

he thought he might as well walk down

and see Fenwick first. His interview

with the parson ended in a promise that

he, Fenwick, would also look in at the

farm.

‘ At twelve o’clock the marquis was

seated in the old farmer’s arm-chair in

the old farmer’s parlor. The house was

dark and gloomy, never having been

above a quarter opened since the mur

der. With the marquis was Packer,

who was standing, and the marquis was

pretending to cast his eyes over one or

two books which had been brought to

him. He had been taken all over the

house; had stood looking at the bed

where the old man lay when he was

attacked, as though he might possibly

discover, if he looked long enough,

something that would reveal the truth ;

had gazed awestruck at the spot on

which the body had been found, and

had taken occasion to remark to himself

that the house was a good deal out of

order. The marquis was a man nearer

seventy than sixty, but very hale and
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with few signs of age. He was short

and plump, with hardly any beard on his

face, and short gray hair, of which noth

ing could be seen when he wore his hat.

His countenance would not have been

bad, had not the weight of his marquisate

always been there; nor would his heart

have been bad, had it not been similarly

burdened. But he was a silly, weak,

ignorant man, whose own capacity would

hardly have procured bread for him in

any trade or profession, had bread not

been so adequately provided for him by

his fathers before him.

“ Mr. Gilmore said he would be here

at twelve, Packer?”

“ Yes, my lord.”

“ And it’s past twelve now?”

“ One minute, my lord.”

Then the peer looked again at poor

old Trumbull’s books : “I shall not

wait, Packer.”

“ No, my lord.”

“ You had better tell them to put the

horses to.”

“Yes, my lord.” But just as Packer

went out into the passage for the pur

pose of giving the order, he met Mr.

Gilmore, and ushered him into the

room.

“Ha! Mr. Gilmore—yes, I am very

glad to see you, Mr. Gilmore ;” and the

marquis came forward to shake hands

with his visitor. “I thought it better

that you and I should meet about this

sad affair in the parish—a very sad affair,

indeed.”

“It certainly is, Lord Trowbridge;

and the mystery makes it more so.”

“I suppose there is no real mystery,

Mr. Gilmore. I suppose there can be

no doubt that that unfortunate young

man did—did—did bear a hand in it at

least ?”

“I think that there is very much

doubt, my lord.”

“ Do you, indeed? I think there is

none—n0t the least. And all the police

force are of the same opinion. I have

considerable experience of my own in

these matters; but I should not venture,

perhaps, to express my opinion so con

fidently if I were not backed by the

police. You are aware, Mr. Gilmore,

 

that the police are — very — seldom

wrong ?”

“ I should be tempted to say that they

are very seldom right, except when the

circumstances are all under their noses.”

“I must say I differ from you entirely,

Mr. Gilmore. Now, in this case—”

The marquis was here interrupted by a

knock at the door, and before the sum

mons could be answered the p:u;son en

tered the room. And with the parson

came Mr. Puddleham. The marquis had

thought that the parson hiight perhaps

intrude, and Mr. Puddleham was in wait

ing as a make-weight, should he be want

ing. When Mr. Fenwick had met the

minister hanging about the farmyard, he

had displayed not the slightest anger.

If Mr. Puddleham chose to come in also,

and make good his doing so before the

marquis, it was nothing to Mr. Fenwick.

The great man looked up as though he

were very much startled and somewhat

offended, but he did at last condescend

to shake hands, first with one clergyman

and then with the other, and to ask them

to sit down. He explained that he had

come over to make some personal in

quiry into the melancholy matter, and

then proceeded with his opinion respect

ing Sam Brattle. “ From all that I can

hear and see,” said his lordship, “I fear

there can be no doubt that this murder

has been due to the malignity of a near

neighbor.”

“ Do you mean the poor boy that is

in prison, my lord ?” asked the parson.

“ Of course I do, Mr. Fenwick. The

constabulary are of opinion—”

“ We know that, Lord Trowbridge.”

“ Perhaps, Mr. Fenwick, you will al

low me to express my own ideas. The

constabulary, I say, are of opinion that

there is no manner of doubt that he was

one of those who broke into my tenant’s

house on that fatal night; and, as I was

explaining to Mr. Gilmore when you did

us the honor to join us, in the course of

a very long provincial experience I have

seldom known the police to be in error.”

“ Why, Lord Trowbridge—!”

“If you please, Mr. Fenwick, I will

go on. My time here cannot be long,

and I have a proposition which I am de
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sirous of making to Mr. Gilmore as a

magistrate acting in this part of the

county. Of course it is not for me to

animadvert upon what the magistrates

may do at the bench to-morrow.”

“I am very sure your lordship would

make no such animadversion,” said Mr.

Gilmore.

“I do not intend it, for many reasons.

But I may go so far as to say that a de

mand for the young man’s release will

be made.”

“ He is to be released, I presume, as

a matter of course,” said the parson.

The marquis made no allusion to this,

but went on: “ If that be done—and I

must say that I think no such step

would be taken by the bench at West

bury—whither will the young man be

take himself?”

“ Home to his father, of course,” said

the parson.

“ Back into this parish, with his para

mour, to murder more of my tenants !”

“My lord, I cannot allow such an

unjust statement to be made,” said the

parson.

“I wish to speak for one moment;

and I wish it to be remembered that I

am addressing myself especially to your

neighbor, Mr. Gilmore, who has done

me the honor of waiting upon me here

at my request. I do not object to your

presence, Mr. Fenwick, or to that of any

other gentleman,” and the marquis bow

ed to Mr. Puddleham, who had stood by,

hitherto, without speaking a word ; “ but,

if you please, I must carry out the pur

pose that has brought me here. I shall

think it very sad indeed if this young

man be allowed to take up his residence

in the parish after what has taken place.”

“ His father has a house here,” said

Mr. Gilmore.

“I am aware of the fact,” said the

marquis. “I believe that the young

man’s father holds a mill from you, and

some few acres of land ?”

“ He has a very nice farm.”

“ So be it. We will not quarrel about

terms, Mr. Gilmore. I believe there is

no lease ?—though, of course, that is no

business of mine.”

“I must say that it is not, my lord,”

 
said Mr. Gilmore, who was waxing wrothy

and becoming very black about the

brows.

“I have just said so; but I suppose

you will admit thatI have some inter

est in this parish? I presume that

these two gentlemen, who are God’s

ministers here, will acknowledge that it

is my duty, as the owner of the greater

part of the parish, to interfere?”

“Certainly, my lord,” said Mr. Pud

dleham. Mr. Fenwick said nothing. He

sat, or rather leant, against the edge of

a table, and smiled. His brow was not

black, like that of his friend; but Gil

more, who knew him and who looked

into his face, began to fear that the mar

quis would be addressed before long in

terms stronger than he himself, Mr. Gil

more, would approve.

“ And when I remember,” continued

his lordship, “ that the unfortunate man

who has fallen a victim had been for

nearly half a century a tenant of myself

and of my family, and that he was foully

murdered on my own property—dragged

from his bed in the middle of the night,

and ruthlessly slaughtered in this very

house in which I am sitting—and that

this has been done in a parish of which

I own, I think, something over two

thirds—”

“ Two thousand and two acres out of

two thousand nine hundred and ten,”

said Mr. Puddleham.

“I suppose so. Well, Mr. Puddle

ham, you need not have interrupted me.

“I beg pardon, my lord.”.

“\Vhat I mean to say is this, Mr.

Gilmore—that you should take steps to

prevent that young man’s return among

our people. You should explain to the

father that it cannot be allowed. From

what I hear, it would be no loss if the

whole family left the parish. I am

told that one of the daughters is a—

prostitute.”

“It is too true, my lord,” said Mr.

Puddleham.

The parson turned round and looked

at his colleague, but said nothing. It

was one of the principles of his life that

he wouldn’t quarrel with Mr. Puddle

ham; and at the present moment he
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certainly did not wish to waste his anger

on so weak an enemy.

“I think that you should look to this,

Mr. Gilmore,” said the marquis, com

pleting his harangue.

“I cannot conceive, my lord, by what

right you dare to dictate to me in such

a matter,” said Mr. Gilmore.

“I have not dictated at all: Ihave

simply expressed my opinion,” said the

marquis.

“ Now, my lord, will you allow me for

a moment?” said Mr. Fenwick. “ In

the first place, if Sam Brattle could not

find a home at the miIl—whichI hope

he will do for many a long year to come

—he should have one at the vicarage.”

“I dare say,” said the marquis. Mr.

Puddleham held up both his hands.

“ You might as well hold your tongue,

Frank,” said Gilmore.

“It is a matter on which I wish to

say a word or two, Harry. I have been

appealed to as one of God’s ministers

here, and I acknowledge my responsi

bility. I never in my life heard any

proposition more cruel or inhuman than

that made by Lord Trowbridge. This

young man is to be turned out because

a tenant of his lordship has been mur

dered! He is to be adjudged to be

guilty by us, without any trial, in the

absence of all evidence, in opposition to

the decision of the magistrates—”

“ It is not in opposition to the magis

trates, sir,” said the marquis.

“ And to be forbidden to return to his

own home, simply because Lord Trow

bridge thinks him guilty! My lord, his

father’s house is his own, to entertain

whom he may please, as much as is

yours. And were I to suggest to you

to turn out your daughters, it would be

no worse an offence than your suggest

ing to Mr. Brattle that he should turn

out his son.”

“ My daughters ?”

“ Yes, your daughters, my lord.”

“ How dare you, sir, mention my

daughters?”

“ The ladies, I am well aware, are all

that is respectable. I have not the

slightest wish that you should ill-use

them. But if you desire that your family

Von. IV.—u
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concerns should be treated with reserve

and reticence, you had better learn to

treat the family affairs of others in the

same way.”

The marquis by this time was on his

feet, and was calling for Packer—was

calling for his carriage and horses—was

calling on the very gods to send down

their thunder to punish such insolence

as this. He had never heard of the like

in all his experience. His daughters!

And then there came across his dis

mayed mind an idea that his daughters

had been put upon a par with that young

murderer, Sam Brattle—perhaps even

on a par with something worse than this.

And his daughters were such august

persons—old and ugly, it is true, and

almost dowerless in consequence of the

nature of the family settlements and fam

ily expenditure. It was an injury and

an insult that Mr. Fenwick should make

the slightest allusion to his daughters;

but to talk of them in such a way, as

though they were mere ordinary human

beings ! The marquis had hitherto had

his doubts, but now he was quite sure,

that Mr. Fenwick was an infidel—“And

a very bad sort of infidel, too,” as he

said to Lady Caroline, on his return

home. “I never heard of such conduct

in all my life,” said Lord Trowbridge,

walking down to his carriage. “ Who

can be surprised that there should be

murderers and prostitutes in the parish?”

“ My lord, they don’t sit under me,”

said Mr. Puddleham.

“I don’t care who they sit under,”

said his lords’:ip.

As they walked away together, Mr.

Fenwick had just a word to say to

Mr. Puddleham. “ My friend,” he said,

“ you were quite right about his lord

ship’s acres.”

“ Those are the numbers,” said Mr.

Puddleham.

“I mean that you were quite right to

make the observation. Facts are always

valuable, and I am sure Lord Trowbridge

was obliged to you. But I think you were

a little wrong as to another statement.”

“ What statement, Mr. Fenwick ?”

“ What you said about poor Carry

Brattle. You don’t know it as a fact.”
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“ Everybody says so.”

“How do you know she has not mar

ried, and become an honest woman?”

“It is possible, of course. Though,

as -for that, when a young woman has

once gone astray—”

“ As did Mary Magdalen, for instance !”

“ Mr. Fenwick, it was avery bad case.”

“And isn’t my case very bad—and

yours? Are we not in a bad way, un

less we believe and repent? Have we

not all so sinned as to deserve eternal

punishment?”

“Certainly, Mr. Fenwick.”

“ Then there can’t be much difference

between her and us. She can’t deserve

more than eternal punishment. If she

believes and repents, all her sins will be

white as snow.”

“Certainly, Mr. Fenwick.”

“ Then speak of her as you would of

any other sister or brother—not as a

thing that must be always vile because

she has fallen once. Women will so

speak, and other men. One sees some

thing of a reason for it. But you and

I, as Christian ministers, should never

allow ourselves to speak so thought

lessly of sinners. Good-morning, Mr.

Puddleham.”

CHAPTER XVIII.

BLANK PAPER.

EARLY in October, Captain Marrable

was called up to town by letters from

Messrs. Block & Curling, and according

to promise wrote various letters to Mary

Lowther, telling her of the manner in

which his business progressed. All of

these letters were shown to Aunt Sarah,

and would have been shown to Parson

John, were it not that Parson John de

clined to read them. But though the

letters were purely cousinly—just such

letters as a brother might write—yet

Miss Marrable thought that they were

dangerous. She did not say so, but she

thought that they were dangerous. Of

late Mary had spoken no word of Mr.

Gilmore; and Aunt Sarah, through all

this silence, was able to discover that

Mr. Gilmore’s prospects were not be

 
coming brighter. Mary herself, having

quite made up her mind that Mr. Gil

more’s prospects, as far as she was con

cerned, were all over, could not decide

how and when she should communicate

the resolve to her lover. According to

her present agreement with him, she

was to write to him at once should she

accept any other offer, and was to wait

for six months if this should not be the

case. Certainly there was no rival ‘in

the field, and therefore she did not quite

know whether she ought or ought not to

write at once in her present circum

stances of assured determination. She

soon told herself that in this respect also

she would go to her new-found brother

for advice. She would ask him, and do

just as he might bid her. Had he not

already proved how fit a person he was

to give advice on such a subject? But

before she could do this he was up in

London, andthis was a matter on which

she could hardly consult him by letter.

After an absence of ten days he came

home, and nothing could exceed Mary’s

anxiety as to the tidings which he should

bring with him. She endeavored not to

be selfish about the matter, but she could

not but acknowledge that, even as re

garded herself, the difference between his

going to India or staying at home was

so great as to affect the whole color of

her life. There was, perhaps, something

of the feeling of being subject to deser

tion about her, as she remembered that

in giving up Mr. Gilmore she must also

give up the Fenwicks. She could not

hope to go to Bullhampton again, at

least for many a long day. She would

be very much alone if her new brother

were to leave her now. On the morning

after his arrival he came up to them at

Uphill, and told them that the matter

was almost settled: Messrs. Block &

Curling had declared that it was as good

as settled. The money would be saved,

and there would be, out of the twenty

thousand pounds which he had inherited,

something over four thousand pounds for

him; so that he need not return to India.

He was in very high spirits, and did not

speak a word of his father’s iniquities.

*- Oh, Walter, what a joy!” said
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Mary, with the tears streaming from her

eyes.

He took her by both her hands and

kissed her forehead. At that moment

Aunt Sarah was not in the room.

“I am so very, very happy !” she

said, pressing her little hands against

his.

Why should he not kiss her ?—was he

not her brother? And then, before he

went, she remembered she had some

thing special to tell him—something to

ask him. Would he not walk with her

that evening? Of course he would walk

with her.

“ Mary dear,” said her aunt, putting

her little arm round her niece’s waist,

and embracing her, “don’t fall in love

with Walter.”

“ How can you say anything so fool

ish, Aunt Sarah ?”

“ It would be very foolish to do.”

“ You don’t understand how com

pletely different it is. Do you thinkl

could be so intimate with him as I am

if anything of the kind were possible?”

“I do not know how that may be.”

“Do not begrudge it mefbecausel

have found a cousin that I can love

almost as I would a brother. There

has never been anybody yet for whom I

could have that sort of feeling.”

Aunt Sarah, whatever she might think,

had not the heart to repeat her caution ;

and Mary, quite happy and contented

with herself, put on her hat to run down

the hill and meet her cousin at the great

gates of the Lowtown Rectory. Why

should he be dragged up the hill to

escort a cousin down again? This ar

rangement had, therefore, been made

between them.

For the first mile or two the talk was

all about Messrs. Block & Curling and

the money. Captain Marrable was so

full of his own purposes, and so well

contented that so much should be saved

to him out of the fortune he had lost,

that he had perhaps forgotten that Mary

required more advice. But when they

had come to the spot on which they had

before sat, she bade him stop and seat

himself.

“ And now what is it ?” be said, as he

 
rolled himself comfortably close to her

side.

She told her story and explained her

doubts, and asked for the revelations of

his wisdom.

“Are you quite sure about the pro

priety of this, Mary?” he said.

“ The propriety of what, Walter?”

“ Giving up a man who loves you so

well, and who has so much to offer ?”

“ What was it you said yourself?

Sure! Of course I am sure. I am

quite sure. I do not love him. Did I

not tell you that there could be no doubt

after what you said?”

“ I did not mean that my words should

be so powerful.”

“ They were powerful ; but, inde

pendently of that, I am quite sure now.

Ifl could do it myself, I should be false

to him. I know that I do not love

him.” He was not looking at her where

he was lying, but was playing with a

cigar-case which he had taken out, as

though he were about to resume his

smoking. But he did not open the case

or look toward her, or say a word to her.

Two minutes had perhaps passed before

she spoke again: “I suppose it would

be best that Ishould write to him at

once ?”

“ There is no one else, then, you care

for, Mary?” he asked.

“No one,” she said, as though the

question were nothing.

“ It is all blank paper with you ?”

“ Quite blank,” she said, and laughed.

“ Do you know I almost think it always

will be blank.”

“ By G—, it is not blank with me !”

he said, springing up and jumping to his

feet. She stared at him, not in the

least understanding what he meant—not

dreaming even that he was about to tell

her his love-secrets in reference to an

other. “I wonder what you think I’m

made of, Mary—whether you imagine

that I have any affection to bestow?”

“I do not in the least understand.”

“ Look here, dear,” and he knelt down

beside her as he spoke: “it is simply

this, that you have become to me more

than all the world—that I love you better

than my own soul—that your beauty and
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sweetness and soft, darling touch are

everything to me; and then you come

to me for advice! I can only give you

one bit of advice now, Mary.”

“ And what is that?”

“ Love me.”

“I do love you.”

“ Ay, but love me and be my wife.”

She had to think of it, but she knew

from the first moment that the thinking

of it was a delight to her. She did not

quite understand at first that her chosen

brother might become her lover, with no

other feeling than that of joy and tri

umph, and yet there was a consciousness

that no other answer but one was pos

sible. In the first place, to refuse him

anything, asked in love, would be impos

sible. She could not say No to him.

She had struggled often in reference to

Mr. Gilmore, and had found it impossible

to say Yes. There was now the same

sort of impossibility in regard to the No.

She couldn’t blacken herself with such a

lie. And yet though she was sure of

this, she was so astounded by his decla

ration, so carried off her legs by the alter

ation in her position, so hard at work

within herself with her new endeavor to

change the aspect in which she must

look at the man, that she could not even

bring herself to think of answering him.

If he would only sit down near her for a

while—very near—and not speak to her,

she thought that she would be happy.

Everything else was forgotten. Aunt

Sarah’s caution, Janet Fenwick’s anger,

poor Gilmore’s sorrow—of all these she

thought not at all, or only allowed her

mind to dwell on them as surrounding

trifles, of which it would be necessary

that she, that they (they two who were

now all to each other) must dispose, as

they must also of questions of income

and such like little things. She was

without a doubt. The man was her

master, and had her in his keeping, and

of course she would obey him. But she

must settle her voice, and let her pulses

 

become calm, and remember herself, be

fore she could tell him so.

“Sit down again, Walter,” she said at

last.

“ Why should I sit ?”

“Because I ask you. Sit down,

Walter.”

“No. I understand how wise you

will be, and how cold ; and I under

stand, too, what a fool I have been.”

“Walter, will you not come when I

ask you ?”

“Why should I sit?”

“ That I may try to tell you how dear

ly I love you.”

He did not sit, but he threw himself

at her feet and buried his face upon her

lap. There were but few more words

spoken then. When it comes to this,

that a pair of lovers are content to sit

and rub their feathers together like two

birds, there is not much more need of

talking. Before they had arisen, her

fingers had been playing through his

curly hair, and he had kissed her lips

and cheeks as well as her forehead. She

had begun to feel what it was to have a

lover and to love him. She could already

talk to him almost as though he were a

part of herself, could whisper to him little

words of nonsense, could feel that every

thing of hers was his, and everything of

his was hers. She knew more clearly

now even than she had done before that

she had never loved Mr. Gilmore, and

never could have loved him. And that

other doubt had been solved for her.

“ Do you know,” she had said, not yet

an hour ago, “ that I think it always will

be blank?” And now every spot of the

canvas was covered.

“We must go home now,” she said

at last.

“ And tell Aunt Sarah?” he replied,

laughing.

“ Yes, and tell Aunt Sarah, but not

to-night. I can do nothing to-night but

think about it. Oh, Walter, I am so

happy !”
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HEROES.

IN rich Virginian woods

The scarlet creeper reddens over graves,

Amongst the 'solemn trees enlooped with vines:

Heroic spirits haunt the solitudes—

The noble souls of half a million braves—

Amidst the murmurous pines.

Ah! who is left behind,

Earnest and eloquent, sincere and strong,

To consecrate their memories with words

Not all unmeet ?-—with fitting dirge and song

To chant a requiem purer than the wind

And sweeter than the birds?

Here—though all seems at peace,

The placid, measureless sky serenely fair,

The laughter of the breeze among the leaves,

The bars of sunlight slanting through the trees,

The reckless wild flowers blooming everywhere,

The grasses’ delicate sheaves,

Nathless each breeze that blows,

Each tree that trembles to its leafy head

With nervous life, revives within our mind,

Tender as flowers of May, the thoughts of those

Who lie beneath the living beauty, dead—

Beneath the sunshine, blind.

For brave dead soldiers these:

Blessings and tears of aching thankfulness,

Soft flowers for their graves in wreaths enwove-—

The odorous lilac of dear memories,

The heroic blossoms of the wilderness

And the rich rose of love.

But who has sung their praise

Not less illustrious, who are living yet?

Armies of heroes, satisfied to pass

Calmly, serenely from the whole world’s gaze,

And cheerfully accept, without regret,

Their old life as it was,

With all its petty pain,

Its irritating littleness and care;

They who have scaled the mountain, with content

Sublime descend to live upon the plain;

Steadfast as though they breathed the mountain air

Still, wheresoe’er they went.
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They who were brave to act,

And rich enough their action to forget—

Who, having filled their day with chivalry,

Withdraw, and keep their simpleness intact,

And all unconscious add more lustre yet

Unto their victory.

On the broad Western plains

Their patriarchal life they live anew—

Hunters as mighty as the men of old;

Or harvesting the plenteous yellow grains,

Gathering ripe vintage of dusk branches blue,

Or working mines of gold;

Or toiling in the town,

Armed against hindrance, weariness, defeat,

With dauntless purpose not to swerve or yield,

And calm, defiant strength: they struggle on,

As sturdy and as valiant in the street

As in the camp and field.

And those condemned to live,

Maimed, helpless, lingering still through suffering years—

May they not envy now the restful sleep

Of the dear fellow-martyrs they survive?

Not o’er the dead, but over these, your tears,

O brothers! ye may weep.

New England fields I see

The lovely, cultured landscape, waving grain,

Wide haughty rivers and pale English skies;

And lo! a farmer ploughing busily,

Who lifts a swart face, looks upon the plain.

I see in his frank eyes

The hero’s soul appear. l

Thus in the common fields and streets they stand:

The light that on the past and distant gleams

They cast upon the present and the near,

With antique virtues from some mystic land

Of knightly deeds and dreams.

E. L.
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JOSEPH JEFFERSON.

. OT many weeks since the writer

enjoyed the privilege of looking

over a manuscript volume entitled ?'ef

fersom‘ana, handsomely illuminated by

one of Mr. Joseph Jefferson’s friends.

With the assistance of such recollections

as are retained in this interesting keep

sake, facts gleaned from other sources,

and a tolerable familiarity with the career

of the present Mr. Jefferson, it is hoped

that this sketch may find readers among

a people with whom its principal subject

has become so great a favorite.

There have been four Jeffersons in

the field. If the American imagination

can travel backward as readily and swift

ly as it can travel forward, and restore

the past as vividly as it pictures the fu

ture, it will find Jefferson the First in

the palmy days of Old Drury, along

with Garrick, and ranking with Barry,

Mossop and Sheridan. He lived in the

golden age of the Drama, which loyal

sons of conservative fathers still revere

as infinitely superior to all that they

can ever experience. Playing Mirabel

in The Way of the World for Mrs.

Abington’s benefit; the King to Gar

rick’s Hamlet; Don Frederick to Gar

rick’s Don John in Clmnces; OGloster to

Garrick’s Shore and Mrs. Canning’s Jane

Shore; as Col. Rivers in False Deli

caqy; with the English Roscius as his

leader, and Sam Foote, and Barry, and

Holland, and Wilkinson, and Mrs. Abing

ton, and Kitty Clive, and Susanna Cibber

as his companions; with Sir Joshua Rey

nolds and Horace Walpole, Goldsmith

and Dr. Johnson, William Hogarth and

Edmund Burke as auditors ;—all actors

will agree that Jefferson the First was

fortunate to live in such an age.

It is not difficult, knowing the present

Jefferson, and with the accounts that

have been handed down to us, to form

an agreeable acquaintance with Jefferson

the First. An old-school English actor

and an old-school English gentleman,

“ all of the olden time,” polite and gal

lant off the stage and naturally observing

the etiquette of society on the stage,

beloved of his friends and respected by

his associate actors, he was a man whose

artistic merits may never have excited

envy, but whose personal graces always

inspired love. Yet a scale of merits on

the Irish stage, made by a prominent

critic of the day, placed him only fourth

on the list which included Barry and

Mossop; and the Gentleman’; 1llaga

zine, in an obituary notice which ap

peared in the March number of the year

1807, speaks of him as “ Mr. Jefferson,

comedian, the friend, contemporary and

exact prototype of the immortal Gar

rick.” But, however decided his suc

cess may have been in comedy or trage

dy—for he played b0th—the frank and

honest nature of Jefferson the First

raised him above all the petty jealousies

which find room behind the scenes now

a-days, and which, we may safely con

clude, were not wanting in his own days;

for there are cycles in the theatrical

world, as in the social and political

worlds, where certain weaknesses, com

mon to human nature, repeat themselves.

There is a paragraph in Tom Weston’s

will, which bears witness to this popu

larity. It reads: “llem. I have played

under the management of Mr. Jefferson

at Richmond, and received from him

every politeness. I therefore leave him

all my stock of prudence, it being the

only good qualityl think he stands in

need of.”

There is equally good proof that Jef

ferson had the faculty of inspiring love

as well as friendship. Victor’s Secret

Hislory of the Green-Room informs us

that, “conversant in amours, Mrs. Abing

ton was resolved to separate her lovers

into two different classes: the first, those

whose liberality might enable her to live

in splendor; and the second those whom

her humor pitched upon ;” and that Jef

ferson was one of the lattef. Better

evidence still in these days is in the fact
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that he married a sweet, virtuous and

accomplished woman—a Miss May.

“ She had one of the best dispositions,”

says Tate Wilkinson, “that ever harbor

ed in a human breast; and, more extra

ordinary, joined to that meekness, she

was one of the most elegant women I

ever beheld.” Miss May was a prize

whom the handsome Jefferson did not

win all too easily. The lady’s father

was opposed to the match. and especially

abhorred the idea of her going upon the

stage. There may have been a mercan

tile spirit underlying old Mr. May’s op

position, however; for when he finally

gave his assent to the marriage, it was

under a penalty of five hundred pounds,

payable when the lady made her first

appearance in public. As a matter of

course, the penalty was assumed; as a

matter of course, the lady soon went

upon the stage; and as a matter of

course the penalty was never paid. Her

first appearance was at an amateur en

tertainment for a charitable purpose,

when Mrs. Jefferson played in The

Funeral, and when Mr. May had to

give way to the universal demand of the

profession, the friends of the family and

the whole public to see this accomplished

lady in a sphere for which she was a

destined ornament.

From that first appearance till the day

of her death, Mrs. Jefferson added lustre

to the name that shines so brilliantly in

the annals of the Drama. Speaking of

one of the old masques of the day in his

Life of Garr/tk, Davies says: “ In this

masque (Britannia, I755) Britannia was

represented by Mrs. Jefferson, the most

complete figure in beauty of countenance

and symmetry of form I ever beheld.

The good woman (for she was virtuous

as fair) was so unaffected and simple in

her behavior that she knew not her

power of charming.” The lady died

suddenly after an active life, in which

the harmony of her domestic circle was

never marred.

Jefferson the First was a great friend

of Garrick. Now we hear of him sup

porting that actor in his leading !‘6les;

now Mrs. Clive writes to Garrick that

she is about playing at Jeffersou’s bene

 
fit; again, an actor named Catherley

takes the pains to explain by a letter to

Garrick the cause of his not appearing

at Jefferson’s benefit, and says that some

one, “envious of the happiness I enjoyed

in your friendship, has been endeavor

ing to injure me in your opinion.” That

Jefferson the First endeared himself to

all who knew him, and possessed in an

eminent degree that good nature which

has been inherited and Americanized by

our own Jefferson, might be attested by

a dozen different incidents. “VVhen I

acted at Bayes,” Tate Wilkinson tells

us, “ and spoke a speech or two in the

manner of old Andrew Brice (a printer

of that city and an eccentric genius), it

struck the whole audience like electricity.

Mr. Jefferson, who performed Johnson,

was so taken by surprise that he could

not proceed for laughter.” This mag

nanimous trait of readily and heartily

recognizing the merit of others is one

that has been bequeathed to Jefferson

the Fourth—Joseph Jefferson, the Ame

rican comedian. The writer knows of

an instance which happened in one of

our Western cities. Mr. Jefferson had

been playing his celebrated characfer of

Rip Van Winkle four consecutive weeks

—an unusually long run for a Western

city—when the public demanded to see

him in some other of the characters in

which he has been almost equally suc

cessful. In canvassing the repertory of

comedies, the manager suggested that

the character of Dr. Pangloss should be

chosen. “No,” said Mr. Jefferson, al

though he has received many handsome

compliments for his portraiture of the

greedy pedagogue; “ there is only one

man in the country that can play Dr.

Pangloss, and that is William Warren.”

Though Jefferson the First was gathered

unto his fathers more than sixty years

ago, his generous spirit still finds a home

in the breast of his great-grandson.

The life of the first Jefferson, though

roseate with the social and artistic

charms that brightened his whole career,

was not wanting in the darker episodes

that seem to be incidental to the actor’s

vocation. He managed the Exeter

Theatre and the Plymouth Theatre in
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Dublin for many years ; but in spite of

the public satisfaction which he gave, '

he was not ignorant of the ups and

downs of theatrical management. The

accomplishments of Mrs. Jefferson were

not unfrequently subjected to the trying

vicissitudes of an itinerant company of

actors, where she played, as occasion

demanded, juvenile lady parts or those

of decrepid old men. Mr. Jefferson

died in 1807, at a ripe old age and at

the home of his daughter in Yorkshire,

but he owed the chief support of his

later days to the dramatic fund which

he, with Mr. Hull—with whom he divided

his reputation as father of the British

stage—had established.

About twelve years before the death

of the first Jefferson, who founded the

dramatic family which we hope may ex

tend down several generations of actors

to lead and share the progressive pros

perity of the American stage, Jefferson

the Second came to America. He re

tained the paternal characteristics which

are still so notably prominent in his

grandson. He was a better actor than

his father, developing fully the humorous

talent of the family. “ He was then

(February, 1796) a youth,” we read in

Dunlap’s Hislmy of the American

Stage, “ but even then an artist. Of a

small and light figure, well formed, with

a singular physiognomy, a nose perfectly

Grecian, and blue eyes full of laughter,

he had the faculty of exciting mirth to

as great a degree by power of feature,

although handsome, as any ugly-featured

low comedian ever seen.” N. P. Willis

has remarked the striking resemblance

which the present Joseph Jefferson bears

to his grandfather, and at the same age

the above description would answer for

one as well as for the other. Besides

the personal appearance, there are other

curious points of resemblance. Jefferson

the Second was great in his delineation

of old age: Jefferson the Fourth has

achieved his greatest artistic success in

his presentment of old Rip Van Winkle

after his twenty years’ sleep. Jefferson

the Second was a greater actor than his

father, and there are still living those

whose fond recollections of him make

 him the greatest of all comedians: Jef

ferson the Fourth is a greater actor than

was his father, and the present genera

tion of theatre-goers will scarcely admit

another comedian to claim an equality in

rank and ability. It is a curious fact

that the autograph of the second Jeffer

son was a prototype of the fourth Jeffer

son’s autograph, both being a graceful

succession of parallel curve lines, from

which it is difficult to make out the

name ; and that the latter had never

seen a specimen of the former’s penman

ship until many years after his own sig

nature had become stereotyped in form.

The second Jefferson had a prosper

ous career of thirty-six years in this

country. He was the companion and

friend of the elder William Warren. He

died in 1832, while playing an engage

ment at his son’s theatre in Harrisburg.

He had virtually retired from the stage

some time before, his farewell benefit in

Philadelphia, after which he spent most

of his time in rest, having been one of

the saddest episodes in a bright pro

fessional life. Ten years after his death,

an old friend and admirer (Chief Justice

Gibson, of the Supreme Court of Penn

sylvania) paid an eloquent tribute to his

memory by marking his grave with a

handsome slab and an appropriate epi

taph. Wemyss has left us the following

portrait: “ Mr. Joseph Jefferson was an

actor firmed in Nature’s merriest mood

—a genuine son of Momus. There was

a vein of rich humor running through all

he did, which forced you to laugh despite

of yourself. He discarded grimace as

unworthy of him, although no actor ever

possessed a greater command over the

muscles of his own face or the faces of

his audience. compelling you to laugh or

cry at his pleasure. His excellent per

sonation of old men acquired for him be

fore he had reached the meridian of life

the title of’ Old Jefferson.’ The astonish

ment of strangers at seeing a g0od-look

ing young man pointed out on the street

as Old Jefferson, whom they had seen

the night previous at the theatre totter

ing apparently on the verge of existence,

was the greatest compliment that could

be paid to the talent of the actor. His
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versatility was astonishing—light comedy,

old men, pantomime, low comedy, and

occasionally juvenile tragedy. Educated

in the very best school for acquiring

knowledge in his profession, his father

having been an actor of no mean repute

at Drury Lane Theatre during the reign

of Garrick, Jefferson was an adept in all

the trickery of the stage, which, when it

suited his purpose, he could turn to ex

cellent account. . . . In his social re

lations, he was what a gentleman should

be—a kind husband, an affectionate

father, a warm friend and a truly honest

man.”

The second Jefferson left a son and a

daughter. Miss Jefferson made her ll!

but at the benefit ofher father, as Rosina

in The Sgfianish Barber. Though her

first appearance is recorded as having

been a failure, she was afterward, as

Mrs. Chapman, one of the leading ac

tresses of her day, occupying a prominent

position in the old Park Theatre. His

son Joseph—Jef’ferson the Third—was

born in Philadelphia in 1804. His career

was a short one, as death overtook him

at the age of thirty-eight years, and just

at the time when he was at the turning

point of his theatrical reputation.

Jefferson the Third was not a great

actor, and perhaps he never would have

been such had he lived to a greater age.

He inherited the family art, but in his

case it took another direction. He de

veloped an early taste and an ardent

love for painting, and was placed under

the instruction of Coyle, a celebrated

English scenic artist. But Jefferson

loved his art too well to be successful in

this most practical branch of it. His

application was not equal to his fond

ness, and his work, like his character,

was sketchy. It showed talent, but it

lacked finish. The man and the artist

were too much merged together to

achieve great things. The family con

nection with the stage, and Jefferson’s

own familiarity with life behind the

scenes, attracted him from the art which

he should have made the study and

practice of his life. Yet his excessive

modesty, in spite of serious application,

kept him from making his appearance

 

for several years, although he became a

theatrical manager in the mean time.

Perhaps he never would have made an

appearance in character, had it not been

for a circumstance which involved his

keeping faith with the public—a matter

in which he was strictly conscientious.

This circumstance occurred in 1832,

when he was managing a theatre in

Washington. An unusually large au

dience assembled one evening, when a

play was to be given in which the co

median of the company was cast for the

leading part. While the orchestra played

the customary overture, and everything

seemed quiet and pleasant in front of the

curtain, there was great commotion be

hind the scenes. The comedian was

nowhere to be found, and Manager Jef

ferson was in despair. Vi/aiting until

the last, unwilling to make an apology

or dismiss the audience, and urged to do

so by all of the company, Mr. Jefferson

resolved to play the part of the missing

comedian. The part was one which Jef

ferson had studied before, but in which,

with the best preparation, he could never

make up his mind to appear. Yet, with

no preparation, but under the excitement

of the moment, he made his début, and

attained a marked success.

Jefferson the Third was too improvi

dent and careless in business matters to

succeed in management. This hereditary

misfortune, which at last had the effect

of closing his Washington theatre, was

off-set by the most complacent accepta

tion of reverses and the most genial dis

position in the world. The day after

his failure in Washington a personal

friend called at Jefferson’s house to offer

condolence. He was informed that Mr.

Jefferson had gone out fishing. Troubled

with an apprehension lest Jefferson, over

come by his losses, had resolved to do

away with himself, the friend went in

search of him. He found the ex-man

ager quietly reclining on the banks of

the Brandywine, his sketch-book lying

open at his side and his fishing-rod

stretched out over the water.

“Why, Jefferson,” asked the friend,

in surprise, “ how can you devote your

self to the pleasures of art when your
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recent misfortunes ought to be driving

you to the verge of despair ?”

“ Confound it, old boy!” was the an

swer: “I have lost everything, and am

so poor, as a consequence, that I can’t

even afford to let anything trouble me.”

This characteristic love of art and

nature, this fondness for sport and this

imperturbable ease of mind, were all be

queathed to Jefferson the Fourth, the

American comedian of to-day, who is

the son of Jefferson the Third and Mrs.

Burke, the celebrated vocalist, and a

half-brother of Charles Burke. who was

also a famous comedian of much the

same style of acting. A couple of in

cidents will serve to illustrate the fact to

which allusion is made. Jefferson is

what some of his professional friends

call “spooney on art.” He too sketches,

and, without making any pretensions,

sketches passably well. His vacations

from professional duty are always spent

in the open country, and his compan

ions are his gun, his fishing-rod and his

sketch-book. Some time ago, and be

fore good old John Sefton passed to that

bourne where he will probably never

play Jemmy Twitcher again, Jefferson

saw him near his home in Paradise Val

ley, whither the latter had gone upon

one of his summer trips. He found

Sefton with his breeches and coat sleeves

both rolled up, and standing in the mid

dle of a clear and shallow stream, where

one could scarcely step without spoiling

the sports of the brook-trout which

sparkled through the crystal waters.

Sefton stood in a crouching attitude,

watching with mingled disappointment

and good-humor a little pig which the

stream was carrying down its current,

and which, pig like, had slipped from the

hands of its owner in its natural aversion

to being washed. Jeffer§>n, with the

true instinct of an artist, dropped his

fishing-tackle and took his sketch-book

to transfer the ludicrous scene to paper.

Sefton appreciated the humor of the sit

uation, and only objected when Jefferson

began to fill in the background with a

dilapidated old barn, at which the old

gentleman demnrred on account of its

wretched appearance. The artist in

I sisted that it was picturesque, however,

and proceeded to put it down. Sefton

had to submit, but he had his revenge

by writing back to New York that “Jef

ferson is here, drawing the worst ’houses’

I ever saw.”

That Jefferson’s love of art and in

difference to profit are as largely de

veloped as were his father’s, is proved

by many of his investments. Not many

months since he bought a panorama be

cause he admired it, and put it in charge

of an agent who had been with him a

long time. The panorama failed to at

tract in spite of its merits, and the agent

wrote back that he despaired of ever

doing anything with it besides losing

money. “Never mind,” was Jefferson’s

answer: “it will be a gratification for

those who do go to see it, and you may

draw on me for what money you need.”

But the result was, that the panoramic

beauties now blush unseen in the garret

of a Philadelphia theatre. The Phila

delphia public have not forgotten the

tribute which Jefferson paid to art in the

production of A ll/Ii1lsummer Might’s

Dream. The piece was afterward pro

duced in the West, newly appointed and

in every way as complete, but it did not

meet with a patronage equal to the money

that had been expended upon it. “ It

is all right,” said Jefferson to the man

ager when the attendance began to fall

off: “ we have done our duty and have

made an artistic success of the piece.

If the people will not come to see it, it

is more their misfortune than ours.”

It would be pleasant for the writer to

dwell upon the personal characteristics

of Joseph Jefferson as illustrated in

similar incidents, and he believes that it

would not be uninteresting to the reader.

But this sketch could scarcely plead the

apology of a conscientious record did it

not enter upon the professional career

of the fourth and greatest actor in the

Jefferson family. This career was be

gun very early in life, young Jefferson

appearing in a combat scene at a benefit

in Park Theatre when he could not have

been more than six years old. His first

appearance as a man was in Chanfrau’s

National Theatre in 1849, and already in
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1857, having had considerable success at

Niblo’s Garden in the mean time, he

was regarded as the best low comedian

of the day. This reputation he had won

by faithful application, and it was con

firmed by his admirable performance of

Asa Trenchard in 0urAmerz’can Cousin,

which he played for one hundred and

fifty consecutive nights, along with Soth

ern as Lord Dundreary. Since that

time he has enjoyed the most gratify

ing success in England, Australia and

throughout the United States in “ star

ring” tours, and with the specialty of

Rip Van Winkle, the present version of

which he played first in London, where

it kept the boards of the Adelphi Theatre

nearly two hundred consecutive nights.

The abuse of the “ star” system is a

common and favorite theme for the

critics. In effect, this abuse is not alto

gether unlike the Pope’s bull against the

comet. It will be about as ditticult a

matter to abolish the former as it was

to impede the course of the latter. The

critics of to-day are not the only ones to

whom the system has been one of great

concern. Kind-hearted Charles Lamb

refused it his usually genial sanction,

and Addison’s grace was turned to force

in opposing it. The discerning and

critical Goethe set his face against it

obstinately. When he was manager at

Weimar, and the public demanded to

have actors from abroad, his answer was

a pointed one: “ No; if they are worse

actors than ours, you will not come to

see them ; if better, you shall not.” Yet,

in spite of a unanimity of adverse opin

ion which is as rarely found among

critics as among doctors, the system has

prevailed with growing popularity ever

since the revival of the English drama.

Shakespeare tells us how the public of

his day demanded it when he makes the

comparison:

“ As in a theatre, the eyes of men,

After a well-graced actor leaves the stage,

Are idly bent on him that enters next,

Thinking his prattle to be tedious.”

How popular the system is in our own

day the general custom and the expe

rience of managers attest. Indeed, how

ever desirable a change might be, it is

 

difficult to understand how a change

could be satisfactorily accomplished. Of

course, it is the duty of every manager

to make up his entire company of effi

cient material, and he who succeeds best

in doing this succeeds best with the

theatre-going public. But the strict ob

servance of this rule can scarcely break

down the custom of “starring.” One

theatre in a large city, where there are

many and various dramatic entertain

ments, like Wallack’s in New York or

Selwyn’s in Boston, may be handsomely

sustained without the additional attrac

tions of star actors. But it would be

simply impossible, from the present sup

ply and calibre of dramatic people, to

furnish a dozen such theatres in New

York or half a dozen in Boston.

We have all imagined, perhaps, a

dramatic elysium where each play should

unite in itself several Rip Van Winkles

for as many Jeffersons, several Hamlets

for several Booths, an Elizabeth or two

for a Ristori or two, Mary Stuart for

Janauschek, while a few generations of

William Warrens, Burtons, Mary Gan

nons and some others would supply their

respective provinces. But this is not

merely impracticable—it is unnatural.

If it be the province of the actor to hold

the mirror up to nature, it would not

answer to have developed genius doing

good service as a supernumerary, or

graceful elocution restricted to an an

nouncement of dinner. Rpmance has

its heroes, Society its particular orna

ments, Literature its idols, and the

Drama its stars. Do and say what we

may, all people find their level. It is a

fact, however, and worthy of remark,

that until within a few years the “bright,

particular star” has always been found

in the tragic sphere. Melodrama has at

times shone.brilliantly, but while the

former may be regarded as the “ Big

Dipper” and the latter as the “ Little

Dipper” in the theatrical firmament, com

edy has generally presented the anom

aly of a gloomy prospect—something

like “ most lamentable comedy.” The

reason of this may be found partly in

the tastes of the people and partly in the

custom of the dramatists. The way to
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the sympathies of the people is shorter

and straighter in tragedy and melodrama.

The weeping muse is the favorite. Peo

ple would rather cry than laugh. The

satisfaction to be found in sympathetic

misery is much deeper than that of sym

pathetic mirth. Shakespeare himself

set the example of bringing out the

tragic star and making him eclipse the

comic. \/Vith the single exception of

Falstaff, all his humorous characters are

overshadowed by the greater importance

of the serious characters, as are the

Gravedigger, Launcelot Gobbo, Dog

berry and the rest. Those of light com

edy are grouped in such a way that

there is no single prominent and central

figure. There are not, and there scarce

ly could be, the equals, in point of prom

inent position, of a Lear, a Hamlet, a

Richard, a Richelieu, or even a Claude

Melnotte, in comedy. A Sclma! for

Scandal, T/ze 1€iz/als, S/ze Stooflr lo

Conquer, Married Life, and almost all

of our standard comedies, depend on

the harmony of the whole, and not upon

any single character. It is only since

comedians have taken to specialties that

they have been able to command posi

tions equal to those occupied by leading

tragedians. Mr. Jefferson’s Rip Van

Winkle, Mr. Owens’ Solon Shingle, Mr.

Sothern’s Dundreary have done for'

them what equally good acting had

failed to do. The want of a specialty

was a misfortune in the career of- Burton

and that of Reeves. Brougham should

have made a specialty of Micawber, and

Warren one of Dr. Pangloss or the old

French tutor in To Parents and Guar

dians. Such actingshould succeed at

least as well and as generally as the

Irish caricatures which have secured

fortune and fame for no other reason

than because they are specialties. But

specialties in comedy were avoided for

a long time by both dramatists and

actors, and specialties in tragedy and

melodrama cultivated, because the rela

tions of the stage and the audience are

such as to discourage attempts at the

former and lighten the labors of the

latter. It has been customary for the

leading members of the profession to

 
regard comedy as a flirtation and tragedy

as a serious life engagement.

But the subject of this sketch has

courted the merry damsel and won her.

He has taken Brobdignagian comic

strides far beyond many Lilliputian

tragic struts: he has been content to

insinuate himself into the affections of

the people, rather than storm the public

citadel: quietly, modestly, easily and

gracefully has he glided into his posi

tion, and his conscience is troubled by

no murdered kings and his dreams are

haunted by no gory heads nor weeping

hearts. Joseph Jefferson was destined

to be a star and destined to be a co

median. He has accomplished within

the range of comedy more than most of

his contemporaries have accomplished

with all the advantages of tragedy. He

shines alone in his sphere. Belonging

to a gentle family of actors, he has

added the American quality, and is an

American gentleman and an American

actor, to whom universal homage has

been paid, and of whom we of America

may be justly proud.

Mr. Jefferson is a thorough American

actor. He is a man in whom intellect

uality and culture are combined to work

a refining influence upon the stage and

upon the tastes of the dramatic public.

He inspires that good, contented feeling

which contrasts so strangely with the

morbid excitement incident to an interest

in the sensational dramas of the day.

He is the most able exponent, if not the

leader, of that natural school which re

produces without caricature, acts without

exaggeration—is, and not merely seems

to be. He blends French wit with Eng

lish humor, so that it is impossible to

mark where the one beginstand the other

ends. His lithe figure and nervous or

ganization, peculiarly American, give him

a telling mobility of limb as well as of

feature, to which a characteristic quick

ness of apprehension is a corresponding

mental trait. His expression follows

the thought with the trueness and rapid

ity of perception. His appreciation is

apt, his taste is excellent, and he is wary

in availing himself of every means that

may be legitimately used for stage effect;
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yet he realizes fully the principle of that

superlative art which conceals art. One

of the most remarkable properties of Mr.

jefferson’s acting is that he accomplishes

everything in the most quiet and unpre

tentious way, which inspires so genuine

a sympathy for the character itself that

no one pauses to inquire by what means

the effect is produced. If this has never

been done before in comedy—and the

writer knows of no instance—it is not

too much to say that Mr. Jefferson has

established a school of his own, and not

too much to hope that this will be the

American school.

After all that has been said about the

lack of dramatic element in 1i’i;>.Van

Winkle, there is something quaintly

beautiful in the legend, which we must

appreciate and sympathize with as soon

as we see it realized on the stage. It is

a picture of the Kaatskill Mountains in

the good old days of yore, when the

jolly-melancholic spirits of Hendrick

Hudson and his crew of the Half Moon

used to play nine-pins and drink schnapps

in the valley. It is the portrait of a

simple, good-natured man and a diso

bedient and henpecked husband. On

the principle that a termagant wife may

be a' blessing in teaching the virtue of

patience, Irving pronounces Rip Van

Winkle to have been thrice blessed.

The assiduity with which he devoted

himself to playing with the village chil

dren, and his insuperable aversion to all

kinds of profitable labor; the meekness

with which he bore the whippings of

Dame Van Winkle’s voluble tongue in

side the house, and the alacrity with

which he sought the outside, “ the only

side that belongs to a henpecked hus

band ;” the sympathy between him and

his lank-jawed dog; the village tavern

sign of the rubicund face, which served

first for George the Third, and afterward

for George Washington, but always loyal ;

the lightness of Rip’s twenty years’ sleep

and the wonder of his awaking;—all

enter into the ingenious composition of

a glowing and harmonious tableau. That

there is a strong dramatic element in it

is sufficiently proved by the correspond

ing superstitions that are found among

 almost all people, dating from the “ Seven

Sleepers,” by the fact that half a dozen

different dramas and one opera have

been composed upon the theme, and that

many leading comedians have essayed

the part, among whom have been Chan

frau, l-lackett and Charles Burke. That

no one has ever made a great success

in the part before must be accounted for

by the fact that no one has ever before

realized the original conception to the

satisfaction of the public. With Mr.

Jefferson and Rip Van Winkle the case

is one of mutual adaptation. The actor

does not deny to the dramatist of his

version great credit for his ingenious ar

rangement of the situations. He says

that Boucicault understands the secret

and appreciates the influence of dramatic

action better than any man since Shake

speare. He says that his version of

Rz}? Van I/Vinkle has a beginning and

an end, which it never had before, and

is finished, while the other versions were

sketchy. The original beauties of the

sketch are retained, but they have not

been left as a sketch—they have been

embodied in a drama.

Ifthere is something especially charm

ing in the ideal of Rip Van Winkle that

Irving has drawn, there is something

even more human, sympathetic and at

tractive in the character reproduced by

Jefferson. A smile that reflects the gen

erous impulses of the man; a face that

is the mirror of character; great, lum

inous eyes that are rich wells of expres

sion; a grace that is statuesque without

being studied; an inherent laziness

which commands the respect of no one,

but a gentle nature that wins the affec

tions of all; poor as he is honest, jolly

as he is poor, unfortunate as he is jolly,

yet possessed of a spontaneity of nature

that springs up and flows along like a

rivulet after a rain ;—the man who can

not forget the faults of the character

which Jefferson pictures, nor feel like

taking good-natured young Rip Van

Winkle by the hand and offering a sup

port to tottering old Rip Van Winkle,

must have become hardened to all nat

ural as well as artistic influences. It is

scarcely necessary to enter into the de
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tails of Mr. Jefferson’s acting of the

Dutch Tam O’Shanter. Notwithstand

ing the fact that the performance is made

up of admirable points that might be

enumerated and described, the picture is

complete as a whole and in its connec

tions. Always before the public; pre

serving the interest during two acts of

the play after a telling climax; sustain

ing the realities of his character in a

scene of old superstitidh, and in which

no one speaks but himself,—the imper

sonation requires a greater evenness of

merit and dramatic effect than any other

that could have been chosen. Rip Van

Winkle is imbued with the most marked

individuality, and the identity is so con

scientiously preserved that nothing is

overlooked or neglected. Mr. Jefferson’s

analysis penetrates even into the min

utiae of the part, but there is a perfect

unityin the conception and its embodi

ment. Strong and irresistible in its

emotion, and sly and insinuating in its

humor, Mr. Jefferson’s Rip Van Winkle

is marked by great vigor as well as by

an almost pre-Raphaelite finish.

The bibulous Rip is always present

by the ever-recurring and favorite toast

of “Here’s your goot healt’ and your

family’s, and may dey live long and

prosper.” The meditative and philo

sophic Rip is signaled by the abstract

“ Ja,” which sometimes means yes and

sometimes means no. The shrewd and

clear-sighted Rip is marked by the inter

view with Derrick Van Beekman. The

thoughtful and kind-hearted Rip makes

his appearance in that sad consciousness

of his uselessness and the little influence

he exerts when he says to the children,

talking of their future marriage: “I

thought maybe you might want to ask

me about it,” which had never occurred to

the children. The improvident Rip is dis

covered when Dame Van Winkle throws

open the inn window-shutter, which

contains the enormous score against her

husband, and when Rip drinks from the

bottle over the dame’s shoulder as he

promises to reform. The most popular

and the most thriftless man in the

village; the most intelligent and the

least ambitious; the best-hearted and

the most careless ;—the numerous con

trasts which the rfile presents demand

versatility in design and delicacy in exe

cution. They are worked out with a

moderation and a suggestiveness that

are much more natural than if they were

presented more decidedly. The sympa

thy of Mr. Jefferson’s creation is the

greatest secret of its popularity. In

spite of glaring faults, and almost a cruel

disregard of the family’s welfare, Rip

Van Winkle has the audience with him

from the very beginning. His ineffably

sad but quiet realization of his desolate

condition when his wife turns him out

into the storm, leaves scarcely a dry eye

in the theatre. His living in others and

not in himself makes him feel the

changes of his absence all the more

keenly. His return after his twenty

years’ sleep is painful to witness; and

when he asks, with such heart-rending

yet subdued despair, “Are we so soon

forgot when we are gone?” it is no won

der that sobs are heard throughout the

house. His pleading with his child

Meenie is not less affecting, and nothing

could be more genuine in feeling. Yet

all this emotion is attained in the most

quiet and unobtrusive manner. Jeffer

son’s sly humor crops out at all times,

and sparkles through the veil of sadness

that overhangs the later life of Rip Van

Winkle. His wonder that his wife’s

“clapper” could ever be stopped is ex

pressed in the same breath with his real

sorrow at hearing of her death. “ Then

who the devil am I?” he asks with in

finite wit just before he pulls away at

the heartstrings of the audience in re

fusing the proffered assistance to his

tottering steps. He has the rare faculty

of bringing a smile to the lips and a tear

to the eye at the same time. From the

first picture, which presents young Rip

Van Winkle leaning carelessly and easily

upon the table as he drinks his schnapps,

to the last picture of the decrepid but

happy old man, surrounded by his family

and dismissing the audience with his

favorite toast1 the character,' in Mr. Jef

ferson’s hands, endears itself to all, and

adds another to the few real friendships

which one may enjoy in this life.
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Although Mr. Jefferson has made his

great reputation as an actor in the part

of Rip Van Winkle, and has become

identified with that character before the

public, his range of characters is very

large, and unites the most refined com

edy with the broadest farce. In all his

acting, however, there is the same care,

study and deliberation, and the same

peculiar power of producing the strong

est effects by the simplest means. Even

in burlesque, in which Mr. Jefferson

formerly played with great success, there

is a strict abstinence from everything

coarse or offensive. As Caleb Plummer

he unites in another way the full appre

ciation of mingled humor and pathos

the greatest delicacy and affection with

rags and homely speech. As Old Phil.

Stapleton he is the patriarch of the vil

lage and the incarnation of content. As

Asa Trenchard he is the diamond in the

rough, combining shrewdness with sim

plicity, and elevating instead of de

grading the Yankee character. As Dr.

Ollapod, and Dr. Pangloss, and Tobias

Shortcut he has won laurels that would

make him a comedian of the first rank.

His Bob Acres is a picture. There is

almost as much to look at as in his Rip

Van Winkle. There is nearly the same

amount of genius, art, experience and

intelligence in its personation. Hazlitt

says that the author has overdone the

part, and adds that “it calls for a great

effort of animal spirits and a peculiar ap

titude of genius to go through with it.”

Mr. Jefferson has so much of the latter

that he can—and to a great extent does

dispense with the former requisite. His

quiet undercurrent of humor subserves

the same purpose in the rdle of Bob

Acres that it does in other characters.

It is full of points, so judiciously chosen,

so thoroughly apt, so naturally made and

so characteristically preserved that the

 
part with Jefferson is a great one. The

man of the “ oath referential or senti

mental swearing” makes the entire scope

of the part an “echo to the sense.” Even

in so poor a farce as that of A Regular .

Fz11', Mr. Jefferson makes the eccentrici

ties of Hugh de Brass immensely funny.

The same style is preserved in every

character, but with an application that

gives to each a separate being.

In private life, Mr. Jefferson is an

affable gentleman, who endears himself

to all who are associated with him, and

probably no man has more or more

steadfast friends. He has been married

twice. His first wife was a Miss Lock

yer, of New York, who left him a son

and a daughter, the former of whom is

now about seventeen years of age, and

has inherited the salient characteristics

of the Jefferson family. This young

man has already manifested a decided

preference for his father’s profession,

has appeared in amateur entertainments

with great credit, and promises to be a

worthy successor in this family of actors.

The present Mrs. Jefferson was a Miss

Warren, a niece of William Vi/arren, the

actor. She was married to Mr. Jeffer

son something more than a year ago in

Chicago—is an amiable lady, never has

been, and probably never will appear, on

the stage. Mr. Jefferson has acquired a

considerable fortune during his success

ful career, and now acts less than the

greater number of our hard-working

American stars. But as an actor con

amore, he never slights anything, and

he retains all his original interest in

his profession. Still a comparatively

young man and with a laudable am

bition, he will accomplish much in the

future for the best interests of the Amer

ican stage and for the culture of dramatic

taste.

JAMES B. RuumoN.
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AN ADVENTURE IN

N the winter of 1861—2, the writer of

this was detailed, with a number of

other non-commissioned officers from his

regiment, to proceed to A (a con

siderable inland city in New York) on

recruiting service. The regiment had

been raised there a few months previous

ly, and hurried to “the front” to guard

the threatened Capital. Our colonel be

ing an accomplished artillery officer, and

holding a captain’s commission in the

regular service, we were assigned to per

manent duty in the defences of Washing

ton, so raising earthworks and mount

ing heavy siege and garrison guns was

the most dangerous duty we were called

upon to perforrry Just previous to my

detail upon recruiting service our regi

ment had been transferred, by an order

of the Secretary of War, from infantry

to heavy artillery, and this required our

filling up from nine hundred men to

eighteen hundred strong. This being

in the early part of the war, and the mil

itary strength of the country having been

hardly drawn upon, we found our busi

ness a thriving one; and early in Feb

ruary the officer in command of the party

was notified from the Adjutant-General’s

Office that our regiment was now full,

and he was ordered to settle up his

business and rejoin his command with

his detail with the least practicable delay.

Previous to returning to camp I ob

tained a ten days’ furlough, in order to

visit my wife and children, who had gone

to stay with their friends in the northern

part of the State during the term of my

enlistment. Taking the Central Ver

mont train, I reached Rouse’s Point in

the afternoon of February I4, 1862.

Here I hoped to make connection with

the train going north to Ogdensburg, but

to my great vexation I found that the reg

ular mail and passenger train was not to

leave that afternoon. During our jour

ney from Rutland to St. Alban’s the wind

had been blowing quite freshly, but on

our arriving at this border town it had
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increased to a fearful hurricane. The

weather had grown intensely cold too,

and the blast having uninterrupted sweep

across the broad bosom of Lake Cham

plain, it seemed to have acquired in

creased rigor from the icy surface it

swept over. Discharging its fury upon

the bleak coast, it drove every living

creature within-doors for shelter. The

heaviest-woven fabric seemed like gos

samer before its rude assaults; and no

violence of exercise and no extent of

animal spirits would suffice to preserve

natural warmth in the human being ex

posed to its intolerable rigor. The an

cients, having observed that it was very

cold in front of the north wind, fancied

it must be correspondingly warm on the

other side of it; therefore they assumed

that the blessed land inhabited by the

Hyperboreans was mild and equable,

because it was beyond the north wind.

This blast came from the south-west,

and the region at the other side of it

might have been halcyon and delightful ;

but it is certain that in front of it the

cold was so extreme that no person

could expose himself to it with safety.

The atmosphere had assumed a dull

leaden hue, and the inhabitants predicted

a heavy fall of snow as soon as the gale

abated.

My leave was but a short one, and

my anxiety to greet my family was so

great that I was willing to run any risks

if I could only reach my destination

without delay. I learned from the sta

tion-agent that a special accommodation

train would leave at six o’clock that

evening for Mooer’s Junction, to meet

the passengers and mails arriving there

from Plattsburg, returning with them to

Rouse’s Point the same evening. This

carried me but a few miles on my way

certainly, and I should have to pass the

night at this way station. But there was

a fever of restlessness in my veins which

impelled me to keep moving, and any

conveyance which should lessen the dis
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tance between myself and my loved ones,

even by a few miles, seemed to afford

some measure of relief.

Punctually at six the train started.

The wind had abated somewhat, and a

heavy fall of snow had set in. The

train was light, consisting of but four

freight cars consigned to Plattsburg, and

one passenger and baggage car. The

engineer was an -old and experienced

hand, who had fought many a hard bat

tle with the snow in those regions. He

gave it as his opinion that we were “in

for a night of it,” and he would not be

surprised if the road were blocked up

before morning; but he thought that by

running fast he could make Mooer’s

Junction without much trouble. Start

ing under a heavy pressure of steam, we

accomplished seven or eight miles with

out apparent difficulty, but here the train

came to a halt. The snow continued to

fall quite freely, and the wind blew it in

heavy drifts upon the track. The train

was then backed, and a desperate lunge

made at the rapidly-accumulating snow

drift. This carried us forward a few

rods, and then we came to another

standstill. The engine puffed and snort

ed and labored, and appeared to expend

a vast amount of effort, but farther pro

gress seemed effectually barred. We

had but eight miles more to make, being

about midway between Rouse’s Point

and the Junction, and our indefatigable

engineer kept at his labors for upward of

an hour, exhausting all the resources at

his command in his determined efforts to

push through. But he had to succumb

at last. The air was one sheet of blind

ing snow, which whirled and eddied in

the blast, congealing on the eyelashes,

impeding the respiration, and rendering

all human eflbrts to contend with it a

mere futility. At length all motion

ceased, and we concluded that the

engineer had given up his labors in

despair. The cars were completely

buried in the snow, and it was evident

that no help could reach us that night:

nothing remained for us, therefore, but

to make the best of our position till

morning. Communication with the en

gineer was entirely cut off, and we were ,

 

in utter ignorance how matters fared

with him and the fireman; but as dan

ger generally makes us selfish, our anx

iety in regard to them was, perhaps, not

very excruciating. \¢Ve all regarded our

situation with some degree of apprehen

sion, and each seemed to think that he

had enough to do to take care of himself.

Anxious inquiries were made with re

gard to the supply of fuel on hand, and

it was found that the box half-filled with

wood which stood at one end of the car

was the entire store within reach. There

might be wood in the tender, but it was

no more available for our use than if

standing in the forest. We numbered

seventeen passengers, besides the con

ductor and brakeman, and of these

three were ladies. American gallantry

first prompted us to make the best ar

rangements possible for their comfort,

and they were accordingly placed in seats

nearest the stove, and well protected

with spare cloaks and blankets. Being

thus thrown upon each other for enter

tainment, and isolated from the world by

a wide desolation of snow, we dismissed

that reserve that keeps us strangers in

life to each other, and became conver

sational and unconstrained as at a social

party. We kept up a warm fire while

the fuel lasted, and enlivened the long

hours with pleasant narrative and much

sprightly humor; but the cold draft

which circulated freely through the car

so numbed our limbs that to keep up

our spirits cost continued effort.

Toward midnight our wood began to

run low, and the conductor suggested

that an attempt be made to reach the

tender. He was also desirous to hear

from the engineer and fireman, being

apprehensive that some evil might have

befallen them. A couple of hardy young

Vermonters volunteered to make the at

tempt with him. Providing themselves

with shovels and a basket to hold the

much-coveted fuel, the forward door of

the car was opened and they stepped out

upon the platform into the fury of 'the

storm. The snow had drifted up to the

car windows, and it was still falling

heavily. The wind blew in furious gusts,

filling the air with whirling drifts, and
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surrounding the men outside with a

constant shower of snow-spray. They

shouted in concert, but the wind blew

the sound of their voices back in their

faces. To attempt to shovel a path

would have been on a par with Mrs.

Partington’s endeavor to keep back the

Atlantic Ocean with a broom. One of

- the young men sprung off the platform,

determined to wade to the engine by

main force, but he could make no for

ward progress, and becoming quickly

numbed by the intense cold, his com

panions lost no time in dragging him

into the car in a semi-conscious condi

tion. He was divested of his outer

clothing, his boots pulled off, and two or

three set vigorously to work chafing him.

Fortunately, one of the company had

some brandy in a pocket-flask, and by

the aid of these restoratives he was

shortly brought back to consciousness.

This painful episode impressed us with

a vivid sense of our danger, and we

wished for the dawn of the morrow with

the utmost fervency.

The night wore through at length,

and 'the winter day dawned upon a mag

nificent scene. As far as the eye could

reach in every direction was one crys

talline surface of dazzling whiteness.

Not an object was visible to relieve the

glittering landscape save the forest trees

which skirted the horizon and a thin

thread of telegraph poles marking the

railroad track north and south. The

storm had subsided, and the sun arose

on our right with all the brilliancy of the

“ sun of Austerlitz.” This revived our

spirits, and gave us some heart to make

exertions toward extricating ourselves

from our .unpleasant situation. On close

ly scanning the country around, we per

ceived a thin column of smoke arising

from a hut, completely snowed under,

which stood about five hundred yards to

the right of the track. This might be a

farm-house, and our imaginations were

ready to invest the abode with an ample

store of inviting luxuries smoking upon

the table. Not one of the passengers

was provided with any food, and we were

all as hungry as soldiers after a heavy

march. To procure a supply of fuel

from the tender and a warm breakfast

from the farm-house were duties to per

form without any delay and at any rea

sonable risk. The platforms were cleared

off, and an expedition undertaken to

reach the tender; but imagine our dis

may when the hardy adventurers return

ed with the information that the locomo

tive and tender were nowhere within

sight ! This seemed to add to our feel

ing of isolation, and the necessity of

reaching the farm-house became more

urgent than ever. Outside of the drift

which covered the track we found the

snow to stand on a level of five feet. If

the ground was even, this could be waded

through and supplies obtained until as

sistance reached us from Champlain City

or Rouse’s Point. But in attempting

the journey it was found that the country

was of a broken, uneven character, and

the party who essayed the task, after

floundering into several ravines and gul

lies which buried them completely under,

were glad to return, thoroughly worn-out

and dispirited. Matters becoming thus

desperate, and the intensity of the cold

numbing us through, a raid was made

upon the baggage compartment, and

seats and boxes were split up to make a

fire. If we could only keep our limbs

from freezing, we felt a conviction that

assistance would be rendered us before

long, but our condition was so desperate

that we felt a natural unwillingness to

abandon all endeavor and confess that

our lives were dependent upon help from

without. The three lady passengers

kept up their spirits bravely, and two of

them appeared to suffer no worse dis

tress than their rougher companions ;

but the third (a young student at the St.

Alban’s Academy) showed such symp

toms of drowsiness that we feared there

was danger of her limbs becoming frost

ed. A drink of brandy was administered

to her, her gaiters and stockings taken

off and her feet and ankles well rubbed,

and by dint of occasional exercise and

encouraging assurances we succeeded in

arousing her from her chilled stupor,

and keeping warmth and animation in

her frame until assistance reached us.

For this we had not much longer to
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wait. About ten o’clock a couple of

good Samaritans hove in sight, skimming

over the surface of the snow in snow

shoes, and bearing each a basket covered

with a white cloth. It required no pro

phet to describe to us the store of del

icacies concealed within. The eager and

the nipping air to which we had been

exposed had sharpened our appetites to

starvation-point, and, as is the case with

all people in such a condition, our im

aginations had begun to revel in every

conceivable dainty. The men were wel

comed as visitors from another world,

and the well-prepared stores they had

brought despatched with the keenest

avidity. They made themselves known

to us as the station-agent and restaura

teur at Mooer’s Junction, and brought

us the cheerful intelligence that the track

was blockaded clear through to Ogdens

burg. The division superintendent, how

ever, they assured us, “ was a live man,

used to this kind of thing,” and he

already had a force of men at work who

would dig us out in a twinkling. Our

locomotive and tender, they informed us,

were half a mile along the line, and the

engineer laid up at the Junction, serious

ly injured by scalding and frost. It ap

peared that finding it impossible to get

the train through, he had detached his

engine with the intention of running to

the Junction to obtain aid, but when he

had proceeded about half a mile his

feed-pipe burst, and while engaged in

repairing the breach an escape of steam

badly scalded his arms and hands. This

injury, added to the inclemency of the

storm, had overpowered him, and he

sank into the deep snow-drift, unable to

extricate himself. Goldsby, the Amphy

trion above mentioned (a man, we learned,

deserving of King Charles’ commenda

tion—“ Never in the way and never out

of the way”), supposing there might be

some trouble on the road, had sallied

forth the evening preceding, and finding

the poor fellow in this terrible plight,

and the fireman unable to aid him, as

sisted the latter in conveying him to the

Junction, where he was put comfortably

to bed and his injuries attended to. The

brave fellow assured us we should not

 want for creature comforts during our

detention here, and for fuel indicated a

spot some twenty rods to our left, where,

by shoveling away the snow, we could

come upon some chestnut fence-rails

which would soon furnish us “a rousing

fire.” After a pleasant stay of an hour,

our visitors left us, promising to return

in the afternoon with a warm supper and

a report of the progress made toward

our delivery.

Fortunately, the conductor had brought

a dozen shovels along, and we lost no

time in acting upon Goldsby’s directions

toward obtaining firewood. A dozen

vigorous hands were soon at work on

the spot indicated, and before a great

while their labors were rewarded by ob

taining a supply sufficient to answer our

needs. With a warm fire to sit by, and

a generous meal to fortify the inner man,

we dismissed all apprehensions of im

pending danger, and devoted ourselves

to whiling away the time as best we could

until our communication with the outside

world was again established. The day

was truly delicious, the noontide sun im

parting to the unbroken solitude un

speakable radiance. It seemed like a

pause in life. We were remote from

the world and all its cares, with uncon

fined space before us : we suffered

nothing, now that a source of supply

was opened, and all we could do was to

abandon ourselves to the novelty of the

scene and calmly bide the issue of

events. Attracted outside by the cheery

sun’s rays, I seized a shovel and worked

away at the snow until my companions

and I had cleared quite a piece along

the track. Meanwhile, the railroad au

thorities had not been idle. Several

hundred laborers had been set to work

shoveling snow, and the heaviest engines

were at work with snow-ploughs forcing

a passage through.

Toward five o’clock in the afternoon

our indefatigable little friend visited us

again, bringing another excellent meal:

he reported the track two-thirds cleared

from the Junction hitherward, and four

locomotives at work for the purpose of

reaching us that evening. We could

perceive their smoke a distance in ad
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vance, and watched, as a wrecked sea

man would a distant sail, for their ap

proach. But no deliverance came to us

that night. After having promised our

selves a cheerful room and a refreshing

night’s rest at the station, it was with

extreme disgust that we found the

shades of evening again closing around

us, and ourselves doomed to another

cold and dreary night in the car. During

the day we had succeeded in providing

ourselves with fuel enough to last

through the night; and as sleep was im

possible with our feet numbed and teeth

chattering, we passed the long night

away with telling stories, discussing the

probabilities of the war, and passing our

pipes from one mouth to another. The

ladies were not forgotten or neglected, it

must be understood. Everything that

could be done to promote their comfort

was cheerfully performed, and much

pleasing and polite attention was shown

them; but all ceremony was dispensed’

with. We were in a border region, we

were sharing one common danger, and

we conformed to Shakespeare’s injunc

tion of being familiar, but by no means

vulgar: this, we found, conduced to the

comfort of all.

Betimes in the morning our deliverers

set to work in real earnest. A large

number of skirmishers were deployed in

advance, who tossed the snow aside in

square blocks, cutting it with their

shovels like sponge-cake. Four loco

motives, coupled together, the foremost

carrying a heavy snow-plough, came up

to the work, and plunging into the snow

with prodigious momentum, tossed it on

either side like spray dashed from a

ship’s prow. Reaching our locomotive

and tender, they coupled on to them and

bore them to the Junction out of their

way. The shovel brigade meanwhile

arrived at our train, having cleared the

snow to within two feet of the track;

and now we stood anxiously by to wit

ness the grand dash that was to open

the path through. The four ponderous

locomotives—like a train of war ele

phants-—came thundering along, and at

their approach the body of laborers

sprung upon the snow-bank to witness

 

the charge. With irresistible force they

ploughed into the solid snow, sending a

gleaming rift right and left into the air,

like spurts from a whale’s nostrils. It

was a noble sight, and the delighted

spectators cheered vociferously. On

they came, spurning the impediment

from their path like mere sea-foam; and

as the engines came opposite to the line

of workmen on the bank, the column of

snow dashed into the air from the right

of the track struck a section of the men

in the midst of their jubilation, and laid

them as suddenly prostrate as if the line

had been raked by a cannon-ball. They

were on their feet in an instant, and the

puffing engines halted in close contiguity

to our snow-bound train. Congratula

tions were exchanged between the pas

sengers and their deliverers, and very

shortly we were on our way to the sta

tion, with the sturdy shovelmen cluster

ing on our car like a swarm of bees.

Arriving there, we were entertained with

a good warm meal, and the energy and

hospitality of our host were spoken of in

the highest terms.

By this change of base we had se

cured a more eligible position, but we

had not raised the blockade. No trains

were yet in from the North, and it was

doubtful whether an opening could be

effected under two or three days. A

strong wind had again sprung up, which

filled up the track almost as fast as it

was cleared, and the immense amount

of snow which had to be removed ren

dered the task a very laborious one.

Having so many mouths to fill, provis

ions at the station completely ran out,

and the road being now opened to Ma

lone, our host telegraphed to that city

for commissary stores. Receiving noth

ing in return, he telegraphed two or

three orders. He afterward learned that

they were all promptly filled; but the

ravenous appetites of the large force of

shovelmen engaged along the track had

induced them to appropriate every ounce

of comestibles that came within their

reach. There happened, fortunately, to

be a large lot of keg oysters in the

freight-house, and any quantity of excel

lent Canadian flour. These were made
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free use of, and though our table betray

ed a marked sameness of fare at all

hours of the day, we had enough, and

felt duly thankful for our good fortune.

By noon on the 18th the road was

opened through to Ogdensburg, and a

train was expected down that evening.

Word was sent on in advance for meals

for two hundred passengers and work

men, to be prepared by six o’clock.

This far exceeded our host’s capacity of

accommodation, and the inroad of rude

famishing men with which he was threat

ened drove him almost to distraction.

He begged of us, if we valued his labors

in our behalf, to stay by him till this van

dalic invasion was over, and he had

every oven and housewife within reach

busy at work making bread or biscuits

and stewing down kettle after kettle of

oysters. By seven the train arrived,

bringing all the railroad officials of the

division, three car-loads of passengers

(a number of them, like ourselves, snow- i

ed in for thirty-six hours) and over a

hundred workmen.

The superintendent stationed a strong

guard at the doors of the car containing

the workmen, to hold them there until

the passengers had partaken of their

meal; but if hunger will break down

stone walls, certainly the flimsy panels

of a railroad car are not capable of con

fining it. They demanded food: they

were told to wait. This did not pacify

them: the food was within reach, and

the ravenous cravings of their stomachs

rendered them perfectly unmanageable. ,

 
Bursting open the doors, they poured over

the guard, who struggled manfully to hold

them back, and rushing frantically into

the dining-room, they commenced an in

discriminate attack upon everything eat

able, even clearing the plates of those

seated at the tables. They seemed to

be animated by no mischievous or wan

ton spirit: they were simply hungry, and

with the unreasoning instinct which such

a craving prompts, they were doggedly

determined to take no chances and put

up with no delay. As you would throw

the carcase to pursuing wolves to quiet

them, so basket after basket of bread

was laid before these men to appease

their fury. The scene was one of inde

scribable confusion for upward of an

hour, and considerable table-ware and

other property was destroyed. On the

departure of the train these unwelcome

customers were got rid of, and the ruefnl

countenance of our host showed how

little satisfaction he derived from the

result of his day’s labors. At nine the

next morning a train from the South

arrived, upon which those going north

ward were prompt to take their seats,

having liberally recompensed the restau

rant-keeper for his entertainment. I

reached my family that same day with

out further mishap, and after spending a

week, surrounded with the unspeakable

comforts of home, I bade adieu to all

the endearments of civic life and return

ed to the dull and monotonous routine

of camp duties.

FREDERICK LOCKLEY.
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MANIFEST DESTINY.

HIS nation should be one from the

Pole to the Isthmus of Panama,

and should dominate the Caribbean Sea

by the possession of the chain of the

Antilles. The purpose of the present

article is to demonstrate that this “ Man

ifest Destiny” is not only entirely prac

ticable, but that its attainment would be

eminently sound political economy, and

that it can be secured without the echo

of a cannon, except in salutes, while it

would be attended by the spontaneous

and enthusiastic support of the vast ma

jority of contiguous populations.

To commence with Canada. The

common impression that the Dominion

is intensely English is an error: the

mass of the people there see their own in

terests as clearly as similar communities

‘do elsewhere. The traveler through the

country, particularly if admitted into

local society, sees but one side of the

question, and may gather altogether er

roneous impressions ofgeneral sentiment.

This is especially the case through Cen

tral and Eastern Canada. Each town

or city has a local aristocracy, com

posed of members of government, of the

Parliament, retired officers of the army

and navy, and civilians who emigrate to

the Provinces to obtain higher interest

on small capital, and with cheaper living

to maintain a- better position in social

life than they could afford in the mother

country. These, with the officials, ofli

cers of the garrisons and a remnant of

the descendants of the old Loyalists who

emigrated from the American colonies

during the war of the Revolution, con

stitute a very minute but exceedingly

pronounced aristocracy, and are naturally

firm in loyalty and apprehensive of any

change which would tend to bring all

classes of the population to a common

level of political equality. But underly

ing this class is the vast multitude of pro

ducers—the lumbermen, millers, farmers,

manufacturers and traders — to whom

free intercourse with the neighboring

republic is a matter of vital necessity.

They possess loyalty to the Crown to a

certain extent. With many of them it

is strong, and with full reciprocity of

trade with their neighbors they would re

main in their present political status pos

sibly for generations to come; but with

out it, union with the States is in the

near future.

By the termination of the Reciprocity

Treaty between the United States and

Great Britain the burdens of restricted

intercourse have been again laid upon

Canadian producers, and the result is

manifest in a strong and growing senti

ment in favor of political union with the

great republic; to counteract which the

government of the Dominion is using

every effort to bring about another con

vention for reciprocity of trade.

Canada is not Utopia yet. Its taxa

tion is high, and its facilities for pro

curing loans for internal improvements

limited, owing to the extravagant system

adopted by its authorities in administer

ing previous trusts: the government of

the Dominion is cumbrous and costly,

and its people see that the scheme was

projected for the benefit of but afew

politicians anxious to perpetuate their

power and bask in the sunshine of semi

royal splendor. In 1861, one of its prom

inent officials informed the writer that

the debt of the two Provinces—East and

West—amounted to eight dollars per

acre upon the entire amount of land then

actually under cultivation. Immigration

merely passes through it on its way to

the prairies of the North-western States

and Territories of this republic, and at

the present time a formidable exodus

is taking place among that excellent

class, the hardy, industrious, economical

French of Canada East.

It is curious to observe, upon public

occasions—agricultural dinners, etc., etc.

—when the citizens of French and Eng

lish descent are brought together, a cer
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tain overstrained courtesy, the super

ficial gloss of compliment which only

half conceals a deep antipathy of race.

This jealousy continually crops out in

the halls of legislation. If an internal

improvement is projected for Vi=’estern

or Central Canada, a rider to the bill is

immediately attached in the shape of a

pier, a half a mile or a mile long, to be

built out into the St. Lawrence from

some small French-Canadian village

down below Quebec, or some other ex

pensive and unnecessary work, to equal

ize the appropriations. Under the Do

minion these antagonisms have become

still deeper and the dissatisfaction still

more decided, particularly through Can

ada West. There the burdens of non

reciprocity are more seriously expe

rienced; and owing to thQcharacter of

the inhabitants, their proximity to the

border, and the identity of their interests

with those of their neighbors, under wise

political action upon this side the over

tures for annexation will first come from

Ottawa, and the card-house of the Do

minion tumble to pieces by the removal

of its base of support.

It is self-interest, and that alone, which

will decide the question. Conversing

with a prominent Canadian, some one

remarked that the day after annexation

property in the Dominion would advance

in value twenty per cent. “Yes,” was

the reply—“ nearer fifty.” Hence the

question may safely be left to the arbi

tration of time. Given, ten years, pos

sibly five, of the existing commercial

status, and Canada West will be in the

American Union. How long the re

mainder can stay out does not require

much consideration.

The sentiment throughout New Bruns

wick and Nova Scotia is still more de

cided. These Provinces were always

prosperous, out of debt and progressive:

they were dragooned into the Confeder

ation, and in Nova Scotia the first act

of the Dominion authorities was to take

possession of the surplus in the Pro

vincial treasury, while increased taxation

was imposed to meet its proportion of

the common debt—an obligation incurred

 
for the great sums squandered by the

Canadian administration for its purely

local purposes, and now distributed upon

these new and independent members.

The writer, in a tour through Nova

Scotia and New Brunswick in I867, was

surprised at the bitterness of public sen

timent against incorporation in the Do

minion, and the eagerness and favor

with which annexation to the republic

was almost generally entertained.

The present efforts in these Provinces

to throw off the shackles of Canadian

authority are still more indicative of the

final result, and we may soon expect the

acquisition of a coast line to the Gulf

of St. Lawrence, which will give us the

valuable fisheries, forests and mines be

longing to the included territories. and

the navigation of the St. Lawrence river.

The same identity of interest will bring

in the Hudson’s Bay possessions, and

the authority of the republic will extend

to the Arctic Ocean.

Leaving the North, we find Cuba in

the convulsion of insurrection, the pre

lude to its ultimate destiny; Mexico,

almost ready for the protectorate which

will be synonymous with its incorpora

tion; and a large and growing party

throughout the States of Central Ame

rica urging the extension of the power

and influence of the great republic down

to the Isthmus of Panama.

An eminent professor of this country,

just returned from a scientific explora

tion of the island of St. Domingo, brings

with him a letter from one of the most

influential of its statesmen, in which he

says, “ Tell General Grant that if he

Wants this island, he can have it.”

Porto Rico will undoubtedly follow

the lead of Cuba sooner or later, and

with most of the Antilles it is but a

question of time. The necessity for

dominating the Caribbean Sea is abso

lute and immediate for this country, and

the effort for the acquisition of St.

Thomas by the Administration of Presi

dent Johnson was a far-sighted and

statesmanlike movement. In the pres

ent condition of naval improvements,

steam will exercise a controlling influ
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ence in the event of war; and a war

vessel leaving our naval stations, even

from as far South as Pensacola, will have

exhausted much of her coal before reach

ing the meridian of St. Thomas; hence

the necessity of a strong station and post

of supply and refit well up to windward.

Nothing but the malignity of partisan

opposition, joined perhaps to gross igno

rance on the part of Congressional com

mittees, frustrated the appropriations

necessary to carry into effect the treaty

of cession negotiated with the govern

ment of Denmark.

Great Britain holds four powerful po

sitions of constant menace to this nation

—Halifax, Bermuda, Barbados and Ja

maica, with the small naval station at

Antigua besides. All these places are

fortified and stocked with warlike ma

terial, and conveniences for supply and

repairs. Halifax and Bermuda are im

mensely powerful both for defence and

offence: all the stations are within easy

steaming distance of each other, and

within this chain of posts we need to se

cure and maintain a substantial foothold.

There is a marked deficiency in the

information of the public at large con

cerning the real condition of the West

Indian islands. Some general idea pre

vails of the injuries inflicted upon the

British Islands by the arbitrary action

of the home government in the emanci

pation of the slaves and the abolition

of differential duties in favor of colonial

sugars, whereby the industry of these

once-important colonies was for a time

entirely prostrated, and the whole sys

tem of their labor absolutely demoralized.

But since the perpetration of these posi

tive wrongs, the policy pursued by the

government has been almost equally dis

astrous, in its neglect and in the influ

ence accorded to pseudo philanthropists

in regulating to so great an extent all ac

tion respecting the prosperity of the colo

nies. These two conditions, neglect and

prejudiced administration, have alienated

to a great degree the affections of the

colonists as respects their government,

and induced them to look to the ele

ments of prosperity existing in other sys

tems, and their results upon the interests

 of their people. In 1853, when the writer

passed through the islands on a mission

to one of the South American republics,

he found the sentiment in favor of affil

iation with the United States not only

strong in many of the colonies, but in

some decidedly demonstrative. Planters

in British Guiana, commenting upon the

injuries inflicted by the course of the

home government, did not hesitate to

assert that if the United States would

hold out the necessary encouragement,

they would run up the flag at once; and

a leading legal officer at Trinidad re

marked, “You are a young man, in the

opening of your olficial life, and you can

in no way secure for yourself a higher

fame, nor engage in a work of such per

manent usefulness, as to devote yourself

to the annexation of these islands to the

United States.”

Repeated visits since to the different

colonies have but confirmed these views,

and the reason is evident. All of them

suffer from a want of labor: they need a

firm policy with that useless mass of

negro population now left in their midst

as an encumbrance, and for which they

cannot legislate effectually. At present

the tide of emigration passes away from

them, and their magnificent soil, climate

and natural position are almost wasted.

They produce articles of prime neces

sity to mankind—sugar, cotton, tobacco,

cocoa and coffee—yet from the scarcity

of labor are obliged to import food from

America. The British Provinces send

cargoes of salt fish, rice is brought from

India to feed the coolie laborers, and

lumber, flour, butter, lard, salt beef,

pork, biscuit, hay and oats from the

United States. Incorporated into the

American Union as States, money would

flow in upon them for internal improve

ments, their labor would be regulated,

immigration attracted, and their produce

reaching its principal consumers free of

duties, every plantation would at once

appreciate in value to an immense ex

tent, and all their production be stimu

lated and expanded. The advantages

are too obvious to need recapitulation,

and force themselves upon the attention

of every reflecting mind.
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There are some of the islands of no

particular value, except as completing

the claim of possession—such as the

Virgin group and the Dutch colonies

but these could be purchased for mode

rate amounts and with the hearty assent

of their limited populations. The French

islands, Guadaloupe and Martinique, are

so well governed and generally prosper

ous that only the superior commercial

privileges, and an augmentation of the

value of their estates arising from the

free market for their products, would in

fluence the choice of their planters; but

the English possessions would soon

enter by an open door, particularly those

where the energy and wisdom of local

administration have re-established agri

culture by the introduction of coolie

labor. Antigua is something like a Ca

nadian town in its' sentiment of local

aristocracy, and consequent loyalty; and

in Barbados the English prejudice re

mains as a consequence of uninterrupted

prosperity arising from its unique posi

tion as respects the control of its labor

subsequent to emancipation ; but Barba

dos is exclusively a sugar-producing

island, and self-interest would swamp

national prejudice; while St. Vincent,

Grenada, Tobago, St. Lucia, Trinidad

and British Guiana would undoubtedly

welcome political union as soon as its

full attendant advantages became gene

rally appreciated by their planters and

merchants.

Dominica is almost abandoned to an

idle negro population, and Jamaica is

passing through a political transforma

tion which is still uncertain as to its

results upon the white residents of the

island. Both are remarkably valuable

as possessions, and to each the same

general benefits would become apparent

in the course of time.

In Santa Cruz, upon the promulgation

of the treaty of cession of St. Thomas

by Denmark, strong manifestations of

disappointment were made by the people

that it had not also been included in the

transfer, the resultant advantages being

great in view of its extended cultiva

tion, and the effect upon the values of

its tropical produce, and consequent ap

preciation in the worth of its properties

and commercial expansion.

The principle of severely letting the

colonies alone has been firmly established

in Great Britain, as well as their freedom

of choice to a large extent in seeking

new political alliances upon the expres

sion of the popular will. I have shown

the tendency of inclination toward union

with the republic: I do not say that the

sentiment is strong everywhere, but it

exists, is strengthening, and may be cul

tivated by a sound and farsighted course

of national policy. We know that other

European powers are prepared to sell

isolated Vilest Indian possessions; so

that there is no difficulty in the future

for the republic to extend its domain

from the Arctic Ocean to the Caribbean

Sea, and to hold the latter as an inland

lake. The day is past when mere na

tional origin will permanently control po

litical alliances: the greatest interests

of peoples will decide them, and Man

ifest Destiny can be so attained that its

processes will be entirely peaceable and

harmonious, while accompanied with the

enthusiastic support of whole populations.

There is a natural tendency among

neighboring States to merge their in

dividual existence in this great homo

geneous power, the position of which is

continental, its opportunities for expan

sion unlimited, and its future grand and

magnificent beyond calculation. As it

was the idea of the founders of the re

public, so let its realization become the

study and effort of the wise and patient

of the generation which may witness its

triumph.

J. B. Ausrm.
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

JOHN EVELYN MOWBRAY.

“Then she took up her burden of life again,

Saying only, 'It might have been.’ ”

\VH1’rTn;R.

ARLY in the afternoon of the next

day, Ethan and Celia were stand

ing at Mr. Hartland’s front gate.

“ Are you going toward Mr. Syden

ham’s, cousin ?” Celia asked.

“ No. I—I thought of calling on Dr.

Meyrac.”

“ Give him my kindest regards, and

shall you see Ellinor Ethelridge ?”

“ Probably.”

“ Tell her I hope to be with her this

evening.”

The cousins separated, Celia taking

the road to Rosebank. She passed the

house, however, and a little way beyond

turned into a path to the right, which ran

outside the west fence of the vineyard,

and was bordered by a light fringe of

shrubbery. It led her to that rustic

bridge over Kinshon Creek already

mentioned, and she crossed it, entering

the village cemetery beyond.

Nature had done much for this little

secluded spot. Its surface, some eight

or ten acres in extent, was gently undu

lating, with a slope to the east. It was

bounded on the north and west by the

forest, on the south by Kinshon Creek,

and was open eastward toward the vil

Iage. A few of the handsomest forest

trees had been left: there had been

planted cedars, willows and graceful

weeping birches, and around the whole

was a hedge of laurel, thick set, the

lower line of this hedge reaching Kin

shon Creek just above the fall. Over a

simple arched entrance on the east, built

of the same warm gray freestone that

Sydenham had selected for his residence,

was the inscription:

“ Why should not He whose touch dissolves .our chain,

Put on His robes of beauty when He comes

As a Deliverer ?”

The memorials to the dead were, with

 

few exceptions, quite simple and unpre

tending: some were of the same gray

stone as the entrance, others of white

marble: here and there a touching in

scription, usually from some well-known

author. Celia paused before one of

these, over the grave of her aunt Alice’s

only ‘child, which had died when but

five years old. Selected by Alice her

self, but only faintly depicting the deso

lation that fell on the mother as she laid

her little one to rest on that hillside, it

read:

“ Above thee wails thy parents’ voice ofgrief;

Thou art gone hencer Alas, that aught so brief

So loved should be !

Thou tak’st our summer hence: the light, the tone,

The music of our being, all in one,

Depart with thee.”

A little farther on she passed a mar

ble slab which she had not seen before,

for it had been but recently placed. It

recalled to her a melancholy incident.

A few weeks before a German professor

and his wife, friends of the Meyracs, had

spent a few days at the doctor’s house,

on their way to Iowa. Their infant died

there suddenly, of croup, and this was

the grave. The inscription was in Ger

man; and Celia, struck with its grace,

translated it:

“ Ephemera all die at sunset, and no

insect of this class ever sported in the

rays of the rising sun. Happier are ye,

little human ephemera! Ye play in the

ascending beam and in the early dawn

and in the eastern light; drink only the

first sweet draughts of life ; hover, for a

little while, over a world of freshness

and blossoms, and then fall asleep in

innocence, ere ever the morning dews

are exhaled.”

Celia glanced around the cemetery:

she was its only visitor. Slowly she

passed on to where, under the shade of

an old oak of the forest, lay the remains

of her father and mother. The sight of

the spot awoke a new train of thought:

“ She knows it all now, and she has for

given him.” Celia was as sure of that
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as if her mother had suddenly appeared

before her, there by her grave, in robes

of white, and told her so. “ On earth

as it is in heaven,” were the next words

that occurred to her. But was it on

earth as in heaven? What is forgiven

there must be punished here. Her

father had saved himself from the pen

alty of penitentiary labor only by years

of deception. And if his crime had

come to light during his life, what a

frightful blow for her mother! How

could he risk the happiness of one he

loved so much ! Herself, too, his child:

she had escaped being a convict’s

daughter by mere accident—through the

lie that her father had lived.

And not a man or woman, or child

even, in Chiskauga but knew it now, or

would know it all before another week

had passed. \/Vas she justified in pro

posing

What if the mothers of Ellinor’s pupils

should object to send their daughters to

the child of a malefactor—a girl, too,

who was—oh the vile epithet from that

horrid Mrs. Wolfgang’s lips! It had

seared like burning steel. Could moth

ers be blamed if they sought to preserve

their daughters from contamination?

Evelyn Mowbray!—his name swept

over her next. A man must protect his

children—from reproach as much as

from any other injury. Children living

in fear that others should know who

their mother was ! Had she a right to

marry at all? One thing was clear as

noonday. It was her duty to absolve

Evelyn from his promise to make her

his wife. If he did not come to see

her, she must seek him, to tell him

that.

The murmur of the waterfall, wafted

up by a soft southern breeze, had sooth

ed her when she first reached the spot,

but her ear was deaf to it now: bitter

thoughts overpowered Nature’s sooth

ings. Impatient of inaction, she re

traced her steps.

As she passed along the vineyard, she

had one of those dim premonitions which

sometimes intimate the approach of a

person to whom the thoughts have been

directed. Looking down the road by

that partnership to Ellinor?

 

which Sydenham’s house was approach

ed, she saw some one ascending it.

The villagers often passed that way, it

being the most direct route for foot

passengers from the village to Tyler’s

mill. Celiafelt who this was, but it did

not occur to her that he might be on his

way to visit a rival. Stern feelings en

grossed her, excluding all inklings of

jealousy: she forgot Ellen’s existence.

Her thought was: “Shall I accost him

or avoid a meeting?” She saw him now

distinctly, but the high paling and the

shrubbery which fringed the path on the

side next the forest afforded protection

sufficient if she resolved to escape ob

servation. She was too restless, how

ever, to delay the issue. With a sort of

desperate feeling she quickened her

steps, confronting Mowbray as she turn

ed the corner of the vineyard fence.

When a man occupied by secret

thoughts of a friend or a foe—thoughts

which he would fain hide from all the

world—comes suddenly and unexpect

edly on the object of his cogitations, he

must be an adept in dissimulation if he

can wholly conceal what he has been

thinking. Celia read in her lover’s face

a conflict of feelings—embarrassment,

hesitation. He rallied quickly, however,

greeted her cordially and asked after her

health.

“ Which way were you going?” Celia

asked, after replying to his inquiries.

“I sauntered out for exercise, and my

good angel must have guided me here.

Where have you been?”

“ In the cemetery.”

A pause; then Mowbray said: “ Shall

we walk a little way into the woods, they

are so fresh and beautiful?”

Celia turned in assent. Mowbray

walked by her side a few steps; then

added: “I see you so seldom now,

Celia. I feel as if it would be an intru

sion to enter Mr. Hartland’s house, he

is such a crabbed old fellow. What a

pity you have such a guardian! We

might have been married before this if

he had behaved like a decent man.”

“ Probably.”

‘- Do you think, dear, he will ever get

over that grudge he has against me ?”
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“I cannot tell: it is not likely. But

he will not press Cranstoun upon me any

more: he considers him a scoundrel.”

“ That is one point gained.”

“ My uncle is a strict, austere man,

subject to prejudices, but he is a man to

trust in time of trial; and that is a good

deal in this world. He is upright, and

means to be kind.”

“ Let us hope, then, that he will change

his opinion of me, as much as he has of

Amos Cranstoun.”

“ Would that be important?”

Something in the steady tone, more

than the words, startled Mowbray. The

look of embarrassment came over his

face again. Celia turned very pale, but

she asked him quietly: “ Have you ever

thought about choosing a profession,

Evelyn ?”

“ Yes, often, but I’ve never been able

to make up my mind what it is best for

me to do. I’m not as clever as you,

Celia dear.”

“I don’t see that. You’re as far ad

vanced in German as I am; and if you

would only cultivate Dr. Meyrac’s ac

quaintance, you would soon speak French

fluently.”

“ But how would French and German

help me to a profession ?”

Another pause. Celia broke it, say

ing: “I hear your mother is not as well

as usual.”

“ No; mother’s health is certainly

failing. I tell her she works too hard,

and that she ought to give up some of

her pupils, but she thinks she can’t

afford it. She has been in the habit of

doing our ironing, so as not to make it

too hard on Susan—you know we have

only one girl—but I persuaded her to

get Betty Carson for half a day each

week. Betty’s so busy she had only

Saturday afternoons to spare, but we

made that suit.”

“ You had Betty yesterday afternoon,

then ?”

“ Yes.”

They had reached the forest by this

time. Here a footpath,‘diverging to the

left from the direct road to the mill,

led, in a circuit through the woods, back

to the village. “ Let us return home by

 

this path,” said Celia: “I am a little

tired.”

As they walked on, she looked up in

the face of the man she had loved so

dearly and trusted so utterly, and had

always thought so generous and kind.

It was as much as she could do to re

strain her tears, but she did restrain

them, and commanded her voice so as

to say, in a steady tone: “ You know

what has happened to me, Evelyn. I’m

sure Betty Carson must have told it to

your mother yesterday.”

Mowbray blushed scarlet, like a girl.

“I believe ”—he stammered—“I think

I heard mother say—Betty told her—”

“ What did Betty tell her ?”

“ It was some difficulty about your

father’s marriage, as I understood.”

“ That he had a wife living in Eng

land—was that it ?”

“I think that was the story, as far as

I made it out.” .

“ Did you believe it ?”

“I hope it is not true, dear Celia. I

should be so glad to hear from you that it

is all a fabrication.”

“ You didn’t say a word to me about

it when we met ?”

“ Why should I repeat to you such a

scandalous report ?”

“ You expected, then, that we should

meet day after day, and pass it all over,

without any explanation, without any

consultation?”

“ Your denial is sufficient.”

“ My denial? Every word of it is

true, Evelyn—every word. My father

was a bigamist. A bigamist is a felon.

If he had been found out, he would have

worked in the penitentiary, a convict. I

am a felon’s daughter. I am—” She

caught her breath, but hesitated only for

a moment: “I am a bastard—a bas

tard! I heard myself called so yester

day. I heard my mother called my

father’s kept mistress. Do you hear

that? Do you think we can live on and

say nothing about such things to one

another—you and I, lovers, two people

who are engaged to be married—engaged

to stand up and take each other for bet

ter, for worse, till death part us?”

Mowbray was weak, of facile nature,
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inconstant, but he had a certain gener

osity withal, and Celia had roused it.

He turned to address her, but stopped,

fearing she was about to faint. By the

side of the path, close by, there lay a

large poplar that had .bcen blown over

a few days before. He begged her to

sit down, supporting her toward it, but

she recovered herself, saying, “ Never

mind, Evelyn—I’m better: let us walk

on slowly.”

“ Surely, my darling Celia,” Evelyn

said, offering her his arm—“ Surely you

know how much I love you. What

difference can it make to me whether

your father behaved ill or not?”

“What difference? You don’t care

whether your children might live to be

ashamed of one of their parents or not?

You wouldn’t care if, some day, it should

be thrown up to a girl of yours that her

grandfather was a felon, who cruelly

wronged the one he loved dearest on

earth, and that her mother was an ille

gitimate child? You would care, Eve

lyn: you could not help it. You once

told me the Moubrays were in Domes

day Book. You stand on the honor of

the name.” ‘

He was about to protest, but she

stopped him: “ One word more. I

must think for you, dear friend, as well

as for myself. You have no profession.

You have never seriously thought—you

don’t think now—of studying one. Your

mother is barely able, faithfully as she

works, to support herself. If her health

gives way, she cannot continue to do

that; and then to whom can she look

but to her son? I saw all this before,

when we were first engaged; but I

knew then that I had enough for both,

and that your mother could always have

a home with us—”

“ Dear Celia, how unjust is fortune to

disinherit one so generous as you !”

“I thought then that, in any event,

neither you nor your mother would

suffer; but now—I’m not a beggar, Eve

iyn, though a woman (my uncle’s sister)

said I was: it was in Dr. Meyrac’s

parlor; I heard her; her words haunt

me—but I’m not a beggar: those who

have health and friends and good-will to

 

work need never beg; but I am a poor

orphan, without power to help any one,

only too happy if I can earn my own

support.”

“And you think I am dishonorable

enough to desert you in your adversity?”

“ Your father left your mother and

you little but an honorable name and

an unblemished reputation. You must

guard these—you must take care of your

mother, and—” the color left her cheeks

as she added firmly, but in a low voice—

“ you must find some other wife than

me.”

“Celia, Celia !” said Mowbray earn

estly, “I would marry you, in spite of

everything that has passed—I’d marry

you to-morrow and brave it all, if your

uncle would only consent.”

Now, for the first time, the tears filled

Celia’s eyes, and she could scarcely re

ply. They had come to a turn in the

path whence a vista opened down on the

village and distant lake. Sydenham had

caused a rustic seat to be placed there,

whence to enjoy the view. This time

she was persuaded to rest: the agita

tion she had passed through had un

nerved her.

“It’s very kind of you, Evelyn,” she

answered, after they were seated, “ to

say that you would marry me still, but it

cannot be. Your mother would not wish

it. \/Ve have not the means of support

ing a household: that will confirm my

uncle in his opposition. He is certain,

now, to adhere to his refusal so long as

my promise to mamma gives him the

right to do so; and I’m glad of it.”

“ You, Celia !—glad of it ?”

“ Yes, glad.”

“ Then the hints Cranstoun threw out

to me about Creighton’s frequent visits

to your uncle’s house were true, after all ?

He has a profession—he can support a

wife. He is an orator, and the ladies

always admire orators. Mr. Sydenham

speaks highly of him, too. You and

Leoline Sydenham called on his mother

last week. I see it all. I have nothing

to say to it: it’s all right. Only you

might have told me honestly, Celia, how

the land lay, instead of fooling me with

these long stories about your father and
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mother. You had only to give me a

hint that another was preferred, and I

would have released you at any time. I

might have known—”

Mowbray stopped, amazed at the effect

of his words. Celia had dried her eyes

and had spoken to him quietly, kindly,

in reply to that offer of marriage. But

now hot tears burst forth without re.

straint—convulsive sobs shook her frame

from head to foot. Long and bitterly

she wept, covering her face with her

hands. Mowhray, repentant, began in

humble tone to apologize for his sus

picions. She did not intimate. by reply

or gesture, that she heard him. Then

he spoke to her tenderly, using terms of

endearment: still, not a word, not a

sign, but the passion of grief seemed

gradually to wear itself out. As she

became quieter he gently took one of

her hands: she left it passively in his

grasp. Then he put an arm around her

waist. The touch seemed to awake her

at once. She rose to her feet, confront

ing him. He rose too. They stood

there for a minute or two, neither speak

ing—Mowbray actually afraid; poor

Celia struggling desperately for com

posure. At last she spoke, faintly at

first, but gathering courage as she went

on:

“I used to think we had so much in

common. It seemed to me we suited

each other. I thought you understood

me, Evelyn. Eight months ago you

asked me to marry you. Did you take

me for a girl who would say yes, as I

did, and then leave you bound by the

promise you made to me in return, after

I had changed my mind and preferred

another? I loved you, Evelyn: I

thought so much of you.”

“Forgive me—oh forgive me !” he

broke in.

“ Slanderers tried to poison my mind

against you. They sent me an anony

mous letter telling me that you met

Ellen Tyler and made love to her,

secretly, at a lonely spot in the woods

near her father’s mill, and that her father

had surprised one of your interviews.”

“ Did you believe all that of me,

Celia ?” -

“ Not a word of it. If I had, I should

have spoken to you about it that very

day. I burned the letter, and have

scarcely thought of it since—till now.

I trusted you.”

“ How nobly you have acted!”

“ Have you trusted me? Do you

know what you have just been telling

me ?—that, after I had solemnly prom

ised to be your wife, and without ever

asking to be released from that promise,

I played you false, secretly encouraging

another because he was better able to

support a wife than you. You accuse

me of this—on whose authority? On

the authority of a villain who traduced

yourself (I’m certain that anonymous

letter was from him)—on the say-so of

a scoundrel who took ten thousand dol

lars from poor papa—hush-money to

conceal the English marriage—and who

has just written to the heir-at-law in

England, offering to bring suit against

me and recover the property for him, on

half shares. You set his lies against

your faith in me, and they outweigh it ?”

“ Spare me, Celia, spare me.”

“I am sorry—ve/y sorry, Evelyn—'”

in a softened tone—“but you force me

to defend myself. And the truth must

be told: the happiness of both our lives

' depends upon it.”

“I absolve you from all blame, Celia.”

“ As to Mr. Creighton, he is a brave,

generous man: any woman might be

proud of him as a husband. I do honor

him—you touched the truth there—be

cause he selected a profession and works

hard at it, as every young man should.

He has a right to ask any woman in

marriage, and I hope he will find one

worthy to be his wife. But he is nothing

to me. I do not love him, and I never

shall. He does not love me. I don’t

- even think he likes me. He thinks me

purse-proud, I believe: at least his man

ner has seemed to say so. When I told

you that I was glad my uncle persisted

in refusing assent to our marriage, I had

forgotten there was such a man as Mr.

Creighton in the world. I was thinking

of you—not of him. I was thinking

that if I had been free to marry, and

I you had proposed to make me your wife
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to-morrow, it would have been wrong in

me to accept the offer. I was glad that,

if you did persist in seeking me, two

years and a half would intervene, so that

you could make no sacrifice on the im

pulse of the moment. If you had under

stood anything about me, you would

have felt that at once.”

“ Celia, Celia, leave me hope yet.”

“It is too late. We have not the

power of trusting whom we will. If I

had my property back, I would give it

all—freely, joyfully—to regain the faith

in you that I have lost. Oh, Evelyn,

you have uttered suspicions—you have

spoken words to-day—that will stand up

for ever a barrier between us. You

said ”—she trembled, reseating herself

and pausing, as if to gain courage—“you

said that I had dealt falsely by you, and

that, to conceal my encouragement of

Mr. Creighton’s addresses, I was fooling

you with tales about my father and

mother. It was an insult—an insult to

their memory and to me. I know it was

caused by a petulant burst of anger.

But the words were said, and can never,

in this world, be recalled.”

“ Is this your final decision ?”

“ Yes, final and irrevocable. I shall

never marry. I don’t want any man to

brave reproach for me. I can bear my

own burden. I release you from all

promise, and you shall have a witness

in proof. I shall see your mother to

night, and tell her that her son is free.”

“And you throw me over, without

more ado, like that, as if I were a worth

less scapegrace. What am I to think

of your love, Celia ?”

“ Do not let us part in anger, Evelyn.

I don’t think you worthless. - I think

we are unsuited to each other, and that

we should be unhappy together if we

married. And it is not you who have

to fear insinuations about being thrown

over, as you call it. It is not a rich

girl jilting a poor man. I accepted you

when I was able to offer a competency.

A penniless girl, I reject you—a penni

less and nameless girl, whom nobody

would care to own. You ask what you

are to think of my love”—again that

tremble in the tones: “it may be a

 

comfort to you some day, Evelyn, to re

member that a young girl once loved

you dearly, trusted you implicitly, would

have given her life for yours. I am not

ashamed to own it, even now that you

and I—” If she could have arrested her

tears, how gladly she would have done

it! but tears are tyrants and will have

their way. “ We must part friends,

dear Evelyn: that may be, and ought

to be, and shall be, unless you reject my

friendship. You will not do that?”

Mowbray gave her both his hands;

and long afterward, when he was far

away and at the head of a household in

which Celia was a stranger, the girl re

membered, with feelings of tender re

gard, that when they rose to walk home—

nevermore to enter these woods as lovers

again—hers were not the only eyes that

were wet. The man had been touched

to the soul at last; and all he could say

was, “ Can you ever forgive me, noble

girl ?”

“ I have forgiven everything, dear

friend. Do not let us say a word more

about it.”

And they walked home—these two—

talking quietly and amicably of common

place things, attracting the inquiring

looks of many villagers whom they met,

until, near to I-Iartland’s dwelling, they

reached the cross street that led to Mrs.

Mowbray’s cottage on the lake. There

Mowbray wrung Celia’s hand in silence,

parted from her—and it was all over!

CHAPTER xxnt.

ON THE LAKE SHORE.

O'I do believe it,

Against an oracle.”

SHAKESPEARE—T/zl Tnnfert.

WHEN Celia parted from her cousin

at her uncle’s front gate that afternoon,

some tone or look of his suggested to

her that his projected visit was to Ellinor

only, not to Dr. Meyrac. Yet it seems

she was mistaken. When Ethan called

at the house he asked for the doctor,

and was closeted with him for some time.

Afterward, it is true, he inquired for Miss

Ethelridge, and she came to the parlor.
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“ It is a charming afternoon,” he said,

“ soft and balmy, like a day of early

summer. I thought, perhaps, you would

not object to a stroll on the banks of the

lake.”

She hesitated for a moment, and

Ethan added: “ You are so much con

fined during the week, Miss Ellinor—”

“ I’ll put on my hat and shawl and go

with pleasure,” rising to prepare for the

walk.

April is proverbially inconstant, yet

in temperate latitudes, when the sun

shines out and a southern breeze stirs

the air, what more delightful days, fresh

and inspiring! — all the fresher and

brighter that they shine upon us, like

joy succeeding sorrow, after a season

of murky clouds and drifting rains. No

days in all the year when hearts, if they

be true and warm, so gratefully yield to

tender and trustful influences. The an

niversaries are they of Faith and Hope

and Love.

These two, Ellinor and Ethan, were

faithful and cordial; and as they passed

down the shady avenue, and thence to

the left along the pleasant lake shore,

there came over them, with genial

glamour, the spirit of the hour and the

place.

Ethan had been a frequent visitor of

the Meyracs, whom he liked: he had

often joined their walking-parties when

Ellinor was of the number; occasionally

he had accompanied his cousin and her

friend when they rode out together; but

this was the first time he had ever in

vited Miss. Ethelridge to walk with him

alone. Ellinor felt that it was, and the

consciousness of it embarrassed Ethan.

After a little commonplace talk, they

walked on for some time in silence.

Then Ellinor was the first to speak.

“ What a beautiful spot for building!”

she said, as they passed a certain six

acre lot that our readers wot of. “ Has

it been bought ?”

“ No. Mr. Sydenham had instructed

me not to sell it.”

“ How prettily it is laid out!

for sale now ?”

“ No.”

“Somebody has shown much taste

Von. IV.—13

Is it

 

there. Mr. Sydenham entrusted the

laying of it out to you, did he not, Mr.

Hartland ?”

“ Yes. I’m glad it pleases you. I

like to lay out pretty spots, and this

always took my fancy. It’s embellish

ment was a labor of love.”

“I have not seen a more charming

site for a picturesque cottage for many a

day.”

Then they relapsed into silence again.

After a time Ethan said: “ Cousin Celia

tells me you and she are to be partners

in carrying on the ’Chiskauga Institute.’

I am very glad of it—glad for her sake,

for, though she is a dear, good, willing

girl, she is inexperienced, while your

management and method are excellent ;

and glad for yours, Miss Ethelridge, be

cause the labor and the responsibility

are too much for you alone: your brain

and your eyes have been overtasked.”

Ellinor looked up quickly: “ Did

Celia speak to you about my being

overtasked ?”

“No: she only spoke to me of her

great love for you, and of her joy that

you were willing to receive her.”

“ Dear child! It was your own idea,

then ?”

“ Forgive me, dear Miss Ethelridge.

I have no right to interfere—” he paused

in search of an expression—“ to inter

fere in what regards your welfare. But

I have remarked—it has seemed to me

sometimes—that when you have used

your eyes long in school, you felt pain

or uneasiness.”

“I do occasionally. But is that your

only reason for supposing my eyes

weak ?”

“ No. I fear that I shall appear pre

sumptuous, but—I wanted so much to

know the truth, and I spoke to Dr.

Meyrac about it.”

“ And he said—?”

“ That it was important you should

not overwork your eyes, especially at

night.”

“ Nothing more?”

“No. You are not offended by my

intermeddling ?”

“Offended! I have met with much

kindness—more than I expected—far
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more than I had any right to expect—

since I came here; but no one has

treated me more thoughtfully and gen

erously thau you. I am too dependent

on my friends to quarrel with kindness;

and if I have said little about yours, Mr.

Hartland, don’t think I am ungrateful.”

“I am ashamed to hear you speak of

it. What little I have been able to do

for you by taking that German class was

done during time that belonged to Mr.

Sydenham and at his desire.”

“ You suggested it to him ?”

Ethan did not reply to this.

Ellinor saw through it all now. She

understood why he had sought to relieve

her from the senior class, two hours a

week, by the German lessons: why he

had offered to read to her of evenings;

why he so often proposed, to Madame

Meyrac and herself, to translate to them

passages he had selected from his Ger

man favorites. She undetstood why he

had volunteered a thousand little ser

vices that saved her eyes from strain.

“ You are a good man, Mr. Hartland,”

she said, warmly. “ God requite you!

for I never can.”

Ethan’s face—not a handsome one, if

one looked to regularity of feature, but

a face in which one read firmness, be

nevolence, honesty—Ethan’s face lit up

with joy. But he changed the subject,

speaking of details connected with the

projected partnership. Thus convers

ing, they passed the fair-ground, where,

the day before, there had been a base

ball match between rival clubs, and

reached a spot where a footpath ascend

ing in zigzag the face of the hillside,

through thick underbrush of laurel

bushes, led up to the summit of the cliff,

which, as our readers know, rose pre

cipitously from the shore of the lake a

little way beyond its north-western

extremity.

Here, in a grove of pines near the

verge of the cliff, the villagers had erect

ed a summer-house, sheltered from the

north, but open on the side next the

lake. The view thence was quite equal

to that which had struck even Cassiday

with admiration on his arrival.

The sweep of low hills, from one of

 which that worthy had first caught sight

of the village, could be traced, trending

off td the south for several miles, till the

outline was lost in the forest. The lake,

seen from this spot throughout its full

extent, lay, like some huge creature in

lazy beauty, at their feet; its banks, on

the village side beyond the Elm Walk,

dotted with pretty cottages, spacious

gardens behind them. The valley-land

beyond, chequered throughout with a

carpeting of fresh green, spoke of teem

ing harvests and a bounteous summer

to come. Over all—valley and village

and placid lake—shone the slanting rays

of the sun, now declining to the west.

One might light on a thousand more

striking aspects of nature, but on few

more suggestive of peace and cheerful

ness and rural comfort.

They found the summer-house vacant,

and seated themselves in full view of the

quiet scene. Ellinor’s glance wandered

over it, a tender melancholy gradually

shading her face. She was seeking to

stamp each feature of the landscape on

waning sense; laying up, in store for

possible years of darkness to come,

bright memories of a glorious world.

“ You regret, sometimes,” said Ethan

in a low voice, “ that you have settled,

here out of the world, among us? You

look back, with sadness, do you not, on

far different life in Europe?”

“ With sadness, yes, but never with

regret. Do you regret, after spending

some years in the Old \Vorld, that you

have returned to Chiskauga ?”

“ I ? Oh no ! But that is quite dif

ferent. I was born in New England,

but I came here so young that Chis

kauga seems to me almost my native

place. I like it more and more day by

day. If—if the good fortune that has

followed me so far endures, I should be

willing to live and die here.”

“ Your engagement with Mr. Syden

ham is a permanent one, is it not?”

Ethan hesitated—coloring and show

ing unwonted agitation. When he spoke

something in the tone ofhis voice caused

Ellinor to breathe more quickly—in the

low, pleading tone it was, not in the sim

ple words: “Will you let me tell you
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something of my life and my prospects,

Miss Ethelridge, and not think me

egotistical ?”

Ellinor smiled: “ We were speaking,

a little while ago. of my plans and pros

pects. Did that strike you as egotism

in me ?”.

“How kind you are! It shall not be

a long story. Iwish you had known

my mother—my own mother. She was

as gentle and warm-hearted as m‘y step

mother is; and I think there never was

any one who so forgot herself in her child

as she in all she did for me. It is very

sad to think of it, but I know now that

she must have accepted my father from

motives of respect and esteem—her love

was all lavished on me.”

“I have heard those who knew her

well speak of her in -terms of high

praise.” .

“I never realized till I lost her wha

she had been to me.

then, but after a few years I went to

Germany; and then new scenes and

hard work filled my thoughts. On my

return I couldn’t find employment as

civil engineer; so I accepted from Mr.

Sydenham the post of land-agent. Of

his own accord he has gradually in

creased my salary from seven hundred

and twenty dollars to fifteen hundred dol

lars a year. Last year—but you know

how generous he is —he gave me what

you were admiring to-day—that building

site with the Elm Walk on one side

and the lake in front. You were right,

Miss Ellinor: there is not a more choice

spot for a modest residence on the whole

property. Last week he told me that

just as long as I could find no more

eligible situation he wished me to retain

the position I hold as manager of his

Chiskauga estate, were it for life: he

even offered me a further increase of

salary, in case”—he hesitated—“ in cer

tain contingencies. I have saved, while

in his service, enough to build—perhaps

not to furnish—as handsome a house as

I desire.” Ethan paused.

“I am not surprised,” said Ellinor,

" that you like Chiskauga and are satis

fied with your lot.”

“I am not satisfied with my lot,

I was very lonely .

 

I

though I may lose your good opinion by

saying so. I am ambitious.”

“I should never have thought it: you

seemed content to live and die here.

Are you sorry to have lost the chance

of distinction as engineer? or have you

political aspirations, as my friend Mr.

Creighton has had?”

At the name a shade as of disappoint

ment crossed Ethan’s face. He replied

gravely: “ My ambition rises higher

than aseat in Congress or an engineer’s

post with a ten-thousand dollar salary.”

“I didn’t guess that,” said Ellinor,

smiling.

“No wonder. I doubt if there be a

man or woman or child in Chiskauga

that would guess it, or that would not

laugh at me if they did.” a little bitterly.

Had Ellinor an inkling of what was

coming? It seemed probable that some

' shadow of the truth was stealing over

her, for that color in her cheeks came

somewhat too suddenly and brightly to

be due merely to air and exercise. Yet

it could have been a very vague intuition

only, or she would not have said : “You

are reticent, Mr. Hartland: you don’t

share your plans with your friends.”

Some undefined suasion in the tone or

in the words, or perhaps it was the

heightened color, gave him courage.

“ You think me reticent,” he said. “ If

I had ever believed that I could confess

to you how far my ambition reaches,

without incurring — no, not your con

tempt, you are too noble for that—but

your displeasure, the confession should

have been made long ago.”

Then he told her what had lain hidden

for years in that shy heart of his—how

he had taken himself to task for aspiring

to one so far above him—one who had

always seemed to him to have come

down from some upper sphere: how the

feeling of that disparity between them

had grown and strengthened the more

he had seen of her, the better he had

learned to know her. “ God is my wit

ness,” he said, “ it’s not of rank nor of

social position I’m talking: these have

no oppression for me. If I were to be

presented to a queen to-morrow, it would

be without anything akin to abasement:
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we learn independence of feeling here in

the Vi/‘est. But there is a subtile some

thing that enshrines you; an atmosphere

of delicate culture and refinement, that

is partly due no doubt to lifelong seclu

sion from all rude agencies.”

“Seclusion from all rude agencies?

If you only knew, Mr. Hartland, what

has befallen me !”

“I do not know. I do not ask. The

past is nothing to me. It’s of the future

I wanted to speak. I think I should

not have had courage for it today, if you

hadn’t said those kind words—far, far

beyond my desert. I feel that I am

country-bred, rudely nurtured, and with

'a mere humble competence to offer. I

have no claims—but none of us have

any claims on God for mercy and love.”

“ You say this to a poor, penniless

country teacher?”

“I say it to Ellinor Ethelridge. I

knew I should have to say it some day

or other. It’s too strong for me. I

thought perhaps I might escape it by

throwing every energy into my work : I

used to like that for its own sake; but

I’ve come to feel that work without care

for something beyond oneself has no life

in it—is nothing but a task. It was a

little thing, that bit of land to build on:

how the magnates of this world would

laugh if they knew what joy I felt when

Sydenham’s generosity threw it into my

hands! But for me its charm was in

hope, not in possession. The solitary

feeling I had when I lost my mother

had come again ; and one night I dream

ed that the pretty cottage I had been

thinking of stood there in the early sun

shine, and—that I was no longer solitary.

Dreaming still, I went out to work, not

for myself alone and impatient till even

ing came: then, when I returned, in the

moonlight—there on the lake shore, all

in white—l knew it was not a spirit, yet

I approached it with misgiving. But I

was welcomed, as some poor wanderer,

when earth-life has passed, may be re

ceived in heaven. Now you know all

the extravagance of my ambition. You

know on what conditions I’m willing to

live and to die in this little village of ours.

My life is dark, my work is irksome,

 

that pretty home-spot is a mockery,

without you, Ellinor. You may not care

for my love—perhaps you love another:

then you shall never be pained by one

troublesome word from me. I cannot

live in sight of Paradise and feel that its

gates are closed against me for ever.

But the world is wide, and every man

must do what God allots to him till the

day of release comes.”

These undemonstrative creatures who

walk through life with heart in check and

feelings “like greyhounds in the slips,”

have sometimes, under the frigid sur

face, a humble well-spring of enthusiasm

that will overflow on occasion. To-day

Ethan’s time had come; the hidden

fount was stirred. It was a new revela

tion to Ellinor.

Though her cheeks were flushed and

the tears had stolen to her eyes, she sat

quiet and silent, gazing dreamily on the

placid landscape before her. Ethan said

not a word more—half-hoping when he

saw her hesitate—content, for the mo

ment, that his temerity had not called

forth sudden rejection. At last the an

swer came in a subdued tone: “ Mr.

Hartland, I think the highest honor one

human being can confer on another is

the homage of a faithful heart. But I

owe you more than this. You trust me

implicitly, knowing nothing, asking no

thing, of my past life. Yet my position

might well create doubts, even in those

least inclined to suspicion, whether mis

conduct might not have had something

to do with this exile from my native

land.”

The lover thought he felt his way

clear now. His tongue was loosed:

his heart spoke from his eyes. Ellinor

did not recognize the Ethan she had

known for years as he replied : “ What

ever concerns you must interest me.

But you know little how I love you if

you think it necessary to say one word

in exculpation—in explanation, I mean—

of your coming here among us to do us

good. Can love be faithful and have no

faith ?—a pitiful imposture without it!

It is not in the power of human being—

not even in yours—to convince me that

you have ever knowingly, willfully, done
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anything that God or good men will re

member against you for judgment; but

I don’t care—I mean, that except for the

pain which sad memories may give you,

I don’t care—what you have been. I

know, as I know my existence, what you

are. I think—God forgive me !—that I

couldn’t believe in Divine Goodness

itself if I lost belief in you. My faith

in you is like my faith in the beauty of

God’s world—in His stainless sunshine

-—in the pure stream He sends for

blessing—in I-Iis very promises of im

mortality. See!” he added in a low,

reverent tone: “ if every particle of his

torical truth set up in support of the

Christian scheme of morals and eternal

life were swept away to-morrow, it would

still be to me the revealment of love and

light it is—itself its own witness. And

you are my revelation of human excel

lence and gracious refinement: if I have

you, Ellinor, I have holier evidence than

all human testimony can give about you.

But it’s no use,” he broke out aftera

moment’s pause—“it’s not a bit of use

to go on. I can feel it all—how it

comes over me !—but to tell it—”

She was touched to the heart-core.

“I did not know,” she said, “ that there

was such nobility of faith in the world.”

Then she relapsed into what seemed sad

thoughts, sighing. At last: “There is

an obstacle. Do not fear,” she said,

earnestly. “I am not going to conceal

anything from you: trust like yours

must not be all on one side. Do you

think I would let you speak to me as

you have spoken to-day, and then keep

back one sin I may have committed?

Do you think I would hide from you

now what reduced me to poverty and

dependence? I meant to pass my life

here in this quiet place, God and my

own heart the only judges of the past.

But you shall know all.”

Then, after a pause, she told him of

her early life while her mother, a widow,

yet lived; of what befell her, in a cold

home, at cruel hands, after her mother’s

death ; of a terrible crisis in her life that

led her to the brink of despair; then

what she had already told Celia—of her

bitter sufferings and her final rescue.

Ethan listened as one might listen to

tidings from the next world, his very

soul in the fascinating story, now moved

to pity, now stirred to hot indignation.

And when Ellinor closed her narrative

by saying, with a deep sigh of relief, “I

have kept nothing from you, and now—

thank God !—I am here, never, never to

return,” Ethan broke forth :

“And is that the obstacle? The world

is faithless and heartless: Love’s name

is profaned by the base, the treacherous,

the inhuman; and that’s to be a reason

why you can’t marry me! I knew it

beforehand—what it must all amount to

-—though that infamous plot passes im

agination. What of it? Can you never

be my wife because worthless creatures

close their doors against you ?”

“No, that’s not it. God, who sees

secret causes and influences, may justify

where men condemn. At all events,

now that I’ve told you the whole truth,

I am willing to abide by your judgment.”

“ Thank God !”

“ But if you don’t think it cause

enough to desist from seeking me, that

my relatives regard me as outcast—”

“I entreat you—”

“ Well, I shall not say another word

about it; but that is not the obstacle I

spoke of.”

“ It’s some one else?”

She shook her head.

Such a sigh of relief! Then, eagerly:

“ What is it, Ellinor ?”

“ If ever man deserved a good wife, you

do—one who would make you a bright,

cheerful home—one who would see to

all your wants and comforts — one who

should be care-taker, it may be, of your

children, looking to their habits, watching

their shortcomings ; in short, oversee

ing and providing for your household.”

“And you, with your business tact

and admirable judgment—you can’t do

this ?”

“I-lad God so willed, it might have

been. Possibly, possibly—but I mustn’t

shrink from looking in the face what may

be the inevitable.”

“ The inevitable ?”

“ Dr. Meyrac was less honest to you

1 than he has been to me.”
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Ethan hung on her words, scarcely

breathing. Could it be? Ellinor went

on: “The good man knew that the

truth is always best, and he told me

that any day there might be paralysis of

the optic nerve. A blind wife—”

“ Hush, Ellinor. It is in God’s hands:

Shall we rebel against Him?”

“I do not. Once, in the extremity of

misery, I might have done so: then

there came to me, as if some angel had

stooped down and spoken, the words:

’Adversity never crushes except those

who rebel against it.’ ldo not rebel.

But God intends this aflliction for me

alone. It must never fall upon you.”

“It’s hazardous to say what God’s

intentions are. We see His doings—

that’s all. He brought you here. It

was His will that I should be near you

year after year. It was His will that

out of all this glorious world of His I

should crave one blessing, weighed

against which all else is dust in the bal

ance. I know that hearts have hunger

ed until Death stilled the yearning, but

if—” He paused, adding at last: “You

are the soul of truth, Ellinor. If what

seems to you an obstacle did not exist—”

“ You shall have more than an answer

to your question. If in one year from

this time Dr. Meyrac thinks the danger

has passed—” she gave him her hand.

a e 1 s s

The sunset was one of those gorgeous

manifestations of coloring that seem, as

we gaze into their magic depths, revela

tions from another world—an effulgence

of which no human skill has ever trans

ferred to canvas even the shadow. A

consciousness of its unearthly beauty

gushed over Ethan’s heart as never in

all his life before—as if some new sense

had that moment been born within him.

He turned to Ellinor: “ Have you

charity for extravagance ?”

She looked up inquiringly, and he

added: “I have had, of late: there is

often wisdom underneath it.” He took

from an inner pocket and handed to her

a scrap of paper. It contained but a

single stanza :‘

' From a fugitive poem by Mrs. SARAH T. Bot.

TON, of Indiana.

 

“There was no music in the rippling stream,

. No fragrance in the rose or violet,

No warmth, no glory in the noontide beam,

No star in heaven, dear love. until we met.”

“ Is it absurd ?” pursued Ethan, when

he saw she had read it. “ Is it ridicu

lous? Yet I never knew what the glory

of sunset was till now.’

As they walked slowly home they

gradually came back to earth. They

had passed the age of thoughtlessness.

Ellinor .was twenty-five and Ethan six

years older, and they were business peo

ple, if they were lovers.

They agreed that, except to Celia,

nothing should be said of their engage

ment and its proviso. Ethan could not

help touching on that proviso: “ Whom

would you cherish the more dearly, Elli

nor—one of your pupils who enjoyed all

her senses, or one who, by loss of sight,

doubly needed your protection ?”

“A year, a year !” she persisted:

“ let us await the decree of God.”

Then, as they passed on, nearing the

Elm Walk, her eyes following his wist

ful gaze to a small clump of shrubbery,

the soft voice added in a lighter tone:

“ Dream-cottages are pretty things in the

moonlight, but there are rainy days, you

know, Ethan.”

Ethan ! He started.

“Besides,” she went on, “ even if all

else result—result as we hope—there’s

the furniture: I’ve a small purse at

home that perhaps in another year might

be heavy enough—”

“ ln another year, then. Since you’ve

found out my scriptural name, darling

Ellinor, I am content to work and to

wait, for I know now—if we both live—

what the will of God is.”

It was a cheerful party that evening

at Dr. Meyrac’s tea-table.

CHAPTER XXX.

AN ARRIVAL

“ Vengeance is mine, I will repay, saith the Lord.',

—Rowms.

“ AN’ is it you, Terence dear, at last ?

What’s the matter? Ye look as if ye’d

seen a spook.”
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“ Worse nor that, Norah. Did‘ ye

ever hear of a spook stealin’ a man’s

money and sendin’ him to jail ?”

Norah turned pale: “ Sure and it

isn’t—?”

“ Yes it is—that very black-souled,

infernal— Ye needn’t grip the babe,

mavourneen: don’t scare the childher.

It’s me that has the whip-hand o’ the

scoundrel now.”

The time of this dialogue was three

days after that on which the two cousins

parted at Mr. Hartland’s gate—one to

return with crushed heart and saddened

life; the other with exultation, in a tu

mult of wildering joy. The place was a

room in the Chiskauga “ Hotel.”

No Inns now. No unpretending,

homely nooks of shelter where, when

one has been exposed without to cold

and hunger and a long day’s fatigues,

man and horse may be taken in to

warmth and quiet, and the rider may

stretch his limbs and say, “Shall I not

take mine ease?” We don’t care about

ease in these days of rush and railroad

ing, except such as is to be had in a

sleeping-car, and we hate simple names.

Glasgow, the -most populous town in

Scotland, has her Green, and Boston,

the modern Athens, her Common; but

these are examples of extinct rusticity.

Modern cities rejoice only in Hotels,

noisy and glittering, where “ distinguish

ed guests” are entertained; and in

Parks, gotten up at a cost of millions.

And why should not Chiskauga—village

if it was—be allowed, in this land of

liberty, to pick a French term (once

designating the stately mansions of the

great) from the fashionable vocabulary,

and appropriate the same to her humble

house of entertainment?

It was at the Chiskauga Hotel, then,

that our old friends, Terence and Norah,

with their two children, Dermot and

Kathleen, now found themselves. Kul

len had kept his promise as to the letter

of recommendation. It was to Mr.

Sydenham, whose acquaintance he had

made while traveling, three years before,

as temperance lecturer in Ohio. Ter

ence had given up his tavern, spent a

week with his father-in-law in Cumber

 

land county, and as soon as he reached

Chiskauga had presented his credentials.

It was on his return from Rosebank,

and just before reaching the hotel, that

he met a plain but nicely-kept carriage

drawn by two sorrels.

“ But are ye sure it was him ?” Norah

asked, under her breath.

“ Am I sure that’s you, acushla? Am

I sure this is little Kathy?” taking her

on his knee. “D’ye think them poor

craturs that’s burnin’ in hell don’t know

the Divil when they catch a sight of

him ?”

“ Ye scare the babe, Teddy, with sich

talk.”

“ Well, thin, I won’t.” To the child:

“ There isn’t no ugly black man comin’

to take daddy or my Kathy: they don’t

have ugly black men here. We’re goin’

to a garden a’most as nice as grand

pap’s, where ye kin play to yer heart’s

contint, my little darlint. And, Derry,

there’s a stream o’ water right conva

nient -— Kinshon Creel:’s the name it

goes by—where ye kin sail that boat o’

yours.”

Dermot clapped his hands.

“ So ye’ve settled it all, Terence. Ye

saw Mr. Sydenham ?”

“ Didn’t I ? A gintleman, every inch

of him. He ’minds me o’ the Ould

Country, barrin’ he’s as civil-spoken as

though he was nobody at all—”

“ Did ye tell him about the trial and

the jail and all ?”

“An’.what for shouldn’t I tell him the

whole, out o’ the face? It’s no more

nor right for him to know where I’ve

been; and then maybe Mr. Kullen wrote

to him a’ready. So I tould everything,

both about me and you. Says I: ’ Mr.

Sydenham, if she don’t make the beau

tifulest butter that’s ever been set on

your table, we don’t want a cint, nayther

she nor me.’ That settled it.”

“ So ye’r to manage the farm and me

the dairy, and we’re to have the place ?”

“The house and the garden and a

potato patch and a cow’s milk, wood to

keep the pot boilin’ and the childher

warm, and sixty dollars a month. It

don’t pay like the bar, Norah, but then,

ye know, I promised Mr. Kullen—”
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“ Oh, Teddy, to talk of the bar! an’

me and the childher goin’ to live wi’ the

flowers and the green fields round us,

and the blessed cows to milk and the

lovely butter to make, and everything

just like it used to be when you came

over from ould Mr. Richards’ in the

gloamin’ ! But ye’ve forgot that.”

Not quite, it seemed. And it was

very well there was nobody there just

then but the children—nobody to laugh

at the foolish fellow when he dropped

Kathleen in a hurry and stopped short

his wife’s panegyric on farm-life by a

kiss very much of the old Cumberland

county savor.

“ Thin it’s all jist right, mavourneen,”

he said. “I was sort o’ tired o’ them

stone pavements and brick walls and

white shutters, any way. It’s snug

shealin’ enough, Norah—four good

rooms, forby the kitchen. The ould

coachman had it, but his wife died last

month, and he’s sort o’ lonely, and we’ll

have to give him a room. Mr. Syden

ham’s to pay us four dollars a week for

his board; that’ll help some, and maybe

the poor man won’t eat no great dale.

I think he takes it hard, the ould wo

man’s death. I’m not misdoubtin’ but

what we’ve done the right thing, if that

divil is here.”

The farm faded from Norah’s imagi

nation, the bright look from her face,

and anxious misgivings about Cassiday,

the perjured witness, clouded counte

nance and thought.

“ Ye came here to please me, Teddy

asthore, and ye haven’t forgot them

times when ye used to set by the kitchen

fire and tell father stories about ould

Ireland to please him for my sake.

Maybe ye’ll do somethin’ more for

me.”

“ Ye’re‘ a darlint, Norah, and so was

yer ould father to let me have ye. Sorra

thing can ye ask me—in rason, that is—

but what I’ll do.”

“ It’s for your sake, Teddy, and the

childher’s. I dreamed last night about

them days when ye was in jail, and me

like a bird wi’ a broken wing that want

ed to go off somewhere and die: it’s

awful to think of; but then—ye can

 
niver tell—it might be God that sint ye

there: Mr. Kullen thought He did, to

keep ye from helpin’ on drinkin’, and

from keepin’ company wi’ bad men like

that Cassidy, and to bring ye out here

where ye can hear the birds sing, and

where ye can let them childher run out

and not find them, the next minit, wi’

the riff-raft of the street, playin’ in the

gutter. Who knows but what it was

the Lord put it in that bad man’s heart

to harm ye—all for yer good ?” 1

“Sure, an’ it wouldn’t be God that

would put sich a thought in a man:

that’s the Divil’s work.”

“I do’ know,” said Norah, thought

fully: “ He tould Moses he was goin’ to

harden King Pharaoh’s heart and them

Egyptians, afore they got drownded;

and he did harden it awful; and that

was the way the childher o’ Israel got

to the promised land. I was readin’ it

last week, and there’s nothin’ about the

Divil there.”

Norah was getting out of her depth

in the Red Sea of theology, and Ter

ence was afraid to follow her. He tried

to bring her back to the dry land of

practical business: “An"what was it ye

wanted me to do for ye ?”

But Norah was not quite ready to

answer that question yet. “Cassiday

was a desperate wicked man,” she said,

“ but I don’t think he was wickeder nor

Pharaoh : he niver wanted to kill Derry

nor nobody else, that I hearn of; but

Pharaoh, he tried to murder all the boys

them Israel women had jist as soon as

the poor babes was born, and niver to

leave them nothin’ but the girls. Ef it

had been Derry, what would ye have

done, Terence ?”

“ Sure an’ wouldn’t I have shot the

bloody blackguard, efl could?”

“ I expect ye would. But ye see (sod

niver tould the childher o’ Israel to shoot

Pharaoh. He took it in hand himself,

and drownded him. So you jist let that

vagabone alone, Terence. Ef God wants

him drownded, it’s easy done. There’s

plenty o’ them steamboats blows up

every day; or maybe he’ll go sailin’ on

that bit water we saw as we came in,

and the boat ’ll tip over. Any way, it’s



1869-] 201IS IT A GOSPEL OF PEACE!

good the rascal’s done ye, though he

was minded to do ye harm: ef he hadn’t

sworn agin ye, ye’d niver have got to

no promised land like this. I’m sure

it’s far better here nor it was in the wil

derness, with nothin’ but manna, or may

be some birds, to eat all day. We’re to

have a cow’s milk, and they say there’s

bee trees in them woods out here in the

West, that a man can cut down ef he

wants a bucket o’ nice honeycomb ;—and

thin, ye know, there’s the garden besides,

and the potato-patch. And sure the Is

raelites niver had no potatoes, and niver

came to nothin’ better, after they got

done with the wilderness, nor milk and

honey. Now, Teddy—there’s a darlint !

—let bygones be bygones: let the ugly

spalpeen go, and let God have his own

way, and don’t ye be getting yerself into

another scrape for nothin’ at all, at all:

that’s what I wanted to ax ye.”

Terence reflected: “It’s nothin’ bet

ter nor to be kilt over the head with a

good shillalah the rascal deserves; but

thin ef we all got our desarts, maybe

there’s some of us might come out sort

o’ badly. I don’t niver like to think

much about keepin’ them men drinkin’

half the night, instead o’ comin’ decently

to bed to you, Norah, an’ you lying there

wakin’ and waitin’ for me. I don’t jist

think God liked that. So maybe, as ye

say, I’d best leave Him to manage Cassi

day, or Delorny, or whatever name the

 

But it’s mighty aggravatin’-like to see

the mansworn rowdy set up there wi’ a

bran-new coat and hat, drivin’ the pret

tiest pair o’ sorrels ye ever set eyes on,

Norah; and me that knows all the time

where the money came from that made

him a dacent man to look at.”

“ But ye niver can get back that money

without you go into them law-courts

again; and I think that would kill me,”

said Norah, with a shudder.

“ Sure an’ didn’t I tell ye, acushla, I’d

let the scoundrel run, for your sake and

the babes? Thin I’ve got no time to

go after him wi’ the shillalah; for that

house of ourn’s is all ready, and I made

a fire in the kitchen, and the ould coach

man said he’d see to it till we came on.

I’ll go seek a dray to take the trunks

and the plenishin’.”

“ There ain’t no drays here, daddy,”

said that observant young urchin, Der

mot, who had been exploring Chiskauga

while his father was gone.

“ Well, thin, a cart or a wagon, or

whatever they carry things with in these

parts.”

Before evening they were installed in

their new habitation. And Derry was

sailing his boat on the creek, and Kath

leen, with gaze of infant delight, was

watching Norah milk “ them blessed

cows,” warm recollections of a home

stead in Pennsylvania flushing the moth

er’s cheek and tears of pleasure dimming

Divil’s cub has picked up by this time. I her eyes the while.

IS IT A GOSPEL OF PEACE?

IT would be doing injustice to the ex

cellent clergy of this country not to

admit that, prior to the war of the rebel

lion, they were as a body very well dis

posed toward the cause of Peace. Per

haps, in fairness, it ought to be said that

the clergy were, by professional bent,

more than usually friendly—more friend

ly even than the mass of the community

—to the ideas of good-will among men

and peace between nations.

So peaceful had been our national

habits and conditions for more than a

generation that no class or sort of men

had any interest, selfish or romantic, in

the occurrence of war. The clergy of

New England, especially, were over

whelmingly Whig in politics; and the
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course of our political history had not ' perfectly compatible with walloping “ my

tended to make war a favorite theme with

gentlemen of that persuasion. There

was no reason why Federal ministers,

of the type of the zealous divine who so

bitterly emphasized the closing words

of the annual proclamation of fasting,

humiliation and prayer — “ELBRIDGE

GERRY, Governor: God save the Com

monwealth of Massachusets!”—slmuld

look with favor on Democratic wars,

whether for conquest or defence. It

was hardly to be expected that while

Governor Strong was refusing to allow

his militia to march, his clerical adherents

would be advocating war from their pul

pits; nor is it strange that the village

pastors of New England restrained their

instinctive admiration for- the heroes of

the Mexican war—until they had become

available Whig candidates. Whigism

in those days had possession of the col

leges, the reviews and the theological

schools ; and it was the fate of the Whig

party, while sometimes talking a little

loudly about honor or boundary, in the

main to represent, if not the Christian

love of peace, at least the factious oppo

sition to war.

It would be uncharitable to suppose

that the teachings of the New Testament

had not also something to do with the

' attitude of the clergy, or that their par

tisan predilections were not reinforced

by religious principle in their opposi

tion to Democratic campaigns and their

disapprobation of Democratic victories.

The New Testament certainly contained

many passages that appeared, on their

face, designed to discourage strife and

bloodshed, and fully justified, as a first

impression, the simple belief of theJaalem

villagers, how

“ Christ went agin war and pillage.”

Such even was the tradition of the

learned; and nothing had yet occurred

to make the clergy review their interpre-‘

tation of the Scriptures on this point, to

discover that long-suffering was a duty

merely for the days of heathen persecu

tion; that non-resistance was a provin

cial virtue, meritorious only in Judea;

and that a Christ-like love and patience is

 

neighbor” on the slightest provocation.

But whatever may have been the pub

lic attitude or private feeling of the

clergy ten years ago, it is certain that

the war has pretty much spoiled our

ministers. Unfortunately disposed by

theological training, and by their habits

of professional thought and speech, to

go to extremes upon all subjects, and to

disregard conditions and degrees “on

principle”—rather proud of their loyalty

as a body during the rebellion, as well,

perhaps, as fond of the opportunities

such causes offer for strong preaching—

the clergy of the country are to-day as

prone and prompt to suggestions of war

and violence as any class in the commu

nity. The writer is a pretty constant

attendant upon public worship, and,

partly from choice and partly by the

force of circumstances, has indulged in

a considerable variety of ministrations,

having heard, in the past five years,

sermons from at least fifty pulpits and

by twice that number of ministers; yet

he solemnly avers that in that time he

has not heard a single discourse which

was devoted to the primitive Christian

idea of Peace, or which contained a per

ceptible strain of argument or appeal for

international good-will. And what is

true in his experience he ventures to

think will approve itself to the recollec

tion of the great majority of his readers.

The unquestionable fact is, the clergy

are the most demoralized body in the

community in this respect, for they have

no sympathy with the economical princi

ples which are violated by war, while the

course of the past few years has thrown

them completely out of their proper

moral relations to the subject.

Three incidents, not casual nor excep

tional, will suffice to illustrate the present

temper of too many ministers of religion.

In the year following the close of the

war, a preacher distinguished in two

widely-separated sections of the country

made the tour of New England with a

lyceum lecture upon “ Our Relations

with England.” The writer of these

lines had just returned from the field,

after a tolerably good experience of
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the splendid parts of war, yet with a

profound conviction that its evils had

never been, nor could be, adequately

portrayed, and that enough could not be

done, consistently with honor and self

respect, to avert its occurrence. In this

frame of mind, it may be imagined with

what anger and disgust he listened to a

passionate and unreasonable harangue

upon the outrages of England, in which

the real wrongs we had suffered were

set out with every rhetorical device, and

the measures of redress were discussed

with a mixture of silly brag and angry

bluster. There was, to be sure, a pro

viso, intended to save the clerical con

science. We were to talk up right

sharp, and press our claim for apology

and damages without any discount or

delay; but of course England would not

fight, and would give up everything

rather than encounter US; which was,

perhaps, on the whole, the most irritating

and offensive form in which the matter

could be put. Now, was this not a

pretty theme for a minister of the Gos

pel to take? and was not this a pretty

way to treat it? Yet this lecture was

delivered widely throughout New Eng

land; and if it called out any remon

strances from his clerical brethren or

from the religious press, they did not

meet the writer’s eyes.

For the second example, take the

following choice bits of Christian phi

losophy and Christian morality, from the

report of the remarks of an eminent

doctor of divinity at the recent Presby

terian Assembly in New York: “ He

believed that in the present state of the

world, war sometimes is a direct neces

sity, and it must be gone through with.

While the American people were drunk

with the crime of slavery, the rods of

God’s wrath were laid upon them; and

he believed now, as we had taken our

dose, England ought to have hers. He

believed it would serve England greatly

to get a good drubbing from some one.”

If this is Christianity, was there not,

pray, a great loss of good morals and

good manners when Paganism went out

of fashion?

The third instance is even more offen

 
sive. At a convention of ministers in

Boston, held just prior to the outbreak

of the German war, one of the officers

of the American Peace Society proposed

a resolution that the convention unite in

prayer that God would avert hostilities

and bring about a peaceful solution—not

a strange suggestion, surely, in an as

semblage of.men professing to believe in

the blessings of peace and in the efficacy

of prayer. It is just possible that the

gentleman who offered the resolution

may have been the slightest suggestion

of a bore, but the cause he pleaded

should have protected him from insult.

As it was, the proposal was received

with open and scandalous indignity by

the presiding officer, who, on the

strength of his service as a chaplain in

the army, felt called upon to vindicate the

honor and usefulness of war; and did so

in a speech which for bad temper and

bad morality could hardly be equaled.

Peace was scoffed at in terms strangely

unbecoming a minister of Christ, and

war was exalted as the great agent of

human progress. The poor peace-maker,

anything but blessed, was morally hustled

out of the convention, and victory re

mained with the fighting parson.

Now it is doubtless true that, in the

retrospect, we seem to see that

“ Civilization does get forrid,

Sometimes, upon a powder cart ;”

but no man may know that the conse

quences of a war which can in any way

be averted will be in any way productive

of good. He audaciously, criminally and

blasphemonsly usurps the function of the

Almighty who assumes, or acts upon the

assumption, that he can make slaughter

and devastation minister to human hap

piness and well-being. War is, and re

mains, utterly unjustifiable until it be

comes actually inevitable. Nor can there

be any worse condition for judging of its

necessity than a readiness to accept it

as something grand and heroica]. The

great fact is, that with the native and

ineradicable combativeness of men, the

conservative force is habitually too weak.

Without going into a discussion of the

necessity, policy or rightfulness of war
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under exceptional circumstances, it is

certainly conclusive of the question as

to the duty of the clergy, in the immi

nence or pendency of hostilities, that,

setting aside wars for territorial aggran

dizement or martial glory—for which no

excuse can, of course, be urged—not one

in ten of wars fought honestly in the

spirit of defence, and from a sense of

national necessity, has been approved as

such by the judgment of history. The

Crimean war, to take a recent example,

was accepted by the English nation from

a genuine belief in its necessity. No

people was ever more fully persuaded—

as people are persuaded of such things—

that the threatening advance of a semi

barbarous power must be met and check

ed in the interest of civilization. Yet

there is a frankness that is almost whim

sical in the admissions of the leading

statesmen of the kingdom to-day—and

especially of those who were most largely

responsible—that the war was fought not

only under a mistaken sense of necessity,

but that the mistake was one of those

for which there is, at the time, no excuse;

that the nation, to use the phrase of an

eminent fighting Premier, “drifted into

war ;” and that it was simply from the

want of an independent and vigorous re

sistance at home that all this loss of life

and money was incurred.

If this is true, it is no less desirable

from the standpoint of the statesman

than of the divine that all the influences

which make for peace should be strength

ened to their maximum, and the largest

amount of resistance secured to the war

like impulses of administrations, of par

ties and of the people at large. And

this cause the clergy, by an eminent fit

ness, and much more by a divine reason,

should represent and defend. So long

as any considerable body of wise and

patriotic men can be found to declare

for peace, so long should the whole pro

fession of the ministry be unanimous

and earnest in the same behalf. This

they should do, not by a stupid iteration

of texts, nor by disingenuously dispar

aging the occasions of dispute, nor by

weakly sentimentalizing upon the horrors

of war; but by giving the whole force

 

of their personal and official character,

their public opportunities and private in

fluence, to the side of moderation, con

ciliation and adjustment, holding and

proclaiming that it is hardly possible any

evil can be so grievous as the evil of

war. After all, perhaps, this is only an

other argument why the ministry should

be instructed in that science of which,

at present, they know least — namely,

Political Economy. No man has so

little sympathy with war, or can urge so

many and so strong reasons against it,

as the financier; and if the schools

would dock a little from their course in

dogmatic theology, and instruct their

students in the science which shows

how it is that war-taxation grinds the

faces of the poor, and war-debts strength

en the hands of corrupt and wrongful

power, they would better fit their charges

for the work of serving the Prince of

Peace in this practical and common

sense age.

It will not do to say that clergymen

are equally citizens with the laity, and

that no duty can be charged on them

which does not equally bind the con

science of all. What has been said of

the responsibility of the clergy for the

event of war holds true in its degree of

all who bear the name of Christians.

But, as there is an eminent fitness in the

minister of religion presenting and urg

ing the considerations which make for

peace, so it is a monstrous perversion

of moral relations when he becomes

the noisy and ill-conducted advocate of

war.

I may be as hot-headed as I please, as

ready to take offence, as prompt to blows,

but I claim the right, as a sinful man

prone to evil, to have the consecrated

minister of Christ at my side, suggesting

the motives of forbearance and charity,

explaining away, so far as honestly may

be, the occasions of dispute, and stand

ing across my path with entreaty, per

suasion and solemn warning to prevent

my wrath and wrong. At the least, I

may reasonably demand that it shall not

be the professed and professional servant

of the Prince of Peace who talks the

loudest of “ honor” in my hearing, cocks
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the hat the jauntiest, and is readiest

with suggestions of apologies and “satis

faction.”

In saying that it is the duty of the

Christian minister, always and every

where, to exert his influence to postpone

and diminish the causes of offence and

to present the motives of conciliation, I

do not mean that he is to keep inces

santly and aimlessly repeating the max

ims of forbearance—even the Beati

tudes may become platitudes if urged

without regard to circumstance or season

—nor that he shall disparage injuries

which are real and deep, than which

nothing is more irritating; nor that he

shall discuss the matter with anything

less than the full spirit of a man, quick,

sensitive and self-respectful.

Sir Walter Scott has given a noble

picture of the Swiss Landamman, who

“ had never bent a knee but to Heaven,”

suing with tears at the feet of Charles

of Burgundy for “ that blessed peace so

dear to God, so inappreciably valuable

to man.” Such are the sentiments of

the patriot. The Christian is bound, by

infinitely stronger considerations, to look

to every means of adjustment by turns ;

to conciliate to his cause every argument

for peace; to welcome the earliest dis

position in his adversary toward repara

tion; to concede all that may be con

ceded with safety and with honor—and

that not after the punctilious code of the

WAIFS FROM

MR. jEFFERSON’S particularity

in matters of business, both pub

he and private, rivaled that of General

Washington. Those who are at all fa

miliar with the personal history of the

author of the Declaration of Independ

ence will need no proof of his attention

to the minutest details of business. In

deed, his scrupulous regard for matters

seemingly of trivial interest has been

duelist, or the politician’s cold-blooded

calculations of possible danger—before

he suffers the dismal arbitrament of war.

And this he must do, not out of mean

ness or tameness of spirit, not because

he fears the issue of arms, or is insensi

ble to the wild attractions of battle, but

in Christian compassion for those that

must die and those that must mourn,

and in an honest horror of the waste

and riot and devastation which follow in

the train of armies.

A minister of the Gospel has no right

to know anything of the reasons why

angry claims should be made, or why

war should be declared. There may be

such reasons, but they do not appeal to

him. There will be enough, and more

than enough, who will be prompt and

eager to resort to menace and violence.

His business is to present the motives—

the sacred, the urgent motives—which

make for peace. There will be too few,

far too few, who will take heed of these

in times of great excitement and irrita

tion; and such considerations will be

found none too powerful even if minis

ters of religion should drop their sports

manlike interest in the prowess of armies

and the comparative merits of breech

loading muskets, and devote their time

and thought to preaching “ Peace on

earth: good-will to men.”

FRANCIS A. WALKER.

MONTICELLO.

made the subject of ridicule even by

those who profess to be his greatest

admirers. Such ridicule could come

only from persons who are neglectful of

their own affairs, for it is a characteristic

of great minds, as Emerson says of the

“ perfect sphere,” to

“Thank the atoms that cohere.”

But if additional proof of Mr. Jeffer
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son’s particularity be wanting, it will be

found in certain original papers which

were found by Captain Levy, of the U.

S. Navy, when he came into possession

of Monticello, the country-seat of Mr.

Jefferson in the county of Albemarle,

Va. Captain Levy presented them to a

gentleman, from whom they were ob

tained by the present writer. It may

not be amiss to state here that Monti

cello was left as a bequest to the United

States in Captain Levy’s will; that the

property was confiscated during the war

by the Confederate States, as they were

then called; that, at the close of the

war, it reverted to the United States, is

now in charge of a tenant, and, if the

writer is not misinformed, is in a dilapi

dated and almost ruinous condition.

Of the authenticity of these waifs from

Monticello there can be no doubt what

ever. The peculiar texture of the paper,

the discoloration produced by age, the

well-known handwriting of Mr. Jefferson,

and the direct channels through which

the papers came into the writer’s posses

sion, make the evidence of their genuine

ness quite conclusive. The first paper

consists of the last three leaves (em

bracing pages 33—4—5—6 and 7) of a full

and minute inventory of stock of various

kinds, brood mares, private and State

papers, directions in reference to ac

counts—where to find and what use to

be made of them—together with a de

scriptive list of the kind and quantity of

sawed plank which he wished to be

“laid up in the scantling-house, and not

to be touched for any purpose, that it

may be seasoning.” This inventory was

doubtless made out just before Mr. Jef

ferson’s departure for France, and left

behind him as a guide to his overseers

and managers. That it was done in a

hurry we may infer from the chirography

and from the incorrect spelling, as, for

example, on page 37, where we find the

word “ clear” spelt “clar” in two differ

ent places. Here and there, in the

original MS., a word almost undecipher

able is found, but in the main the writing

is easily made out. Hurried as he was,

the great statesman found time to inter

ject a little satire into his inventory, and

 

in page 36 puts it very naively: “ There'

is a good deal due to me which probably

will never be got. Should any client be

honest enough to apply to pay his ac

count,” etc., etc. A county-court lawyer

in Virginia at the present day might

write the first of these sentences, but it

would hardly occur to him to write the

second. Two other sentences will be

noted by the reader as characteristic of

Mr. jefferson. Where he could not

enter the articles particularly, he ex

plains in notes “ the principles on which

the account is to be settled,” and he has

been “very exact in keeping a cash ac

count,” but “all entries of this kind will

be found in small pocket-books,” in

which “I sometimes entered contracts

and other memorandums of account.”

Here his Virginianism seems to crop

out. Very exact, and careful always to

carry a pocket-book in which to enter

promptly all payments of cash as soon

as they were made, he nevertheless could

not find time to post up his cash account

in one convenient book, and did not

think it worth while to employ a clerk

for that purpose. Why should he, when

the pocket-books (number not given, nor

the place in which they are to be found)

are all there, and “every one of them

indexed ?”

The names “Monticello,” “ Shad

well,” “ Poplar Forest,” etc., which will

be found on the margin of page 33 of the

MS., are the names of Mr. .lefferson’s

several plantations and farms—names

which are retained to the present day.

The second waif, headed “ Spinning,

Weaving, etc.,” in the original MS.,

consists of pages 1, 2, 3 and 4, possibly,

but not certainly, the first four pages of

the inventory, the concluding pages of

which have been already noticed. If

they are the first of the inventory, the

fact is valuable, for it shows that on

leaving home the first thought of the

great statesman and slaveholder (albeit

he was in theory a thorough abolitionist)

was for the welfare of his slaves, and

particularly his slave-women. They are

to spin the finest cotton and the finest

thread. Aggy winds, Old Juno picks

cotton, but *' we have usually required
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all the negroes to pick a pound a week I maltreatment might not be promptly re

tlll y” whole is picked.”

the wheels in order. My cloth is loom

free. My sister Car’s to be considered

as mine, and not charged to her.” How

minute and circumstantial all this is!

And then, in case there should be more

spinners than are needed, some may be

“ hired out to kind masters in Me mfg}1

borlmad”—not far off, where possible

“ Lewis keeps ported and redressed, but within easy

reach, and subject to recall “ on my re

turn, be that when it will.” He wants

them all at home when he gets back.

What a reminder of the dead days—

the “good old days,” as some will for

ever esteem them—that will return

nevermore !

GEORGE W. BAGBY.

PARLOR AND KITCHEN.

IF we could only keep them apart!

But they will not thus be kept. Into

the parlor, with its soft cushions and

carpets, its mist of lace at the windows,

its flowers and books and pictures, in

trudes the kitchen—not as an humble

friend, but as a phantom that will not

be charmed away. Airs from Erin or

Africa or the “Faderland” invade the

luxurious atmosphere of the parlor, until

often its occupants in sheer despair for

sake it and take refuge in some hotel or

boarding-house, where, though of course

there is a kitchen, they hope to avoid

personal acquaintance with it. Said a

weary house-mother to me just before

the election: “I suppose I ought to be

more patriotic and womanly than I am,

but really I feel less concerned about

Grant or Seymour than I do about

Bridget and her bread.” Poor thing!

I understood her perfectly. To her, in

her little world of home, it did not half

so much import who guided the Ship of

State as how, in the event of the bread’s

failing to rise, she was to satisfy the ap

petites of her husband and boys. And

she could not make the bread herself,

because of her back and her arms, which

were weak and aching through constant

carrying of baby. Our grandmothers, it

is my belief, were never conscious of

their backs or their arms. They were

not given to headache ; and as for dys

pepsia, it was a malady which they held

 
in utter scorn. How sweet are the

memories that linger over their kitchens!

Don’t you remember them—wide, spa

cious, sunny, with the great fire leaping

like a glad live thing in the fireplace,

with the cozy chairs in the corner for

the aged, and the broad, high-backed

settle for the young; the household

rooms where fun and frolic and all home

ly virtues reigned, and where such abor

tions as heavy bread and ill-cooked

meats and muddy coffee were unknown ?

They belonged to the era of the hearth,

and they have gone; and, alas! all our

modern improvements have as yet failed

to give us anything in their place. Of

course we are not like our grandmothers,

and they pervaded their kitchens. We

have not their health nor their unfailing

spirits, or do we go to bed or rise so

early. We have gas, and they had can

dles. We have furnaces, and they had

open fires. Our houses have double

windows, and all sorts of contrivances

for keeping out the cold: theirs had

cracks and crannies and crevices with

out number. Vt/e wear more dresses,

and change the fashions oftener, than

they did. In their time, a sleeve was a

sleeve, a silk dress was a possession, and

a shawl was an heirloom. We have a

dozen hats a year, and all ephemeral.

They had two—one for winter and one

for summer—and they lasted years. And

we have our Bridgets and Rosas, and in
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the South our Aunt Chloes and Nannies

and Sues; and with them all trouble

that turns our hair gray before we are

forty.

A great deal has been said and writ

ten upon the imperfect domestic educa

tion of our girls. How they are to learn

everything included in the curriculum of

the schools — to become linguists and

musicians, to acquire the art of good

housekeeping, in itself a profession, and

to be wives and mothers at twenty—is a

mystery that I cannot fathom. They

have not time for all, and the very per

sons who are most anxious that they

should know all about puddings would

be quite unwilling to dispense with piano

or palette. But I think the root of the

strife lies not here. Few and far be

tween are the sensible, educated ladies

who cannot soon become familiar with

the mysteries of the spoon and the oven

—who cannot emancipate themselves

from the fetters of the cookery-book,

and achieve desirable results. Culture,

the deepest and widest, is not incom

patible with excellent housekeeping, and

“ sweetness and light” are never more

nobly employed than when they dignify

and bless a home. Knowledge of books

will never keep our daughters from ac

quiring all necessary knowledge of pots

and pans. If they but feel it “ worthy

of their steel,” they can conquer every

difficulty that lies in their path—every

material difficulty at least. The contest

between parlor and kitchen would have

ceased long ere this to be a contest, had

the only trouble been that the ladies did

not know how to direct and instruct.

Occasionally, one sees in the daily

record of deaths a notice like this : “ At

S , on such a day, Sarah J—, for

many years a faithful and beloved do

mestic in the family of .” It is a

pity that such an announcement should

be so rare as to attract surprise and de

tain observation. Our domestics ought

to be faithful, and their fidelity ought to

awaken love and regard as a rule, and

not as a once-in—a-while exception. That

they are not generally faithful, nor we

especially loving, is a fact that nobody

will deny. And perhaps the fault is with

 

 

 
us, for it is love that challenges and holds

prompt and pleasant service, far oftener

than service begets abounding love.

The parlor must step down from its

pedestal and meet the kitchen. The

lady of the house must not disdain to

use, nor think wasted in the using, the

arts of pleasing which make her the idol

of her set in society. Let her win, first

of all, the admiration of the untutored

peasant-girl whom she has taken into

her house, and she can, in many in

stances, bind her fast with cords that

shall be strong enough to hold under the

daily strain and stress of living together.

Let her sympathize with the troubles of

the woman whose home is in her house,

but whose household goods are huddled

together, away over the sea, in a little

cabin whose broken roof lets in the rain,

and whose floor is the mud and the clay.

Sometimes let her ask gently and pleas

antly for the old father and the young

children whom the emigrant dreams of

at night; and let her not frown nor be

greatly angered at company sometimes

in the kitchen. A merry laugh or a

ripple of song will not make half so

much mischief as the clouded brow and

the muttered undertone which show the

chafing of the spirit under repression.

Servants should be considered a part of

the family, under the control of the

heads thereof, and having a right to due

consideration and care. A lady should

know how to repress that familiarity

which the old proverb says “ breeds

contempt.” What greater danger of this

is there in living heartily and pleasantly

with servants than in living with chil

dren, or friends, or one’s husband?

Keep the balances even with steady

hand and clear-seeing eye, and the right

relations will exist and adjust themselves,

imperceptibly to others and greatly to

the comfort of her who is responsible

for so much of the happiness of home.

It has come to be an accepted idea

with many mistresses that impudence is

never to be passed over. All other sins

may be forgiven a servant. She may

be more than suspected of surreptitious

ly appropriating sugar and tea, of wear

ing your clothes to the party at Mrs.
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O'I-Iara’s, of breaking the dishes and

slapping the children. These may be

borne, as being among the legitimate

“ ills to which the flesh is heir”—that,

never. One impudent reply will out

weigh months of well-doing. Again and

again I have heard ladies say, “ Impu

dence must be put down. No servant

should be allowed to stay a day after be

ing saucy.”

Certainly nothing is more provoking,

more irritating, than impertinence, par

ticularly from a subordinate.~ But why

it should be selected as the one black

and unpardonable transgression is at

least mysterious. Our children are im

pertiuent, and we punish or pardon them.

On occasion we have ourselves given

replies which have not been the most

respectful. It is curious that the law

which sends an impudent servant pack

ing should be the Medo-Persian law of

nine out of every ten households. For,

it works in this way.

One of those days dawns—washing

day it may be—when everything seems

to go awry. The father is grave and

unapproachable ; the mother cross; the

children, naturally feeling the infection

of the evil spirit that has invaded the

home, develop different degrees of

naughtiness. Before breakfast is over

the smouldering fire begins to burn, and

Bobby or Fred commits some overt act

which brings a penalty upon his head.

Susie cries for buttered cakes, and is

sent up stairs to regale herself on bread

and water. By the time the uncomfort

able meal is over, and the family has

dispersed in its various directions, the

mistress finds her morning dimmed by

a wretched feeling of ill-temper, which

she tries conscientiously to calm and

control. Only half succeeding, she goes

into her kitchen, where on this particu

lar day she discovers half a dozen legiti

mate subjects of fault-finding. She

speaks of them to Bridget in a manner

which makes Bridget consider herself

ill-treated and quickly arouses her tem

per. A few moments more, and the

fatal words of dismission are spoken.

Bridget, who has really been good

“help,” goes away, ready to take offence

Von. IV.—14

 with greater ease in some other house,

and to begin a crusade from family to

family, until she becomes a pest instead

of an acquisition. In her place arrives

Ellen, who is migratory in her habits,

and only stays a week; and after her

comes Catharine, who is far from clean ;

and for weeks Noras and Marys and

Lucys are coming and going, till the last

state of that house is worse than the

first. How much better it would have

been for the mistress to have hushed

the improper words by a dignified

“ Silence! you must not speak in that

way ;” and after the lapse of some hours,

when both had had time to grow cool,

to have remonstrated quietly and serious

ly with her handmaid upon the matter

and manner of her speech !

It is assumed by some persons that

it will not do ever to appear ignorant

of anything in the presence of a ser

vant. “Pretend you know all about it,

whether you do or not,” and get your

self in a tangle of circumstances from

which you cannot gracefully get out.

With servants, as with every one, is it

not best to be true? If you honestly

don’t know how a certain thing should

be done, why honestly say so, and if

your domestic cannot aid you, ask some

experienced friend. Sooner or later all

subterfuges are found out, and there can

be no real respect where there is not a

foundation of perfect truthfulness. This

idea is beautifully brought out in Mir

trass and /![aid—a book, by the way,

which ought to lie in every lady’s cham

ber, somewhere near the table on which

she keeps her favorite books of devotion.

Few authors have succeeded as Mrs.

Craik has in bringing down the Bible

rules in their simple grandeur and

strength, and adapting them to our daily

life. If any one who reads this has not

read the chronicle of the three Misses

Leaf and their little maid, Elizabeth

Hand, I advise her to purchase the vol

ume at once. It will be an investment

which will never be regretted.

One word more. The religion of the

kitchen is not often the religion of the

parlor. Is intolerance confined to the

Church of Rome? I fear not, for too

0
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often are Romanists spoken of in terms

almost of hatred by other Christians.

Worshipers of a common God, children

of a common Father, pilgrims to the

home wherein are many mansions, let

us not quarrel by the way. If the mis

tress in her closet kneel and pray with

greater intelligence than the maid who

counts her beads and repeats her “ Hail

Marys” in the upper room above, both

acknowledge one Saviour. By one blood

sprinkled way both must find access to

Him who hears all prayer—alike the cry

of the desolate and the captive, and the

lisp of the child who kneels by his

mother’s knee.

Sometimes I am touched when I think

how much to her poor ignorant children

the “ Church” is. She is father, mother,

brother, sister and home to the poor

things when they land, strangers and

homesick, in this wonderful America.

She unites in one word the associations

of a life to every exile. The bleak sun‘

shine that has fallen upon days often

not far removed from starvation glows

warm and golden around mass and ves

pers in the dear church at home, the

one beautiful poetic element in their

lives. Let us be tolerant, and not as

sume, on account of differing religious

forms, that there can come nothing good

from out the Papal Nazareth.

The long-suffering ladies of the North

would doubtless smile did they see the

envy with which their Southern sisters

regard their white help. “ One white

servant would do as much work as three

of these lazy negroes,” is an observation

frequently heard. So far as the doing is

concerned it is true, for nothing will in

duce Dinah to hurry her steps, and

method is unknown to the race. But

one shall go far to find servants who

shall be so polite, so courteous and so

capable, in some departments, as the

colored servants of the South. They

are slow, but they are civil. They wait

upon you with a patience that never tires,

 with a lovingness that touches your

heart. It is quite safe to say to your

cook, as one of my friends did when

hers came to inquire about the dressing

of a pig: “ Dear me, Aunt Hannah!

how should I know? I never cooked

one. Your business is to cook and

mine to eat.” So the lady comfortably

settled herself with her book, and where

auntie obtained her information I know

not. But the roast pig that graced the

dinner-table that day would have charm

ed “ Elia” himself.

Aunt Hannah was a character. I can

see her now, a bright yellow woman,

tall and straight as an arrow, holding up

her turbaned head with a pride that would

have been befitting an empress, the re

sult in her case of much “ toting” of

burdens. Her kitchen would have made

a neat New England woman wild. It

was full of odds and ends—broken bits

of china, strings of peppers, muffin-rings,

tea-kettles and flat-irons hobnobbing in

the strangest confusion. A breakfast

cooked by Aunt Hannah at her best

was a feast for the gods. Her rolls,

brown on the top and flaky in the centre,

were perfect of their kind, and her waflies

were a poem.

O Parlor! have I preached too much

to you? I have felt for your woes: I

have suffered with you, as what Ameri

can housekeeper has not? Between you

and the kitchen there is a great social

gulf, which you must bridge over. Stoop

from your brighter lot to those in whose

lives there is not the ease and leisure

which you in the mere fact of your

parlorhood assert. Lift them up. No

greater mission calls for the energies

and efforts of my countrywomen than

this—to make of kitchen and parlor

“ friends and fast allies.” When that

consummation shall be reached, many a

worn face will brighten and many a

heavy heart be filled with joy.

M. E. M.
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CHAPTER I.

N the confines of a little town in

Middle Germany lay the old con

vent. It was a strange-looking building,

with its deeply-embedded windows, its

creaking weather-cocks, and its flocks

ofjays ever circling above its gray old

summit. From the crevices in the walls

sprang thick tufts of grass, and a little

forest of young saplings grew between

the crumbling stone carvings over the

arched doorway. Like two aged com

rades lending mutual aid, each to the

other, so did the old building and a por

tion of the primeval town-wall support

one another; and very sensible it was

on the part of the cloister, for the wall

was very strong and thick. The broad

surface of the latter had been covered

with earth, and now verdure was sprout

ing and blooming as luxuriantly up there

as though no hard granite lay beneath

the thin layer of soil. The whole was

like a long flower-bed, traversed by a

very narrow footpath. It was kept in

the most exquisite order. On the edges

of the path bloomed a whole garland

of white sweet-williams ; lilies and rock

ets were growing in the beds, and the

glowing fruit of the strawberry and its

broad-notched leaves mingled with the

wild thyme, which, clambering on the

edge of the wall, placed its fine twigs

carefully in the crevices between the

stones. Behind the wall lay what had

formerly been the cloister garden, now a

waste, uncared-for plat of grass, on which

the few goats possessed by the inhab

itants of the building gained ascanty

subsistence. Close to the wall grew a

wilderness of lilac and hazel bushes,

which formed a green, impenetrable

hedge around the little enclosure. In

spring-time the lilacs drooped their clus

ters of purple and white flowers over a

solitary wooden bench, and an old chest

nut tree spread its broad branches over

 

the wall and out into the road, whose

row of wretched houses terminated here,

thus displaying the windowless back

wall of the last dwelling. Few footsteps

would have marked the pathway to this

distant and very uninviting portion of

the town, had it not been for a jewel

which stood near the old cloister—an

exquisite relic of days long buried—the

church of Notre Dame, around whose

two slender towers a whole legendary

world clustered and bloomed. The

church was closed and unused: never

since the last “Miserere” of the nuns

had holy sounds echoed through the long

forest of its pillars. The eternal lamp

was extinguished ; the organ lay in ruins

on the pavement; around the deserted

altar swallows and bats were fluttering;

whilst the proud, pretentious monuments

of families now long extinct were cov

ered with a thick layer of dust.

Only the bells, whose marvelously

harmonious chimes were renowned in

the whole vicinity, rang every Sabbath

over the deserted halls, but their melan

choly sweetness could not recall the

‘ faithful who once had worshiped there.

That the old convent was allowed to

stand beside this splendid building with

its granite walls and pillars, was explain

ed by the wise economy of the town au

thorities. For a long time it had ceased

to be used for the purpose for which it

had been designed. Here, too, Luther’s

mighty voice had burst the bolts. The

town, in spite of its conversion to new

opinions and teachings, had suffered the

presence of the heaven-devoted virgins

till they all had sunk into their last long

slumber: then the cloister reverted to

the city, and was appropriated as an

asylum for a portion of its poor.

Now, behind the grated windows, in

stead of the pale faces of the nuns, ap

peared bearded figures, or the head of a

matron scolding some culprit or busily
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engaged in mending; while a whole tribe

of wild, ragged children were tumbling

about on the unwashed stone slabs of

the court, formerly touched only by the

light feet and trailing gowns of the holy

sisters.

But, besides the little garden on the

wall, there was another attractive side

to the old building, on which the eye

could rest when wearied out by sight of

the human misery here crowded together.

The corner where it joined the stone

wall displayed four nicely-washed, white

curtained windows, the last of which

opened on the garden, and could easily

' be used as a door, which was sometimes

done, for on certain days in the week it

was always wide open. A line full of

fine linen extended from the corner to

the old chestnut tree, and a female fig

ure—its gathered-up apron full of clothes

pegs-—went industriously to and fro.

That was the old maid Hartmann.

Her real name was “Suschen,” but she

had been called the “ Dragon-fly” by the

whole town for so long that actually

many people had forgotten what her

name in reality was. The title had

been given her, not on account of her

beauty of coloring and airy grace—which

are rarely remarkable in one’s sixtieth

year—but because of her peculiar ex

terior, and the strange, shy way in

which the long, slender figure hurried

through the streets. Otherwise, she

much more resembled a bat, in her

hooked, thin, almost transparent nose,

her ash-colored complexion and her

great, lustreless eyes, which were gen

erally hidden under the thin eyelids.

The resemblance was augmented by the

black btirger-cap which, fitting closely to

the head, completely concealed the hair

on the brow, and which was ornamented

on the sides with stiff lace trimmings.

The “Dragon-fly” was the child of a

very poor cobbler, who had brought up

the girl and her brother, a little older

than herself, sternly and piously; and

cherished no higher ambition for his two

children than that Suschen, when old

enough, should earn her bread honestly

in service, and that his first-born should

one day sit opposite to him on the bench

 
and carry on the honorable trade of shoe

making. The quiet, gentle Suschen, for

whose circle of thought the narrow walls

of the work-room enclosed a sphere

abundantly sufficient, was perfectly con

tented with the object in life placed be

fore her by her father. But young

Leberecht’s visions were much grander

than those of his sister: he actually as

pired to the study of theology.

The youth possessed brilliant mental

capabilities, joined to an iron perseve

rance, and finally, with the help of a

stipend, attained his darling wish. He

passed his examination with great credit,

and had already preached several most

eloquent sermons to crowded congrega

tions in his native town, when he fell a

victim to his unceasing mental exertions

and sank upon a sick bed, from which he

never rose: he died of pulmonary con

sumption.

Suschen, who had looked upon her

brother as a sort of superior being, was

almost overcome with grief; but she had

a motherless child to bring up and care

for y and therefore was obliged to control

herself, which she did, most nobly. Her

connection with the child was as follows:

Once, when young Leberecht went daily

to his lectures, and Suschen had for

some time been entitled “ old maid” by

the honest wives of the town, it happen

ed that the stork, “ very unnecessarily,

and late in the day,” as the amazed cob

bler declared, alighted once more upon

the roof of the latter. Nine years had

passed since his last visit, when he had

brought a dead child.

With a heavy heart and a troubled

brow the cobbler’s wife drew the worm

eaten cradle from a dark corner of the

garret, drove the frightened spiders from

the little couch, wiped with a damp cloth

the narrow sides, on which triumphant

angels’ heads, with fiery-red cheeks and

sky-blue eyes were rudely painted, and

placed it tenderly near her own bed, not

far from the old bench on which the

cobbler was seated hammering furiously

at an unhappy shoe-sole.

But it was of no avail. He couldn’t

hammer the cradle to pieces; and prob

ably a little later he would not have de
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sired to do so if he could, for something

most lovely lay within.

But it seemed as though the ancient

stork must suddenly have become dim

sighted, and have mistaken the lasts

hung around the workshop for the

armorial bearings of some proud, illus

trious family; for the child in the cradle

did not at all resemble its decidedly ugly

relations, and was not in the least like a

c0bbler’s child. The dazzling white

skin, the fine, light, golden hair, and the

great blue eyes reposing upon the coarse

pillow, seemed rather the property of

some baby princess.

She became her father’s idol—the

mother had died when the little one was

born—and was an object of unceasing

admiration to her brother and sister.

While the young Latin scholar was

writing his translation with nimble pen,

his foot kept the cradle in gentle motion:

all the female beauties of classic antiquity

were endowed by his youthful fancy with

the delicate features of his little sister,

and the child’s first smile inspired him

to verse.

Suschen, on her part, took the great

est care of the little one’s bodily wants.

She always kept her spotlessly clean,

and never went out without the child on

her arm, for people would stop still on

the street in admiration, and seem never

to weary of gazing on the exquisite little

blonde. When brother Leberecht was

dead, and the cobbler also (he breathed

his last a short time after the decease of

his son), Suschen took possession of the

asylum in the old convent kindly be

stowed upon her, and established herself

as a clear-starcher. She brought noth

ing with her but her little sister, the few

articles which she had inherited, and her

industrious hands. But what excited

attention as well as blame in the curi

ously-gaping inhabitants of the cloister

was a neat little press, with green woolen

curtains, which the “Dragon-fly” had

brought to her new home. This little

press contained the books which had

belonged to her dead brother. To

Suschen herself these literary treasures

could, it is true, be of little value, for she

understood nothing of their contents ;

 

but she had often noticed with what

heartfelt fondness her brother had re

garded these favorites—how he would

spare and stint himself to buy this or

that much-desired work On that title

page was his name in the graceful hand

writing which she had always so much

admired; from this book peeped strips

of paper which he had placed to mark

noteworthy passages; many were still

enclosed in protecting paper covers

carefully fastened with wafers. They

were to Suschen veritable relics, which

she would not have parted with for any

thing in the world, but would rather

have died of hunger than sell them.

And therefore she flew into a passion

for the first time in her life when the

neighbors advised her to “ sell the use

less things.”

The “ Dragon-fly” now lived only for

her work and for the care of her little

sister, Magdalena, who in the course of

time blossomed into a strikingly beauti

ful young woman. Suschen often gazed

on her with secret delight, and saw her,

in imagination, the handsome wife of an

equally handsome biirger and guild

master.

But Destiny, as well as young, loving

hearts, cares nothing for the plans laid

by motherly prudence and affection ; and

so it happened that Suschen was sud

denly and rudely awakened from her

dream of Magdalena’s settlement in life.

Not far from the town in which the

scene of this little tale is laid dwelt a

lonely, widowed princess in an equally

lonely castle: in her service (for she

was a devotee to art) lived an Italian

sculptor. It was this Neapolitan who

drew a line through Suschen’s plans for

her sister’s future. He was a handsome

man, with dark, fiery eyes and coal-black

hair.

One day he saw the fair-haired Mag

dalena Hartmann walking through the

castle garden, with a basket full of fine

linen poised upon her head. He fell

deeply in love with her, and when, a few

weeks later, after several conversations

with her, he declared his passion in the

shady linden avenue of the princely

castle, she could not resist his pleading,
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and promised, though trembling and

tearful, to follow him to his beautiful

Southern home.

It was a terrible blow for the “ Drag

on-fly” when Magdalena announced her

decision, and declared that she would die

if she might not accompany her beloved.

Suschen would have plead and lamented

if it had not been for this last threat—

which forced her to swallow her tears

and she made no opposition to her sis

ter’s betrothal; so one morning, after a

quiet wedding, the sculptor Beroaldo

placed his fair young wife in the carriage

and led her from her German home,

never to return.

For fourteen years letters came reg

ularly from Italy, telling sometimes of

joy, sometimes of sorrow. But in the

fifteenth a thick package arrived one

morning from Naples. It was not in

Magdalena’s handwriting; but when

Suschen opened it a note from her sis

ter fell out, in which she implored the

“Dragon-fly” to watch over her only

child, for she felt herself near unto death.

A legal document accompanied the note,

announcing that Giuseppe Beroaldo and

his wife had both died of a malignant

fever, leaving a daughter eight years old.

A friend of the deceased would take the

orphan child as far as Vienna, where her

aunt must come and seek her, unless she

desired her to be sent to some public

institution. Thus Suschen learned that

the parents had been entirely penniless,

and that their child had not even the

smallest inheritance.

At first, the “ Dragon-fly” wept bitterly,

but then recovered her self-command

with marvelous rapidity, and displayed

an unusual amount of energy and de

cision. She took a pair of earrings

which had belonged to her dead mother,

and another pair which she herself had

received as a present from her godmother

on her confirmation-day, from the so

called “jewel-box,” an old bandbox

filled with wadding: then she took the

gold-embroidered crown from the peculiar

white cap worn by the biirger wives,

which had been her mother’s most high

ly-prized ornament: her father’s thick

silver watch and twelve silver vest-but

 
tons were added. She carried all to the

goldsmith and sold them. Then she

opened the little bookcase, and with

Wrembling hands and tearful eyes took

out no book, but a small, heavy bundle.

A piece of white paper was folded

around it, and on the paper the following

words were written, in large, stiff letters

and very extraordinary orthography: “I

should like for this money to have a

decent burial, and a tombstone, on which

shall be inscribed juxo1-‘ER Susanna

HARTMANN.” In the package were

thirty bright thalers, which, with the pro

ceeds of the articles sold, amounted to

five-and-forty thalers. One morning the

inhabitants of the cloister noticed, in

stead of the white muslin curtains be

fore the “ Dragon-fly’s” windows, close

ly-fitting blue paper blinds, and the flow

er-pots on the sills had disappeared.

Suschen, to the inexpressible amazement

of the neighbors, had gone to seek the

child of her dead sister. She was ab

sent for three weeks : one Saturday af

ternoon she reappeared in the cloister

yard, coming as noiselessly as she had

gone. Old and young rushed from the

rooms and surrounded the new arrival,

who, shy and taciturn as usual, only re

plied to all the questions of the pushing

crowd that she had been to Vienna, and

as proof thereof pointed to a little girl,

who was hiding her head timidly in the

“ Dragon-fly’s” skirts.

A remarkable little creature it certain

ly was that the old woman had brought

home with her—“a regular gypsy child,”

the neighbors said—“a changeling, of

whom one might almost be afraid ;”

so that it seemed impossible this tawny

little creature could be the child of the

snow-white and golden-haired Magdalena.

The “Dragon-fly” had been deceived,

they said: a child could see that.

And in fact the brown face of the

little one, the rather large nose and the

mass of coal-black hair falling over the

low brow, all had quite frightened the

“ Dragon-fly.” But she could not share

the doubts of the neighbors, for the or

phan bore most unmistakably the fea

tures of her Italian father. And she

had his wondrously deep, beaming eyes,
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though their beauty was now somewhat

impaired by the too strongly-marked

black eyebrows which took from the face

every trace of childishness.

After a few days of repose, which were

principally employed in giving the little

stranger as clean and attractive an ap

pearance as possible, the “Dragon-fly”

took her charge to school, with the aid

of the usual bribe of sugar-plums.

The first introduction turned out most

brilliantly, as the timid old woman had

expected and feared. The child clung

convulsively to her aunt’s hand, and

when the teacher addressed her, hid her

head passionately under the cloak of

the latter. The gentle entreaties of the

“ Dragon-fly” and the impressive words

of the master had no further effect than

to make the child bury her head deeper,

till at last he lost patience and scolding

ly drew her from beneath her aunt’s

mantle. The whole class burst into a

peal of laughter, for the mass of hair,

which, by vigorous use of pomade and

comb, had been with difficulty reduced

to order, had, by the child’s violent re

sistance, again become rufiled, and was

staring stiffiy to the four points of the

compass. At the same moment the

little one raised such a dolorous cry that

the teacher, red with anger, put his hands

to his ears and the “ Dragonfly” trem

bled all over with fright.

From that day the orphan stranger

was outlawed, so to speak, in the eyes

of the other children. They unanimous

ly changed her own musical name, Mag

dalena, into “ Gypsy ;” whereupon the

child became furious, showed her white

teeth and stamped her little foot. She

generally ran home from school in terror,

the noisy swarm of children after her,

till the hunted creature tied to the corner

of some house, held her thin arms cross

ed over her face and remained motion

less. Then only the little heaving breast

showed that life was in her: she never

moved, even when the wild children

pulled at her clothes or sprinkled water

over her, but waited patiently till sen

sible older people came to her rescue

and sent her little tormentors home.

From the teachers she received but lit

tle protection : they felt no sympathy for

the uncanny little beingwho at every ques

tion raised her wild, dark eyes, frighten

ed, to their faces, and only very rarely

(and least of all by threats or rough

words) was to be beguiled into an an

swer. It is. true that these answers,

when given, always displayed remarkable

powers of comprehension and a clear un

derstanding of the questions propounded

by the teacher; but the few words which

she uttered were harsh and in strange

sounding German, and accompanied by

such’ violent gestures that a general laugh

followed.

CHAPTER II.

ALMOST twelve years had passed

since the momentous evening on which

the little orphan from the South had

first entered the asylum of the miserable

—and just here begins this story—when

on a Whit-Sunday, and as the great

bells spoken of were pealing forth the

afternoon chimes in their deep, powerful

tones, a young man appeared at the en

trance of the little street which led to

the convent. Evidently he had followed

the sound this far. He stood still for a

moment, overcome, as it were, by the

marvelous harmony. Two gray-haired

matrons, adorned in their festal gar

ments, silver-embroidered caps and

wrapped in their circular cloth mantles,

walked past to church and gave him

a friendly greeting. Various windows

opened, from which protruded the cu

rious faces of men in shirt sleeves and

women with coffee-cups in their hands.

But the young man remarked nothing

of all this. He walked slowly on to the

little garden on the wall, his eyes fixed

on the tower, through whose openings

the swinging bells were seen. He

passed under the shadow of the chestnut

tree, leaned against the wall and listened .

motionless. A gentle breeze arose: a

white leaf of paper floated from the wall

above down to his feet, and at the same

moment a female figure passed through

the garden and vanished in the open

window. The apparition had glided
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along as swiftly and noiselessly as a

shadow. The young man had only seen

the back of a finely-formed head, with a

mass of splendid blue-black hair, and a

bare rounded arm thrown around the

window-bar while the slender form bent

into the room; but in the one movement

lay so much youthful grace, so much

serpentine suppleness, that the observer

on the pavement below at once decided

that a lovely face must belong to the

graceful figure, and gazed at each one

of the row of windows in succession,

though nothing was visible behind them

save the sharp profile of the “ Dragon

fly,” who was reading the evening ser

vice, with her spectacles pressed tightly

down on her nose, and her hymn-book

held off at a long distance from her

eyes.

The stranger picked up the piece of

paper which lay before him on the

ground. It contained a hasty but cor

rect pencil-sketch of a woman—an ex

quisite but purely German face, sur

rounded by light hair, and covered with

the linen head-dress of the Neapolitan

women.

- The leaf had fallen from a stone table

up yonder on the wall, covered with

various papers: several books also lay

thereon. These traces ofa higher men

tal occupation, and the improvised lofty

garden on the wall full of the hum of

insects and odor of flowers, looked re

markable enough in the midst of the

miserable, ruinous surroundings—almost

like a stray romance which had wandered

into the kingdom of stern reality.

Meantime, the peals had taken amore

and more lofty flight—a sign that their

end was approaching. The young man

looked once more up at the tower

window, but this time, instead of the

swinging bells, a bright figure appeared

in the narrow opening. It was the same

apparition which a short time before had

passed so rapidly over the wall. The

stranger had no sooner remarked this

than he too walked around the cloister

and the church, and mounted the well

worn old stone steps which led to the

belfry. His first glance, when he arrived

at the top, was directed at the figure in

 the window: he remained transfixed with

surprise.

A young girl was seated on the sill,

hushed, motionless and with folded

hands. The Gothic window, with its

fine-chiseled arabesques, encircled her

like a narrow frame: a perfect profile,

pure and faultless, and animated by a

lovelyr expression, was traced against

the deep blue heaven without. which lost

itself in the tender violet of a distant,

gracefully-outlined range of mountains.

The stranger’s gaze, which rested

fixedly and in surprise on the girl’s face,

seemed to possess some magnetic influ

ence, for she turned her head suddenly.

Her dark eyes opened wide and stared

at him for a moment, as though he were

a visitor from the spirit world: then she

sprang down from the sill with a cry,

hid her face in both her hands, and ran

up and down the narrow‘space between

the bells and the wall, seeking some

means of escape, as ifin deadly fear. It

seemed as though, in her distraction,

there was danger of her throwing her

self between the roaring bells; so an

old man ran to her, and seizing her arm,

cried something in her ear in a loud tone,

so as to make himself heard above the

mighty peals; but she tore herself free,

and hurrying past the stranger with

averted face and with the rapidity of

lightning, vanished in the gathering

gloom below.

All this had been the work of a mo

ment. At this instant the last stroke

of the bells rang forth with almost deaf

ening power, but soon died away in a

weak, irregular ringing sound, which

at last floated out into the evening air

in sorrowful whisperings. There they

hung, dark and still, the bells—mourn

ing that the melody within them must

be silent at the bidding of the weak

mortals below.

But even long after the sound had

ceased, even after the last echo had trem

bled away, it seemed as though an in

visible life were floating from them—as

though the spirits of the departed tones

were following the stream which had

flowed out so mightily, and with thousand

hands were knocking at human bosoms,



1869.] 217MA GDALEZVA.

rousing hardened natures, which angrily

writhe and resist under the monition, and

echoing musically over the mirror-like

stream which we call “a pure soul.”

Several of the bell-ringers now de

scended from the belfry, and greeted

the stranger as they paused to put on

their coats. But the old man who had

spoken to the girl took off his cap court

eously before the younger one, display

ing a venerable, snow-white head, and

said, with a peculiarly good-natured tone

of voice

“ Why, what in the world did you do

to Lenchen, sir, that she behaved so

wildly ? A moment more and she would

have been killed by the bells !”

“ Do I look so much like a libertine,

old Jacob ?” asked the young man,

laughing. The old man looked up in

surprise.

“ You know me, sir?” asked he, and

gazed inquiringly in the face of the

stranger, drawing his thick white eye

brows together, and shading his eyes

with his hand to see the better.

“ It seems I have a more faithful

memory for my old friends than you

have. But how could I forget the man

who helped me in all my boyish scrapes,

shook down apples from the tree for me,

and let me mount behind hiln on my

father’s brown mare when he rode to

watering ?” replied be, reaching his hand

kindly to the old man.

“ Ah, how could I have been so blind?”

cried the latter. “ Old age! old age!

Ah, this is indeed a happiness ! I never

thought to see young Herr Werner again

In my old days. But how tall and

handsome you have grown! If only

your blessed mother was alive, wouldn’t

she open her eyes to see her own flesh

and blood ? Are you going to stay with

us now ?”

“ For the present, yes. But now tell

me—who was the girl who was sitting

here in the window?”

“ That was Lenchen, the ‘Dragon

fly’s’ niece.”

“What! the ¢Gypsy!”’

“ Why, do you remember that, too?

Yes, the naughty children gave her that

name, but the ‘Gypsy’ has become a

 

beautiful maiden. People don’t know

it, for she always keeps in a corner, and

then in poor clothes one doesn’t look the

same. And there are stupid folks who

say she is not quite right, because she

sometimes says odd things. It is true

she does make remarks that such as we

are cannot understand, but is that any

proof of her being unsettled? You see,

Herr Werner,” continued the old man,

passing his large, hard hand over his

eyes, “the poor thing has always been

so alone—no father, no mother! At first

I didn’t notice her particularly when she

came to the tower : the others called her

the ‘ toad,‘ because she always crouched

so quietly in the corner. But once I

observed her lay her little head against

one of the bells that had just ceased

ringing, and she patted and caressed

it as though it was a living creature.

That touched me. So I went up and

spoke to her. She opened her great,

frightened eyes at me, and shot down

the steps like a wild-cat. But afterward

she got over her fear of me. We be

came good friends ; and I have grown so

fond of the foolish little thing that my

wife always has to bring my pot of

coffee here on Sundays, for it is sure to

be cold before I get home ; and you may

be certain the little one always has her

share.”

“ Then I have prevented your coffee

drinking, for it seems the girl is not com

ing back,” said Werner, leaning out of

the tower window. Far below lay the

garden on the wall, but both there and

in the street reigned a death-like silence.

The sunlight was glowing on the little

corner, and every living thing had fled

from its fiery might.

“I think not,” said the old man:

“ she won’t be back to-day—she was too

much frightened. I’d like to know what

was the matter with her. She always

keeps out of people’s way, it is true, but

she generally does it so quietly that they

hardly remark it. I can’t imagine what

got into her. You don’t look so very

frightful, I-Ierr Werner.”

The old man glanced, well pleased, as

he spoke, at the extremely handsome,

imposing figure of the young gentleman.
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The latter drew out his pocket-hook and I will ever be welcome to me.

showed Jacob the pencil-sketch he had

found.

“ Ah, that is Lenchen’s mother: she

drew it herself, from memory.”

“ What !” cried Werner, in amaze

ment—“ the young girl drew it!”

“ Yes indeed. She paints beautifully.

‘ Sit down, Jacob,’ she often says to me.

‘ Look, there’s a bright sunbeam falling

upon your head : I must draw your pic

ture.’ And in less than a quarter of an

hour there I am on the paper, and every

body laughs outright when they see it,

it’s so much like me. An old painter

lived for ever so many years in the

cloister: he must have understood his

business very well; but he was out of

fashion, I believe—the grand folks said

he didn’t put intelligence enough in their

faces. That’s all very well, but it must

have been hard to know what to do; for

to paint something that isn’t there to be

painted must be as great an art as to

ring bells with no clappers. The old

painter noticed what a turn Lenchen had

for drawing. He took her and showed

her how paintings are made, and before

long she was able to help him with

wedding-verses and letters of invitation,

which the common people like to have

nicely illuminated. The old man has

been dead for several years, and Len

chen inherits his custom: she earns a

good deal of money thereby.”

While talking with Werner, old Jacob

closed several of the windows, shook the

dust from his coat and cap—for here it

whirled up in clouds at every step—and

then, passing his hand caressingly over

the great, magnificent bells, he and

young Werner left the tower together.

They walked through several streets,

and then paused before a large and

somewhat gloomy-looking building—

Werner’s house. Here the young man

said:

“ You are too old now, dear Jacob, to

ride to the stream, and I can get apples

from the tree for myself, for I have, as

you see, a pair of good, strong arms;

but a faithful overseer of my house and

garden, and a true, honest face that at

every glance recalls my joyful childhood,

 

If you are

willing. good old man, you and your

wife can move this very day to the com

fortable lodge of my dwelling. It is a

pleasant thing to me thus to provide for

your old days. But you can always go

on Sundays to take care of the bells and

to see your shy favorite in the tower.”

Jacob looked at him as though in a

dream. Trembling, he took Werner’s

hand, but in his delight could only

ejaculate,

“lfl am willing!

thanks, yes, yes. But let me run home.

What will my old woman say? Why

she’ll jump up to the ceiling with joy,

even if it makes an end of her old

legs.”

And he ran down the street at full

speed. Werner grasped the bright brass

bell-handle and rang. Immediately a

woman’s face, with proud, hard features

and surrounded by a stiff, snow-white

cap, appeared in the reflector in the win

dow above. It disappeared as quickly,

and the door swung back with the digni

fied, heavy motion with which the mas

sive gates of old, wealthy mansions usu

ally open.

Young Werner was the only child

of very wealthy and respected parents,

both of whom he lost in his fifteenth

year. An old uncle, a clergyman, living

in a distant city, became his guardian,

and took the boy home with him. He

there received an excellent education,

attended the Gymnasium, went, later, to

the University, and afterward took a

trip to Italy—the object of his warmest

youthful aspirations. He had a remark

able talent for painting, and lived there

only for Art, as his large fortune render

ed him entirely independent.

After six years’ sojourn in the South

he suddenly grew homesick, and return

ed to Germany, to dwell, for a time at

least, on the spot where he had been a

happy and dearly beloved child. An

old widowed aunt had occupied and kept

in order his paternal mansion during his

long absence; so on his return he found

a comfortable home awaiting its master,

though no faithful mother-heart was

there to greet him, and though the love

With a thousand
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light of the mother-eye, which had glori

fied all his childhood, was now gone

out for ever.

CH.-\P‘I'ER HI.

ANY one who wished to visit the

“Dragon-fly” had to pass through the

gloomy cloister court, which was sur

rounded by half-ruined buildings. In

the wing on the right was a door whose

lofty arch still bore beautiful traces of

an artistic chisel, but several boards of

the door itself had shrunk and become

disjointed, contrasting strangely with

the huge lock and the iron mouldings,

which looked as though they would last

to all time.

This entrance led into a kind of cellar

like vault. At the end of this deep

passage a steep, break-neck staircase

ascended to the story above. Here

lived the “ Dragon-fly ;” and here all was

clear and sunlit, though small and nar

row. One forgot the uncomfortable en

trance immediately in the clean room,

with the huge Dutch-tile stove and the

well-scoured pine furniture.

At the open window, which led out

into the garden, sat Magdalena. Near

her feet stood a basket with newly-ironed

linen, which the thimble on her finger

and the work on her lap showed that she

was engaged in mending. But her needle

was still. On looking at the tall, woman

ly figure involuntarily one glanced in

quiringly at the ceiling of the room, as

though to ask, “ Is it possible that such

a roof, so low, so crooked, so smoky,

will always be the only one possessed

by the beautiful head placed proudly

upon the slender neck, by the expressive

brow and the wondrous eyes beneath

it ?”

The old-fashioned book-closet, with

the glass doors and the green woolen

curtains, stood open. The rows of books

within no longer looked new: some of

them, in fact, seemed quite wornout;

and they did not stand in stiff, exact

order, like the troops of most libraries—

elegantly uniformed, it is true, but rarely

called into active service.

 
Many were hastily half thrust in, as

though to be instantly at hand in case

of sudden necessity. Revered names

appeared upon the little red vignettes on

the backs—names before which all man

kind bend; but they shed the whole

blessing of their influence here, in this

poor corner of the globe, upon a being cut

off from all that is called “ the world.”

The old artist who had instructed

Magdalena in painting had been, in many

ways, a well-educated man. He had

been the first to call the maiden’s atten

tion to the priceless treasure in the old

press, and himself gave the books into

her hand, in strict succession as he con

sidered they would be most useful to her

brilliant and quickly-developing mind.

In accordance with a secret agreement

between the “Dragon-fly” and himself,

he used to spend the long winter even

ings in the warm, comfortable room, and

read aloud to Magdalena, with the hum

of Suschen’s unwearied spinning-wheel

as a cozy accompaniment, or explained

to the young girl the portions which she

had been unable to understand. One

of those forgotten by an ungrateful world,

he was somewhat embittered toward it.

A decided enemy of most social conven

tionalities, he often entered the lists

against them armed with the most cut

ting sarcasm, or brought to light clearly

all their absurdities and contradictions.

That this seed should take root quickly

in a heart with hot emotions everywhere

repressed by the high barriers of the

world, and thus forced to prey upon

itself, was not at all surprising. Thus

it happened that while the spirit of the

maiden trod joyfully the realms of the

Ideal opened before her by her old

friend in the works of the great masters,

her heart was possessed by a gloomy

demon—a deep distrust of her fellow

beings, created from the life-experience

of the embittered old man and the recol

lections of her own sad childhood.

Magdalena had leaned her head against

the window frame. She did not notice

that a little vine branch from without

had stolen in and lay caressingly on her

hair: she did not see the pert little

sparrow which tripped along near her
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shoulder, looking for the crumbs which

she was accustomed to strew for him.

She was gazing dreamily far away, and

held in her hand, which was hanging

'carelessly down, several papers fastened

together.

They were old yellow leaves, contain

ing a number of graceful verses written

by the dead Leberecht—poems full of

fire and softness—full of deep suffering

and bitter resignation. On the title-page

was written, “ Ta Friederika.”

Slow footsteps on the rattling stairs

without roused the young girl from her

reverie. She hurried to the door, took

off the cloak of the “ Dragon-fly,” who

was just coming in, and relieved her of

the basket which she held in her hand.

She hung the mantle carefully on a nail,

pushed the old chair which had belonged

to the shoemaker up for her aunt, and

then took the afternoon coffee from the

stove.

The “ Dragon-fly” observed the girl’s

industry well pleased, but a certain an

noyed, dissatisfied expression about her

mouth was nevertheless very apparent.

Therefore, after carefully changing the

black biirger-cap for a bright-colored

cotton house-cap, she began:

“ Listen, Lenchen: I met Frau

Schmidt just now. She wanted to give

me ten groschen, because you positively

refused to take them, she says. You

know, my daughter, the Bible says,

’Deal thy bread to the hungry.’ My

dear father used to say that often enough

to me, though it never once happened

that others carried out the command

ment toward us, and we often were act

ually in want. But that made no differ

ence, for all my life I have tried to obey

the Holy Book as far as I could. But

there must be some limit to everything.

You worked steadily for a whole day on

those funeral-verses for Frau Schmidt’s

child ; you painted just as beautiful roses

and ornaments on them as you do for

much richer people; and now you

won’t even take money that you earned

hardly enough. Ten groschen is a good

deal to us, Lenchen, and Frau Schmidt’s

child would have been just as happy if

she had placed a bunch of box upon its

 

coffin, instead of texts and flowers—

painted on white silk, too.”

“ Aunt, you don’t mean what you are

saying,” replied the girl, and her fea

tures, animated at first by a soft gentle

ness, assumed a stern expression.

“Look at me a moment, aunt. Don’t

you remember how Frau Schmidt

wrung her hands and wept and moaned

despairingly when the good God took

the little child, the light of her eyes, her

whole happiness, to himself? Don’t

you think that when we must bury what

we love out of our sight—for the time

at least—there is some slight comfort,

some melancholy satisfaction, in loading

it with the highest outward honors that

we can give, with every visible token of

our affection? And does not the poor

mother feel this as well as the rich one ?

Don’t be angry, aunt: I could not take

money on which the poor woman’s tears

had fallen.”

“ There you talk like a book again,

and such folks as we are can’t answer

you. But, Lenchen, if you always do

this way, you will never earn anything.”

“ Don’t trouble yourself, aunt,” replied

Lenchen with a trace of bitterness. “ You

know very well that I have been paid for

many funeral-verses already without feel

ing the slightest compunction at receiv

ing the money. You didn’t accept Frau

Schmidt’s offer, aunt, I hope ?”

“Why, if you wouldn’t take it, of

course I couldn’t. But I was angry

about it, and so I said to Jacob, who

came up just then. But he’s not a bit

better than you. ’Lenchen is right,’

said he, and left me standing there.”

The “Dragon-fly’s” eye fell upon the

manuscript which now was lying on the

table.

“ Vi/‘hat have you there?” she asked.

“ Some of Uncle Leberecht’s poetry,”

replied the girl. “ It was in a book on

the very top of the bookcase. I had

never examined it before, but to-day,

when I was cleaning out the case, it

tumbled down and the manuscript fell

out.”

“ Yes,” said the old woman with an

expression of deep emotion, “ they are

some beautiful song-verses: I expect
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Leberecht copied them from some of his

books. He often asked me, during his

illness, to lay this book on his bed, and

just the day before he died placed it with

his own hand in that large volume where

you found it.”

“Aunt Suschen, was Uncle Leberecht

ever in love?” asked Magdalena, sud

denly.

The “Dragon-fly,” who, in spite of

her emotion, was just raising a piece of

bread to her lips, stopped midway, as

much surprised as if she had been asked,

“ Was the earth blue and the sky green ?”

“What foolish questions you ask!”

said she, finally. “Leberecht—the quiet,

grave Leberecht, who never looked to

the right nor to the left, but trod his

path purely and sedately! No!”

“ But that’s no reason why he should

not have been in love!”

“ With whom? It is true there were

pretty girls enough, and the women’s

benches were almost ready to break

down whenever he preached; but he

never paid any attention to them. He

never visited any one, but always stayed

at home, except two or three times a

week, when he went to the worshipful

Herr Btirgermeister Werner’s, where he

gave the young man lessons.”

“ Had the Herr Biirgermeister any

daughters ?”

“Yes—one. Why, you wouldn’t be

so foolish as to think that Leberecht

was in love with Friederika, the proud

est maiden in the whole town? No,

no! Leberecht never did that. t Even

when he became a clergyman he was

only a shoemaker’s son for all, and he

never forgot it. But he had a hard

time, for all the Werner blood were

very proud and haughty. Well, well!

They were rich and aristocratic enough

to be proud. Dear life! they are said

to have lived high in that house. Often

on Saturday afternoons the servant-man

would come and invite the ’Herr Candi

date to a plate of soup on Sunday.’

Leberecht always went, and always took

his violin with him. I think he must

have played well: I don’t know much

about such things. After dinner they

would ask him to play, and Friederika

 sang. But he had a good deal of trouble

there, for the youth to whom he taught

Latin gave him enough to do: he was a

naughty, worthless lad, but he grew up

into a distinguished man, and became

Biirgermeister.”

“ Was Friederika handsome ?”

“ Was she handsome? I should think

so! You have seen her often: she is

old Frau Riithin Bauer. It is true her

beauty is almost gone now. Her face

is as wrinkled as mine—’ A pretty young

girl, an ugly old woman,’ says the pro

verb — but formerly ! formerly ! I saw

her as she was going to her wedding,

and I shall never forget it. She had on

a dress of stiff silk, as blue as the sky,

and with a tremendously long train, that

rustled so! Her hair was dressed very

high, and was all ornamented with roses

fresh from the stem, just as they grew

in the garden. Ah! I remember it was

the day before Leberecht died! I wanted

to give him a little pleasure; so I seated

myself by his bed and told him all about

the wedding; and about Werner’s Friede

rika, whom he knew so well; and how

proud and happy she looked ; and what

a handsome man the bridegroom was.

He looked at me with an expression I

remember to this day: then he buried

his head in the pillow, and the next day

he died. I have always believed he was

thinking of how much trouble her good

for-naught brother had caused him.”

Magdalena gazed, deeply touched, at

the old woman as she recounted. so

calmly and unsuspiciously, how she had

given the death-blow to her dearly be

loved brother. During the narration

the “Dragon-fly” placed her spectacles

on her nose, and slipping a much-dam

aged stocking upon her hand, attacked

it valiantly with needle and thread.

“ Friederika Werner married the Riith

Bauer”—the “ Dragon-fly” proceeded

with her narrative—“ and there was

such a talk made about the bridegroom

that no king or emperor could have

caused more excitement. But pride

comes before a fall, and one shouldn’t

call till they’re out of the wood. The

Herr Riith couldn’t keep money: it

burnt holes in his pocket. So when he
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died he left nothing, and the mice

frolicked in Friederika’s great money

chests. And then came a new misfor

tune: her daughter died at the birth of

her first child, and her son-in-law fled

the country in consequence of some

wicked things that he had done. Then

I pitied her, but misfortune has not

made her softer. She holds herself as

stiff and straight as ever, and even in

her mourning she looked precisely the

same.”

“I used to know her granddaughter,

Antonie, when I went to school,” said

Magdalena, with a hard look about her

mouth. “ She always sat in her place

so stiffiy laced up in her spotless clothes !

Her yellow hair was smoothed so gloss

ily over her temples that it shone like

a looking-glass; and she affected so

much superiority that the other children

looked up to her in positive awe. I

hated her, for she always informed the

teacher of the smallest misdemeanor that

was committed in the school, and smiled

so contentedly when really severe pun

ishments were decreed. It made me

furious when she was held up to us as a

pattern of a well-behaved child.”

“ Yes, Lenchen, that’s the way of the

world. In my time it was just the same

—the Rtith’s daughter was always the

best and the cleverest. There must be

something in the title that causes it.

Believe me, if the Frau Riithin hasn’t

made her young nephew Herr Werner—”

A knock at the door interrupted her,

and she would much sooner have ex

pected the sky to fall than to see what

she now saw. The very man whose

name was just on her lips entered the

little room, bending under the low door,

and after a pleasant greeting requested

the key of the church, which he was in

formed that Jungfer I-lartmann had in

charge. The “Dragon-fly” courtesied

and snatched off her glass eyes. The

girl did not cry out this time, as she had

done a few days before on the tower,

and made no movement to quit the room:

slowly the slender figure rose from the

chair—it almost seemed as though she

grew to the very sight. Her face had

become snow-white, even to the close

 
shut lips, but an angry light gleamed in

her eyes, which were fixed on the young

man.

While the “ Dragon-fly” hurried into

the next room to seek the desired key,

Werner approached Magdalena. The

evening sunshine fell at this moment on

his handsome features : they seemed

carved in marble, so noble, firm, and yet

so calm and cold. He did not appear

to notice the maiden’s haughty manner,

but said, courteously,

“I caused you alarm not long since,

as it troubled me to see.”

' “I was dreaming of glory, and was

not prepared to see a human being.”

“ It is painful to be awakened so

rudely.”

“I have been accustomed to such

awakenings ever since lcan remember.’

“ So young and yet so bitter?”

“ So rich in experience, you mean.”

“No, no; I don’t mean that. I must

first learn in what this experience con

sists. Of your past life I know but

little.”

“ It is not in the least worth the trouble

to seek to know more.”

“ But what if I am willing to take that

trouble ?”

“ You would find that you have already

been talking with me much too long.”

‘* One might almost take your bitter

ness for rudeness, which shows me the

door.”

“ If you, perhaps, are aware that even

a poor unknown girl may possess know

ledge of propriety, I need not tell you

that such rudeness is not at this moment

to be thought of.”

Magdalena had placed her hand dur

ing the conversation on the framework

of the window. She stood half turned

away, and bent her head only proudly

toward the speaker.

To everything he said her reply was

instantaneously given: only her eye and

the sudden changes of color betrayed

her gitated thoughts and inward emo

tion; otherwise her face remained per

fectly calm.

The “Dragon-fly” had fluttered tim

idly about meanwhile, Casting from time

to time a shy glance at the visitor. Mag
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dalena’s bearing and curt answers dis

pleased her. Where in the world did

this young thing get the courage to treat

in such a brief, cold manner a young

gentleman so handsome and with such a

fine coat on? Of what passed between

them the unhappy old woman did not

hear a word. She only caught the

sounds of their voices, till suddenly the

momentous words, “ Show me the door,”

threw a light upon Lenchen’s unlucky

conduct.

Suschen left in haste the friendly

shadow of the stove, behind which she

had taken refuge, and said, with an at

tempt at sternness, which, however

proved a decided failure,

“ Why, Lenchen, what makes you so

rude to the gentleman?”

“ Don’t be uneasy, Jungfer Hartmann,”

said Werner, smiling composedly and

fixing his large blue eyes on Magdalena.

“ I’m a sort of treasure-seeker, and am

not so easily discouraged when there is

a hope of finding gold.”

“ Why, he talks more strangely even

than- Lenchen! ’A treasure-seeker,‘ he

said ! One who deals in the black art !”

Poor “Dragon-fly !” Her head swam,

and she drew quickly back into her re

treat, for her trial was not yet at an end.

“ If you seek gold ”—Magdalena took

the word, with an ironical glance at the

smoky ceiling and whitewashed walls of

the little room—“you must be convinced

by this time that your divining-rod has

directed you badly. But perhaps you

are not ignorant of the legend that this

convent has subterranean passages, in

which the Twelve Apostles in massive

silver are concealed, till some lucky dis

coverer brings them once more to the

light of day. lfl might advise you—”

“I thank you for your friendly hint.

However, as until now I have never

had the slightest hankering after buried

treasure, I will confine myself to that

apostle whose marvelous teachings give

new life—who in all ages wanders through

the world bearing good tidings with him,

and kindles instantly a glorious light in

human souls, which, till his coming,

languished in gloom.”

The “ Dragon-fly,” in her corner be

 
hind the stove, thought this a very im

pious speech, for the Twelve Apostles

(whose names every good Christian had

learned by heart in school) long ago had

left this world for a better, and signs

and wonders come_to pass no more. She

was prudent enough, however, to keep

her opinion to herself, and endeavored

to find consolation in her seclusion in

rubbing the thick coating of rust from

the old church-key—a restoration which,

later, on calm reflection, she bitterly re

pented of, as it cost her a brand-new

apron.

Magdalena gazed at the young man

as he spoke in his deep, well-toned voice.

A remarkable frankness and repose lay

on his brow, broad rather than high,

arched, firm and smooth as bronze. The

whole face bore the same impression,

and only a slight quiver of the finely-cut,

sensitive nostrils, and an occasional

trembling of the resolute mouth, now

and then betrayed unusual excitement

under the calm exterior. The strange

expression appeared as he was speak

ing; and Magdalena, who in spite of

all her endeavors, was utterly at a loss

to imagine the meaning of his last words,

found, as she supposed, the key to what

he had said in this look: it was sarcasm,

pure sarcasm. He spoke purposely in

this figurative style, to which she could

give no reply, so as to make her do

penance for the sharp, quick answers

which she had at first given. Her

Southern blood boiled. She turned

hastily and angrily away, and said, as

she tore off the impertinent little vine

branch which had crept in—

“ Your apostle seems very partial in

the distribution of his favors. At all

events, he has thus far passed our poor

old cloister by; and yet many a heavy

laden heart here has really need of a

little sunshine.” 0

Now a mischievous smile actually

did appear on the face of the young

man.

“Indeed! He has thus far always

passed by, you say?” he asked. “ Well,

I assure you that I hope with my whole

heart that he may enter here as soon as

possible.”
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He bent ,down at these words to gaze

in her face.

She rose quickly: her long tresses

became loosened and caught on the

window frame.

“ See what you have done to your

beautiful hair!” said Werner, releasing '

her.

A deep flush rose on Magdalena’s

face. She cast a glance sparkling with

anger at the young man, and was out of

the door in an instant. \Verner gazed

after her in amazement. But the “ Drag

on-fly” came from her corner and said,

shy and embarrassed as she held the

key out to him—

“ Don’t take it ill, Her’r Werner, that

Lenchen ran off in that way. But such

things as ’beautiful hair’ no one ever

ventures to say to her. She knows well

enough that from her very childhood she

has always been the poor, ugly ’Gypsy,"

and a raven can never change to a dove.

The neighbors cannot forget the golden

hair of my sainted sister—nor indeed

can I—and so it has happened that

Lenchen often hears them say how

different she is from her mother. She

cannot bear her jet black hair, and if a

lock of it happens to fall over her face, it

really quite frightens her. She don’t

look in the glass once in a year: we

haven’t one in the whole house. And

why should we? If I put on my Sun

day cap awry when I go to church,

Lenchen always pulls it straight for me.”

Werner smiled and took the key from

her hand. The “ Dragon-fly” accom

panied him to the head of the steps, and

courtesied till he disappeared in the dark

passage-way below. At the same mo

ment Magdalena entered the room. I-Ier

cheeks were glowing, and her features

were in excited motion. The “ Drag

on-fly” glanced sideways at her, timidly.

The girl seated hersélf at the window

and endeavored to resume her work, but

her usually firm hand trembled, and

thimble, work and scissors fell in all

directions down from the table. As she

bent to pick them up, murmuring some

thing about “ awkward,” the aunt said,

“ Let them alone, Lenchen : you can’t

do anything right just now. But what

 
made you so wild all at once? He

didn’t do anything to you.”

“ He mocked me !” cried the girl, with

an outburst of vehemence and tears

sparkling in'her glowing eyes. “He

derided me! Oh these heartless ones!

They enthrone themselves on their gold

chests, and look proudly and scornfully

down on those win, as they imagine,

drag on in the dust their miserable ex

istences. Because I must labor with

these hands to earn my daily bread,

for that reason I am worse than those

whom fortune lays in a golden cradle,

who gaze admiringly at their delicate

fingers, and think they have been given

to them only to complete their aristo

cratic bodies. Does the rich, lace

enveloped child weep or laugh differ

ently from the one in the rude cradle?

Do the dying eyes of the millionaire see

a different heaven from that which the

beggars see? I can gaze in reverence

at mighty Genius; I can bend admir

ingly before Virtue; I can honor Talent;

but never will I do homage to Mam

mon, who strives to plant his heavy

foot rudely upon the neck of each and

every one, and enters coldly and care

.lessly the warmest, softest spot in the

poor man’s heart. And therefore I will

defend myself to the last breath when

such a tyrant comes hither and strives

to insult me.”

After this passionate outbreak, Mag

dalena was silent for a moment. The

“ Dragon-fly,” who generally allowed all

that the girl said in such moments of

excitement to sound uncomprehended in

her ears (and indeed her words scarcely

seemed to be addressed to the old wo

man), had taken up her work, and im

proved this quiet moment by saying,

“ Yes, Lenchen, so it always happens

when one tries to reply boldly to aristo

cratic people. If you only had made

your courtesy humbly and prettily! So

it was' in my day, and nobody ever was

rude to me.”

“Aunt,” cried the girl, as though be

side herself, “if you have any love for

me, don’t say such things! Don’t you

know it wounds me deeply? What

provocation did I give the man? I re
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plied as I was forced to reply. Why did

he seek our poor dwelling? No gentle

man has ever before come in person to

get the key from you. He came to

gaze at our poverty, so as to describe it

more correctly. Only look in his face!

S0 must his aunt, the old Riithin Bauer,

have looked at his age. Features of

bronze and ice, from which the glowing

emotions of other hearts are dashed back

unfclt, uncomprehended !”

*- It may be as you say. I know noth

ing about it,” observed the “ Dragon-fly.”

“ But he’s a handsome man, for all that ;

and he’s very kind to old Jacob, too,”

she continued. “ The old man is half

out of his wits with delight over his new

lodge, and I promised him I would come

there this evening, and bring you with

me. He says he can’t rest until we

have seen all.”

Magdalena did not reply. She laid

Leberecht’s poems gently back in the

large book: as she shut the clasps some

hot tears fell on the old folio; and in

them lay the whole pent-up bitterness of

an aching heart.

[To BE corrmuan.]

PETER CRISP’S SPECTACLES.

ETER CRISP had something the

matter with his eyes: he needed

sp.ct:tcles to help him to see. But this

was no uncommon misfortune; hundreds

of people, who do ten good hours’ work

every day of their lives, use glasses and

cannot get along without them. No;

the chief trouble in Peter’s case was not

in wanting glasses: it was in the par

ticular sort of glasses that he used. He

had several pairs, which he always kept

on hand, nobody knew exactly where:.

they seemed to be hidden somewhere

about the head of his bed, for he often

got them on before he was up in the

morning.

One pair was what I should call

smoked glasses, such as persons use in

looking at the sun: they do very well

for that purpose, preventing the bright

rays from hurting the eyes. But Peter

did not put them on to look at the sun

with: he looked at everything through

them. And.as this made everything

look dark and ugly, he was made to feel

accordingly.

“I could iron these collars better my

self!” he exclaimed one morning as he

was dressing, after getting up with those

glasses on. And a few minutes later,

“Not a pin in the cushion as usual ;”

V01. IV.-—x5

 and presently again, “ Who 1zas taken

my comb and brush?”

Had any of the children chanced to

come into the room about that time, it

would have been worse for them.

When he sat down to breakfast there

was a deep wrinkle between his eyes,

caused by the weight of the glasses upon

his brow.

“ That Polly Ann never did make a

good cup of coffee in her life,” he re

marked. “ My dear,” turning to his

wife, “I do wish you would take the

trouble to go down once—just once,

only once—and show her how.”

Mrs. Crisp ventured to say in a low

voice that she went down every morn

ing. Peter had no reply to make to

this, but he puckered his lips as if he

had been taking quinine, frowned yet

more severely and pushed the cup away

from him.

After this cheerful breakfast he put

on his hat to go to the store, but turned

back from the front door and came to

the foot of the stairs, where he stood

calling out in a loud voice that he really

felt ashamed of the black around the

door-knob and bell-handle. ln the street,

a few moments afterward, a gentleman

joined him, to whom he was as pleasant
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as possible. But when he got into the

counting-room, it was plain he had the

smoked glasses on still. Not one per

son about the concern worked as he

should do, he said—n0ne of them were

worth a cent. It used to be different

when he was a boy. Then he went out

with a look of general disgust. As soon

as he was gone the bookkeeper was

cross to the clerk, and the clerk scolded

the boy, and the boy went out and

abused the porter.

A few mornings after that, Peter had

on what might be called his blue glasses.

He was in a milder frame, but low in

spirits. He was sorry to see the cham

ber carpet wearing out, for he did not

know where another would come from.

At breakfast he watched all the children

taking butter, and took scarcely any

himself. He begged Mrs. Crisp to put

less sugar in his coffee. The frown was

gone from his face, but a most dejected

look had come in its place. Spying a

hole in the toe of his boy’s shoe, he took

a long breath, and hearing that the dress

maker was engaged a day next week for

his daughters, he sighed aloud. Walking

down the street, he looked as if he had

lost a near relative, and at the store all

day he felt like one on the eve ofbreaking.

He had one more pair of glasses, the

color of which could never be distinctly

made out: they seemed more of a mud

color than anything else. He did not

wear them so often as either of the

others, but when he did they had a very

singular effect. It was thought by many

that they befogged him, rather than

helped him see; for after putting them

on of a morning he would get up and

dress hardly speaking a word. At break

fast he would say nothing, and not seem

to want anybody else to; consequently

the whole family would sit and munch in

silence; then he would rise from the

table and walk out of the front door as

if he was dumb; and although it was a

relief when he had gone and made mat

ters something better, still a chilling in

fluence remained behind him the whole

morning.

Peter had been wearing these glasses

a good many years, when it occurred to

 

him one day that things never looked

very cheerful in his eyes, that he was

never very happy, and that perhaps his

spectacles had something to do with it.

“I wish I could get another and a

better pair,” said he. Then he remem

bered that his neighbor, Samuel Sea

bright, had to wear glasses also, but he

always appeared to see well and to have

a pleasant face on. Meeting him the

next morning, he said,

“ Neighbor, if it is not making too

free, may I ask where you get your

spectacles ?”

“ Certainly,” replied Samuel. “I am

glad to tell you. They are good ones,

and I wish every man with poor eyes

had a pair like them.”

“I would be willing to pay a good

price for a pair,” said Peter.

“ That is not needful,” replied Samuel:

“ they are the cheapest glasses you can

get.”

“ Pray tell me where I can find them,”

said Peter.

“I got mine,” said Samuel, “ by the

help of a certain Physician whose house

you pass every day: and if you are truly

anxious to get them, I know he will tell

you how you can get a pair for the

asking.”

“I don’t want them in charity,” re

plied Peter.

“ Then you cannot have them,” said

Samuel.

“Well,” replied Peter, in a humbler

voice, “I’ll take them for nothing, or I’ll

pay a big price for them, for I want them

above all things.”

“Ah,” said Samuel, “ that sounds

more like getting them. You go to him

and tell him how you feel, and he will

attend to your case.”

Then Peter did as he was told. The

Doctor looked at his eyes, and said that

the disease in them was one which kept

him from seeing the good in things about

him: all he could see was the evil.

“ And those glasses you have been

wearing,” he continued, “ have only made

them worse, till there is a danger of your

getting beyond cure.”

“ And is there no hope for me ?”

asked Peter.
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“ Oh yes,” replied the Doctor, “if you

will follow the directions.”

“I will do so,” said Peter.

“ In the first place, then,” he con

tinued, “ you must wear those glasses no

more. Throw them away or put them

in the fire, so that you will never see

them again.”

“I promise to do so,” replied Peter.

“ In the next place, when you are

given a new pair,” continued the Doctor,

“ you must always walk in the way which

they show you to be right.”

“I will try not to depart from it,” said

Peter.

At this there came an invisible hand

that took ofl’ his old smoked glasses and

put on new ones, made of pure crystal,

which let the light through just as it

came down from the sky. But oh

what a change they made to Peter ! He

went home, and as soon as he entered

the door his house seemed like another

place to him: it seemed filled with

blessings.

“ Is it possible,” he exclaimed, “ that

those glasses have kept me from seeing

all these before ?”

The next morning when he got up he

told his wife what had befallen him and

how he felt in consequence.

“ But,” said she, with a loving smile,

“how about those badly-ironed collars

and the pins and the weak coffee ?”

“Oh,” he cried, “ how could I ever

let such trifles trouble me?”

' “ And then,” she continued, “ here is

the carpet wearing out, and the boys’

shoes and the girls’ dresses.”

“ As for them,” he said, “ we will

hope to get more when they are gone.

But even if we should not have half our

present comforts and indulgences, with

you, my dearest, and our precious chil

dren, about me, I trust I may feel too

rich ever again to utter one complaining

word.”

So the sunshine came into Peter

Crisp’s house, and he and all his family

led a happier life because of his new

glasses, which were a thankful heart.

SOLOMON Sonnasme.

THE OLD STORY.

“ HE sails are set and the breeze is up,

And the prow is turned for a northern sea:

Kiss my cheek and vow me a vow

That you will ever be true to me!”

“I kiss your cheek, and I kiss your lips:

Never a change this heart shall know,

Whatever betide—come life, come death—

Darling, darling, I love you so !”

Oh, but the northern nights are keen!

The sailor clings to the frozen shrouds:

A kiss burns hot through his dreams of home,

And his heart goes south with the flying clouds.

The maiden laughs by the garden gate—

Dreams of love are the soonest o'erl

Kisses fall on her lips and hair,

And the world goes on as it went before.

CHARLES E. HURD.
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OUR MONTHLY GOSSIP.

THE new administration is redeeming

its promises of retrenchment in ex

penditure and of reform in the collection

of the revenue. The doubt which ex

isted in the minds of many, whether the

corruption of the internal revenue sys

tem, especially, had not proceeded too

far to allow of any other remedy than

excision, must give way to the demon

strations of figures. The prompt and

rapid increase of receipts from all sources

is a guarantee that the last two years

are to remain a miserable and shameful

fact by themselves.

It is well that it should be so. An

other such two years might have sunk

the vice of official corruption too deeply

into the constitution of the public body

for any peaceful remedy. There has,

indeed, been reason to fear that the

country was approaching the condition

where legal penalties and executive vigi

lance are helpless to prevent fraud and

peculation, and that the President-of the

United States might become as impotent

as formerly was the Czar of all the Rus

sias, to bring the proceeds of a tax into

the Treasury, secure the honest per

formance of a contract to victual a ship

of-war, or devise bonds and conditions

effectual for the execution of any public

trust. We seemed in the way to illus

trate the melancholy lesson of Rome

in her last days, and of Russia in the

Crimean war—that nothing is so help

less as corrupt strength. The increase

in the Treasury receipts is a matter

of gratulation therefore, not because the

Treasury balance is at present of great

consequence, but as indicating that the

floods of corruption are at last fairly

stayed.

The receipts from the internal revenue

have not yet been announced for the

first complete fiscal quarter of the new

administration, but enough is known to

establish the fact of a growth of con

scientiousness in the breasts of revenue

 

officials all over the country. The re

ceipts for March, from identical sources

of revenue, amounted to eleven millions,

against seven and a half in the corre

sponding period of 1868; in April the

receipts rose to eleven millions, against

nine and a half from the same sources

last year; while in May the receipts

amounted to twenty millions, against

sixteen in 1868. So unexpectedly full

have been the collections in every quarter

that, notwithstanding the general dis

couragement of business and the exten

sive reduction of inland taxes, the in

ternal revenue—which in the first six

months of the financial year exhibited a

loss of a million—is now reasonably cer

tain to have exceeded the estimates by

thirteen millions of dollars. The greatest

improvement has naturally been in the

article of spirits. ln April of 1868, only

$1,555,843 65 was received on this ac

count: in 1869 the receipts reached

$4.45t,634 52. A portion of this im

provement, however, must be attributed

to the necessity of withdrawing spirits in

bond. For the fiscal year (ended July

I) 1868 the total collections on spirits

were but little in excess of eighteen mil

lions. For 1869, they will reach forty

millions, the tax on distilled spirits, at

only fifty cents a gallon, yielding largely

in excess of thirty millions, while the

two-dollar tax in 1868 yielded less than

thirteen and a half. This astonishing

result—more than twice as much reve

nue produced by a duty fixed at only a

fourth of the former rate—is the measure

of the improvement in the character of

the revenue service from the change in

administration, conjointly with the wise

and salutary reduction of the whisky-tax

within limits which allow of collection.

It will be strange if a continuance of

this efficiency in the collection of the

revenue does not soon place United

States bonds at par in gold.

Representing no party but that of the
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country, we are happy thus to be able to

give praise where praise is due. At the

same time, the Administration ought to

know that the people have not seen

without regret several instances of hon

est and capable men turned out of office

for political reasons only. In the civil

service of the United States party claims

should have no more weight than in the

military and naval service; and perfect

efficiency will not be attained until per

manence in office is the rule instead of

the exception.

The deaths of Dr. Dunglison and Dr.

Rush have been but recently recorded

in these pages, and this month we have

to mention that of Dr. Charles D. Meigs,

a fellow-professor with Dunglison in Jef

ferson College—a highly-accomplished

gentleman and a popular physician,

whose writings are well known the

world over. Doctor Meigs leaves many

sincere and attached friends: his amia

bility was truly remarkable. and his learn

ing, both in and out of his profession,

may be said to have been profound. In

medical knowledge and an acquaintance

with the writings of the fathers of medi

cine, which he read in the original lan

guages with the same ease as the mass

of his patients read the news of the day,

Dr. Meigs stood on a pedestal not usu

ally reached. The writer of this too im

perfect notice experienced the Doctor’s

unbounded kindness in Paris, where he

paid three visits each day to an almost

attic apartment, and in a warm season,

to relieve an alarming fever and save

life: the patient improved and the Doc

tor carried him to a meeting of the

French Institute, then presided over by

Arago: here Dr. Meigs read a paper on

an abstruse and scientific subject, that

astonished the members by its research

and learning. Arago said on that occa

sion that no foreigner he had ever met

spoke the French language with such

purity; and this was not a mere compli

ment, as it was simultaneously repeated

all round the room. Beyond doubt, a

memoir of Dr. Meigs will issue from the

Philosophical Society. We can only

give our recognition and remembrance

 

of his many virtues and his peculiar

sweetness of temper: there are hundreds

living who are in debt to him for acts of

kindness who will read our brief but sor

rowing record of the death of a good

man, a conscientious physician, the friend

and benefactor of his race.

T/ze 1Vineteentl Cenlury is the sug

gestive title of a new monthly magazine

published in Charleston. The mere fact

of such an enterprise being started is a

cheering sign of the reviving fortunes

and spirit of the South, but in the

healthy, good-natured tone which per

vades the magazine we find a happy

augury for that cordial understanding

between the two sections of our common

country which is the great want of the

time. A paper entitled “ The North in

the South” invites immigration, and

points out the “ signs of amity, cordiality

and co-operation” which are beginning

to appear on all sides, while the editor’s

remarks are in a cheerful and hopeful

vein. We defy anybody, no matter what

his politics, to keep from laughing at the

woodcuts entitled “Sooty-graphs from

the South Carolina Legislature.” They

comprise portraits of the “ Rev. and Hon.

Plenty Small (by trade a blacksmith—

once worth about twelve hundred dol

lars, but ruined by the war—a candidate

for the Chair of Natural History in the

South Carolina University); Hon.

Scipio Scraggs (formerly owned in

Charleston, heavy on finance, and very

logical, but spoiled in the making);

Hon. Tony Johnson (invaluable about a

stable—youthful and patriotic, but very

indiscreet); Julius Caesar Sumner (late

a respectable Boston barber); Hon.

Sancho Brown (late an Edisto field

hand); Hon. Fortune Flanders (very

vehement and ungrammatical); Hon.

January Jones who stands on the dig

nity of his 0 cc); Rev. and Hon.

Peter Bills (an old-fashioned plantation

preacher) and the Hon. Cudjo Hard

sens (an old-time darkey, sensible, but

slightly weak in the knees; another la

mentable ruin).” The following is the

speech of the last-named gentleman:

“It stan’ for tru dat de bottom rail
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am on de top now, but when de smash

kum, who gwine tek kare o’ we?

“Whar’s de cullud man gwine ef de

white folks enty fren’? Das’ de queshun

we natib ob de State hab for konsider.

De emygrashun am kummin in fas, an

de cullud popylashun am dyin’, an’ dyin’,

an’ dyin’, an’ tendin’ funeral. In flvo or

tree yeer de peeple dat own de lan’ will

mek de law, an’ dem dat now hole de

joocy orfices, an’ snap de party whips

roun’ de leg ob we pore members ob dis

House, an’ pull de wool ober our eye,

will be trablin’ back to de Norf wid dar

pockits stuff full ob State bon’s and

greenback. Wha’ kum ob we den? I

like to ax dat.

“I enty ben born in de wood to be

skere by no owl, but I tink I see de

writin’ on de wall ; an’ ef he be troo, de

dooty ob ebery Souf Ca’lina gem’lum

on dis flo’ am to stan from ondur.”

We would respectfully suggest to the

editor a little revision of accepted con

tributions before they are given out to the

printer. Young writers are sometimes

grateful for it, and old ones always.

. . . Some most extraordinary revela

tions are made in St. Clair’s recently

published Residence in Bulgaria re

specting the demoralization of the Greek

clergy in Turkey. On one occasion

“the conversation turned upon Papasses

and religion, and N was much as

tonished to learn that the clergy of Eu

rope are not in the habit of lending out

money to their flocks at sixty per cent.

interest. . . . tl-low fortunate you are,’

concluded he, as he drank off his yag/zlz‘

wine, ’ to have priests who don’t walk ofl'

with your last fowl !”’ Padre D ,

“a most excellent man and true Christian,

whose life is spent in deeds of self-abne

gation and charity,” said to the author:

“I have lived many years in the East,

and I assure you that I have seen the

Christian name so uniformly profaned by

its professors that when I hear any one

in the street say of me, ’That is a Chris

tian,’ old man and Cappucino monk as I

am, I feel inclined to go up and hit him

with my stick.”

There is a Turkish and Bulgarian

tradition that when religions were given

 

 

 
out to the different nations of the earth,

the recipients cut their several creeds

upon stone, engraved them upon wood

or metal, or printed them in books (the

Franks, for instance): the Gypsies, how

ever, wrote their canons upon the leaves

of a cabbage, which was shortly after

ward seen and eaten by a Turkish

donkey: this is the reason that the

Chinguinés have neither religion nor

God of their own.

. . . Although in its later volumes

some important papers are purposely

omitted, the publication of the Corra

sfmndn/lce de Na/>aleon 1., of which the

twenty-sixth volume has just been issued

by the French government, is of great

historical importance. The new volume

relates to the campaign of Moscow. The

Emperor in his advance rested from the

28th of July to the 13th of August at

Vitebsk. On the 7th of August, Menc

val,. the Emperor’s secretary, writes to

Barbier, the Imperial Librarian, at Paris,

as follows: “ The Emperor would like

to have some amusing books. If there

are any good new novels, or older ones

that he is not acquainted with, or pleas

ant memoirs, you would do well to send

them, for we have some leisure moments

here that it is not easy to fill up.” On

the retreat from Moscow the most strik

ing feature of the great captain’s letters

is his firmness under misfortune. Six

days after the awful passage of the Bere

zina he writes-to Bassano, Minister of

Foreign Affairs at Vilna: “We are

horribly fatigued and very hungry. Pro

vide bread, meat and brandy against we

meet. I have one hundred thousand

men scattered about looking for some

thing to eat, who are no longer with

their colors : this makes us run shocking

risks. Only. my Old Guard is united,

but famine is gaining there also. Talk

5heerful/y (ayez bon langage) : don‘t let

anything leak out. Ta/z n'ays of rejmse

and Ifilemfy cf jfirovis/ons will rT!l0r'€

subordination.” Such is the stuff of

which heroes are made.

- . . . lnarecently-published pamphlet,

entitled An Account If the Suferrhgzs

of Friend: r?' /Vortl2 Carolina Yarn'1y

Meeting in Support of their Teslimony
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againsl I/Var, from I861 lo 1865, it is

stated that “among all those who stead

ily refused to bear arms, and of whom

many were imprisoned, not one suffered

a violent death.”

. . . Mr. Froude, the historian, has

recently become the editor of Fraserir

/llagazine, very m’uch to the benefit of

that periodical, which has had some

striking papers in it within the past

year.

. . . An Egyptian novel of the date

of the Exodus having been translated

from the original hieroglyphics into Ger

man by Dr. Brugsch, and published in

1864, an English version of the latter,

by Mr. J. P. Lesley, was recently read be

fore the American Philosophical Society.

The resemblance of one of the incidents

to the temptation of Joseph, as given in

the Pentateuch, will strike every mind.

In the one, however, we have the story

of the amours of a court told by the

great lawgiver to the Hebrew people—in

the other the tale of a peasant’s love,

written by a scribe named Annana for

the amusement or instruction of the

young prince Seti Menephta. son of

Sesostris. Mr. Lesley is of opinion that

the love-story as now recovered is used

to convey priestly traditions, such as that

of the introduction of sun-worship from

Syria into Egypt. -

. . . In the Epicure’s Year Baak for

1869 there is a dialogue worth quoting:

Hast. Taste this sherry, sir, mag

nificentl Bought it at the sale of Bish

°p

Guest (having tasted). Colenso, I

presume.

. . . Prof. Huxley, in a recent paper

in /l{ac/nil!an’s /llagazine, is hard on

merely literary men: “ There is, per

haps. no sight in the whole world more

saddening and more revolting than is

offered by men sunk in ignorance of

everything but what other men have

written; seemingly devoid of moral be

lief or guidance, but with the sense of

beauty so keen, and the power of ex

pression so cultivated, that their sensual

caterwauling may be almost mistaken

for the music of the spheres.” “Sen

sual caterwauling” is good. The Pro

 
fessor is obviously thinking of , and

, and

. . . In a recent number of the New

York Worldoccurs the following: “ Bish

op Odenheimer has caused to be denied

the story that he refused to impose his

episcopal hands upon false hair.” If the

story is untrue, one may still allow that

it is but trm/ato; for we know that the

bishops ofthe early Church were likewise

puzzled by the chignons and waterfalls of

the ladies of Rome. Mr. Leckey, in his

new work, Y7ze Hz':lory of European

/llorals, tells us that “Clement of Alex

andria questioned whether the validity of

certain ecclesiastical ceremonies might

not be affected by wigs; for, he asked,

when the priest is placing his hand on

the head of the person who kneels before

him, if that hand is resting upon false

hair, who is it he is really blessing?

Tertullian shuddered at the thought that

Christians might have the hair of those

who were in hell upon their heads, and

he found in the tiers of false hair that

were in use a distinct rebellion against

the assertion that no one can add to his

stature; and in the custom of dyeing

the hair, a contravention of the declara

tion that man cannot niake one hair

white or black.” -

. . . In a copy, now lying before us, of

the well-known Revolutionary pamphlet

entitled A Candid Eaw///inalion of the

z1/1ulual Claims of Great Britain and

the Calonies, published in New York in

1775, there occurs the following curious

note in the handwriting of Tench Tilgh

man : “ Mr. G y [Galloway] has

said that the delegates from Virginia

and Massachusetts [to the Continental

Congress] talked of reviving their old

charters and dividing the continent be

tween them.” The Middle States had

then, as they have now, something to

say about the ambitious projects enter

tained by the extremists.

 

 

Some fifteen years ago, in the days

before the demi-momie became a power

in the world of fashion—in those good old

times when it was not considered seemly

for a modest woman to make the dress,

the manners and the personal charms of
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the Anonymas and the Cora Pearls of

the day the subjects of her conversation

—there flourished in London a beautiful

woman of the lorette species who was

known by the name, real or assumed,

of Laura Bell. This creature contrived

to secure a box at the Royal Italian

Opera directly opposite to that occupied

by the Queen, and whatever toilette Vic

toria might wear on Opera nights, Miss

Bell was sure to appear in a fac-simile

of it the next evening. This adroit

species of annoyance was kept up dur

ing the entire season, and it is said so

great was Her l\‘lajesty’s vexation that

she consulted her lawyers to know if

legal measures could not be taken to put

a stop to the lorette’s exasperating and

insolent conduct. Her legal advisers in

formed her, however, that Miss Bell had

a perfect right to take whatever box she

pleased at the Opera, and to wear any

decent costume that suited her therein.

English law was powerless in that in

stance to protect the English sover

eign against annoyance. But while one

fully sympathizes with the outraged feel

ings of the indignant Queen, one feels

that the crime must have brought its

own punishmeht, as Victoria, though the

best queen, was not exactly the best

dressed woman in Europe before she

subsided into an eternity of crape and

bombazine.

. . . One of our prominent German

citizens was one day reproached by an

ardent fellow-Teuton with having forgot

ten his native country in his love for his

adopted one. The answer was a noble

one : “Germany is the land of my birth

—my mother—and as such I revere her

and hold her in grateful remembrance;

but America is the land of my manhood’s

love and choice—my wifa—and my first

duty, my fondest affections, I therefore

owe to her.”

. . . In some of the more thinly

settled and primitive portions of our

country there still exist churches where

the clergyman reads out two lines of a

hymn at a time for the choir to sing;

which being sung, he proceeds to read

two more, and so on until the hymn is

finished. This is called “deaconing out”

 
the hymn. In one of these churches

the pastor, one Sunday, rose to give out

the hymn, but finding that he had for

gotten his glasses, he remarked, “ My

eyes are dim—I cannot see: I’ve left

my specs at home.” Greatly to his

astonishment the choir at once went to

work and sung his remark. When they

paused, he said, “I did not mean that

you should sing the words I spoke just

now.” The choir struck up again and

sung that. Whereupon the irate old

man closed the hymn-book with a bang

and sat down, the services that day hav

ing been opened with a very short and

rather peculiar hymn.

. . . A lively Philadelphia belle was

one day describing to a witty gentleman

the exhaustion endured by herself and

family after a long series of balls. “ My

sister called to see me one afternoon,”

she said, “ and fell asleep on the sofa,

whereupon I retired with a book to my

own room and there fell asleep also.”

“ That is the only instance l ever heard

of, Miss L.,” remarked her hearer,

“ wherein your room was better than

your company.”

. . . The Abbé Correa used to say

he liked bad children the best, because

they had to be sent away. Mr. S. was

an eccentric old gentleman. who formerly

lived in Philadelphia. The infirmities

attendant on old age made it a matter of

difficulty for him to turn rapidly, so as

to look at objects behind him. Besides,

he considered children a nuisance. “ Oh,

Mr. S.,” said a lady, who came running

after him in the street one day, “ do look

at my baby! Is it not a dear little

thing?” Mr. S. turned slowly and pain

fully round, scowled at the baby a while

—it was very young, very small, and

looked as much like a dish of sweet

breads as anything else—then informed

the happy mother, as he went on his

way, with a parting grunt, “Humph,

madam ! I suppase it is nat any nastier

than other babies ./”

. . . If young gentlemen of middle

age who have to dye their whiskers will

consult Byron, Plautus and Menander,

they will find, to their consolation, that

“ whom the gods love dye young.”
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. . . There was an old Scotch gentle

man who was very exemplary in his ob

servance of religious duties, and made it

a constant practice to read a portion of

the Scripture every morning and evening

before addressing the Throne of grace.

It happened one morning that he was

reading the chapter which gives an ac

count of Samson’s catching three hun

dred foxes, when the old lady, his wife,

interrupted him by saying, “John, I’m

sure that canna’ be true, for our Isaac

was as good a fox-hunter as there ever

was in the country, and he never caught

but about twanty.” “ Hoot! Janet,”

replied the old gentleman; “ ye mauna’

always tak’ the Scripture just as it reads.

Perhaps in the three hundred, there

might ha’ been ' aughteen, or maybe

twanty, that were raal foxes: the rest

were all skunks and woodchucks.”

. . . After Stonewall Jackson’s death

at Chancellorsville, a story became cur

rent among the Confederate legions

which the soldiers loved to repeat over the

fires of their bivouac—that, on account

of his extreme piety, when their famous

chieftain fell a detachment of angels left

the heavenly gates to visit the battle

field and escort the hero’s soul to heaven.

The celestial squadron searched the

corse-strewn plain, but without effect.

He whom they sought could not be

found, and they returned mournfully to

heaven to report their want of success.

But I0 l behold! on arriving they found

the spirit of the immortal warrior there

already. SlonewalI .‘7aokron had /na/ie

a flan/e march, and got lo lmat/cu before

them./

. . . Once upon a time, down in ole

Virginny, there flourished a veteran

Ethiopian, who was known far and wide

by the high-sounding cognomen of

“Uncle Caesar Pomp.” Now, Uncle

Caesar Pomp was a preacher, something

of a sensation preacher, and popular

accordingly. On one occasion he under

took to give his hearers an account of

the creation of man, and a singular jum

ble of Genesis and the Indian legends

he made of it: “ You see, bred’ren,

when de Almighty fust make man, he

make him out of de dust of de earf—dat

 

is, out of mud, for it had been a rainin’

some now dat time, I ’spec. Yas, my

bred’ren, he make him out ob de mud

in de furro’, and den lay him on de top

rail ob de fence to dry in de sun.” Here

an eager little pickanniny in the audience _

jumped up and interrupted with the

trenchant query, “ Hallo, Uncle Caesar

Pomp, whar de wood cum from dat fence

made of?” Now, when Uncle Caasar

Pomp was “riled,” it is the painful duty

of this historian to record that he was

apt to make use of expressions hardly

consistent with his duty as a preacher

of the word. On this particular occa

sion he was not only riled, but sore

puzzled for a moment, but .he soon re

trieved himself. Fixing his keen old

eye on the delinquent, and emphasizing

every word with a shake of his long,

bony finger, he roared out: “ You _.__

sassy little nigga! In de last day, when

you’se a burnin’ up in de flames ob

eternal absolution, you won’t ask whar

de wood cum from {lat fire made of—

you won’t ./ 1Vo, sir-e-e-e-e./”

. . . The blunders of the telegraph in

press despatches over long lines, and

with inexperienced operators, are some

times fearful. One morning in the tele

graphic column of a Montgomery news

paper appeared the gratifying but startling

announcement from New York, “The

Devil is dead ;” and it was only some

days after that it was ascertained that

the item was meant by the sender to

chronicle the death of Mr. Devlin of

New York.

A valued correspondent sends the fol

lowing interesting paper:

I wonder if any of your readers have ever

seen a child's book with the following title?

-—“ Tbe Hzklory of tize floly .7csus, containing

a brief and plain account of his birth, life,

death, resurrection and ascension into heav

en; and his coming again at the great and

last day of Judgment. Being a pleasant and

profitable companion for children ; compos’d

on purpose for their use. By a lover of

their precious souls. Boston: printed by J.

Bushell and J. Green, 1749.” Though its

title is so long, the book itself is very small,

measuring about two and a half by three and

a half inches. It contains twenty-four leaves,
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is w1itten entirely in verse, and is illustrated I the left three women with books.

with sixteen woodcuts, almost all of which

are the size of the page. This edition is the

sixth, and I think that the first-known wood

cuts made in this country are contained in

this little volume, which, besides this claim

to attention, is of great value as illustrative

of the history of art here in America. The

woodcuts were evidently designed by the

artist who engraved them. One of them is

signed, in a square, at the left upper corner,

J. T., being doubtless the initials of James

Turner, who was an engraver on copper in

lioston in 1752, this being the date of an

edition of the Psalms, the notes for which

were engraved by him. The earliest known

engraving executed in America is a likeness

of Cotton Mather, engraved by Peter Pelham

on copper, and dated I727. I have been able

to find nowhere any mention of as early wood

engravings as these in this little volume.

Their execution is of the roughest kind. Op

posite the title is a portrait, intended prob

ably for that of the anonymous author. It

represents a man in the dress of the period,

with a wig curled in horizontal rows of curls,

engaged in writing. Then, backing the title,

is a full-page picture of Adam and Eve—Eve

taking the fruit with one hand from the ser

pent coiled about the tree, and with the other

offering an apple to Adam. The picture of

the wise men represents, on a black back

ground, any quantity of stars, a moon and a

comet, while in the foreground the wise men,

in the dress of the time, big wigs, great coats,

etc., are consulting the stars through a tele

scope supported on a regular stand, while

one of them is also looking through a spy

glass. The picture of Herod slaying the in

nocent children is the one which is signed.

It represents Herod, in the middle fore

ground, mounted on a black horse, in the

dress of an officer, with top boots, ruflled

shirt, a cap on his head, and a drawn sword

in his right hand. Under his horse’s feet

are the corpses of two children, and two guns

and a dagger. The distance is occupied by

two armies of children, one on the right

armed apparently with guns, and bearing

three British flags; the one on the left,

armed with pikes, some of them fleeing, while

the flags they carry have only stripes. The

illustration which, I presume, is intended to

represent Christ in the temple, depicts a New

England pulpit occupied by a parson, dressed

with his band and gown, and holding up an

open book in his left hand ; on the right are

three men standing with open books, and on

 

The lle

scriptions will serve to give an idea of the

singular na'ivete’ of design which all the illus

trations possess. The first verse of the in

troduction will serve to give an idea of the

rest :

“ The great eternal God, who made

The \Vorld and all therein,

Made Man also upright and just

And wholly free from Sin.”

The little book ends with the Child’s Body

of Divinity, which, as I have never seen it

elsewhere, I will copy a portion of. The first

letters make the alphabet:

“ Adam by’s Fall bro't Death on all.”

“ By his foul Sin we’ve ruiu’d been.”

“ Christ Jesus come to ransom some.”

“ Dare any say this ain’t the Way ?”

This little book, I know, is rare, for of all

those who are interested in our early history,

and whom I have consulted, no one has ever

seen or heard of it; yet I can hardly dare

hope that it is unique. The increasing in

tcrest, however, taken in our early literature,

from which, in reality, the best comprehen

sion and understanding of our early history

is to be gained, induces me to write you this

description of the little volume, which, next

to the Bay State Psalm-book, is the most in

teresting and instructive I have seen, in or

der to ask thus publicly whether any one

knows anything further about it—either of its

author, or the designer and engraver of its

woodcuts, which are as yet the earliest spe

cimens of this art known in this country?

E. H.

. . . Professor Coppée, in a note to

the editor, says: A friend has just sent

me the following, which I beg you to

publish as an addendum, and, doubtless,

an erratum, to my paper on “ Deriva

tives :” “In a Book about Lawyers, by

John Cordy Jeffreason, question is raised

about the antiquity of guineas and half

guineas as legal fees. It is asserted,

on the authority of Sergeant Manning,

that gold coins called ‘guianois d’or,’

issued from the ducal mint at Bordeaux,

by authority of the Plantagenet sover

eigns of Guienne, were, by the same au

thority, made current among their Eng

lish subjects; and it may be suggested

that those who have gone to the coast

of Africa for the origin of the modern
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guinea, need not have carried their re

searches beyond the Bay of Biscay.

Quere: Whether the Guinea Coast itself

may not owe its name to the ’guianais

d’or,’ for which it furnished the raw

material?”

. . . We are always glad to receive

contributions from our Southern friends.

Here is a neat translation from the

French of Maurice de Guérin, for which

we are indebted to a fair correspondent

in Mobile :

THE ROCK OF ONELLE.

Here in the aged rock the years have delved deep

These limpid hollows where the raindrops sleep;

And here at eve the vagrant bird returns

To plunge his eager beak in these pure urns.

Onelle, upon thy rock I sit and mourn

My early love, of its illusion shorn ;

And here my heavy heart cxpends its woe

In tears that gather in the font below.

O wandering doves that hither fly, beware

Th‘ alluring wave, for bitter tears are there !

E. \V. B.

MR. EDITOR: I write, from memory, a

Latin Hymn, or rather, prayer in verse, of

Mary Queen of Scots. It was composed in

prison, but at what date, or how it has been

LITERATURE

The Poetical Works of Charles G. Halpine

(Miles O’Reilly), consisting ofOdes, Poems,

Sonnets, Epics and Lyrical liffusions, which

have not heretofore been collected together.

\Vith a Biographical Sketch and Explana

tory Notes. Edited by Robert B. Roose

velt. New York : Harper & Brothers.

12mo. pp. 352.

\\"hen General Halpine died, the world

lost one of its most genial spirits. Fond of

society, and one of its most brilliant orna

ments, he was, nevertheless, a hard worker-—

a combination of rare occurrence, the temp

tations of the one generally preventing the

development of the other character. His

claims to remembrance by those who knew

him, by the present generation and by pos

terity, are various. As regards his numerous

friends and acquaintances, little need be said

as to the reasons they have for remembering

 

 

preserved, I do not know. The translation

I subjoin is almost literal, but cannot express

the ringing and tolling of the Latin rhymes

of the original. I should be very glad to be

informed of its history:

O Dominc Dens, speravi in te,

. 0 care mi Jesu l nunc libera me,

In dura catena,

In misera pmna,

Speravi in te.

Langnendo, gemendo et genuflectendo

Adorn, imploro ut liberes me.

O Lord God Almighty l

My hope is in Tlixe :

0 Jesus, thou dear One l

Now liberate me.

In the hard chain,

In misery and pain,

I have looked unto Thee—

Fainting and groaning,

Kneeling and moaning,

Adoring, imploring:

Oh now set me free !

MR. Eorroa: What is the meaning of this

proverb ?—

“ When the black ox has trodden on her

fOot.”—BURTON’S Am/tomy.

“ At last the black ox trod o’ my foot.“—

Emhuard 11ae, by CHAPMAN, Jotmson and

Mansrou. D.

OF THE DAY.

him: they are not likely to forget or disavow

them. An admirable portrait of him, pre

fixed to this elegant little volume, will recall

the past vividly to those who knew him, while

it will, at the same time, give to those who

knew him not a characteristic idea of the

man. Poet, artist, journalist, satirist, soldier,

lawyer, scholar and gentleman, few men ever

equaled him in versatility of talent. His

brain was continually at work: he would fre

quently compose articles and poems as he

walked along the street: he was accustomed

to write several hours a day; and besides ful

filling his daily editorial duties, which, of

course, involved the study of that most intri

cate of sciences, the local politics of New

York, he was in constant communication with

the leading politicians of the day. It was an

exciting life to lead, and General Halpine

was exposed to all the temptations which be
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set those who are mixed up with wire-pull

ers; but he bore himself bravely through

all his trials. No wonder that in the whirl

of the great commercial metropolis, and

. prized as he was for his social qualities, his

brain became so nervously excited that he

could no longer sleep. Insomnia took pos

session of him, and to expel this troublesome

visitant he had recourse to opiates, especially

chloroform; and it was to an overdose of the

latter, taken by mistake, that he owed his

death. He was but thirty-nine years of age

when he died, but he had made his mark be

fore leaving the world. The American pub

lic is familiar with his “Miles 0'Reilly,” a

/mm de plume which he assumed in order to

give effect to a series of humorous sketches

written while he was serving in the Union

army under General Hunter in South Caro

lina. It is not our intention to sketch his

life, however : that has been done by a friend

ly hand in this volume. \Ve are here con

cerned more immediately with his poems as

now presented to the world, though this col

lection does not purport to be a complete

one. The “ Miles O’Rcilly” effusions, the

“ Baked Meats of the Funeral,” the “ Lyrics

by the Letter H.,” and several others which

are still in manuscript, will not be found in

this work. _

We feas that some of the characteristics of

General Halpine’s poetry will not secure its

favorable reception with the Republican par

ty, and especially with that portion of it who

recognize Lloyd Garrison and Gerrit Smith

as leaders. He had little love for the negro,

and despised the colored men as soldiers.

Turn to the poems headed respectively, “ My

Sambo of the Kom-heraus” and “Sambo a

Bad Egg,” and the reader will see how strong

were General Halpine’s sentiments on this

point. We will content ourselves with quot

ing the last stanza of “Sambo a Bad Egg.”

There were thousands, however, in New

York City who entertained prejudices quite

as strong, at one time, against the colored

race:

“ You may work for us white folks, my Sambo,

Black boots and shake carpets, my Sambo,

Steal chickens and do some whitewashing

When our kitchens are Nix-kom.heraus ;

But you cannot vote with us, my Sambo,

You had nothing to fight for, my Satnbo,

In the war, and you gallantly won it—

Hip l hipl for the Nix'kom-heraus l”

Still more bitter is he in his lines on

“Black Loyalty,” wherein he ridicules the

assertion that we won the contest by “black

 
valor.” His own loyalty might by some be

called in question for the concluding lines—

“ To my heart with you, Longstreet and Hill,

Johnston, Lee—every man in the fight:

You were rebels, and bail ones. but still

You share my misfortune—;yau're ruhiIe”—

though, rightly understood, there is no trea

son in them.

Another offence against Republicanism is

his advocacy of General McClellan and of

President johnson’s “ policy.” He misses

few opportunities of putting this forward.

Of the two hundred and seventy poems com

prised in this collection, a very large propor

tion are political, and these are essentially

ephemeral in their nature, yet they contain

many admirable hits at the leading actors in

the world of politics, and may have a value

hereafter, similar to that which attaches to the

Cavalier songs of the great English Civil War.

General Halpine, however, compensates for

his advocacy of Johnson and McClellan by

his unqualified admiration for General Sher

idan and his praise of General Grant. Per

haps his Irish blood made him take more

kindly to the former than to the latter. He

was a red-hot Fenian : his hatred of England

is loudly expressed over and over again.

One would almost wonder, on reading his

fierce denunciations of “the robber nation,”

that he did not head a crusade for the libera

ting of his native land from English rule.

Another Halpine did, and was rewarded by

the ungrateful and unsympathizing British

government with twenty years’ imprisonment.

General Halpine’s forte was in humorous

and satirical odes and epigrams. His polit

ical pieces are excellent, but mostly ephemeral

from the very nature of their subjects; yet

for many years they will possess an interest

of their own. The best of them is that headed

“Things that I seen and heerd in Buckin’

ham Palice while clanin’ the windies in the

red dht.;awin'-room, by Garland O’Halloran,

Deputy Assistant Sub-deputy Glazier.” It

is also the longest, and professes to report a

conversation between the Queen and Lord

Palmerston respecting the Crimean war and

the visit of the Emperor and Empress of the

French to England. This is very amusing,

and is written in the very best style of bur

lesque. To Lord Palmerston‘s malicious sug

gestion that, as Prince Albert took no part in

the fighting, he should give up his pay as a

field marshal and colonel of a regiment, the

Queen replies in horror

“ That the man who does quarterly dhraw.” ser. she,

“ ln accordions with milithary law,” sez she,
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’ The highest pay

Should take part in the fray l

Och ! he’d faint away

From the blessed light of day !

Me poor Albert ’ud fall. rowlcd up in a ball,

His bowels ’ud turn into wather an’ gall

An’ I know widows’ caps don’t become me at all.”

This satirical sketch is full of humor and

spirit from beginning to end. So are his hits

at the managers of the ball given at New

York to the Prince of Wales, at the Japanese

Embassy, Fernando \Vood, I-Iorace Greeley,

the election of Morrisscy as Representative

of New York in Congress, and at the New

York politicians. General Iialpine under

took a much harder task than the suppression

ofthe Southern rebellion—viz., the suppres

sion of corruption in New York——when he

became editor of T/ze (.7/ism newspaper, to

which he contributed many of the political

squibs contained in this volume. Such a

task was beyond human strength, and he

failed. Unfortunately, he broke his health

down in the attempt, and his lyrics, many of

them, remain a protest against the abuses

which prevail in Gotham.

The sentimental songs and odes do not

soar above mediocrity. They are neatly

turned ; the versification is smooth and flow

ing; the rhythmical construction very varied,

showing the hand of the scholar; but they

lack the divine q[]7ulu.t, the soul of poetry.

\’Ve feel that he exhausted his brain unprofit

ably in these eliusions. Had he stuck to his

comic lyrics, he would have done better.

His parodies on the “ Ancient Mariner,”

“ Hohenlinden,” and other well-known pieces,

are very good. The best of these is the par

ody on the well-known song, “St. Patrick

was a Jintleman” (in itself a quiz on the be

lievers in that venerable pcrsonage’s mir

aclcs). It is an ode to Irish Astronomy, ex

plaining the true origin of the constellation

of O’Ryan (Orion). It is worthy of Lever or

of Sam Lover :

nusu .-\>"i'RONOMY.

A VERITABLE MYTH, ‘l'HUCHI.\’G Tnt-’. tu.\’STELLATION

or-‘ O’RYA.\, IG.\'0lt.\.\"I'LY AND I-'ALSFLY SPELLED

omott.

O’Ryan was a man of might

\Vhin Ireland was a nation.

But poachin’ was his heart’s delight

And constant occupation,

He had an ould militia gun,

And sartin sure his aim wa. ;

He gave the keepers many a run,

And wouldn’t mind the game laws.

St. Pathrick wanst was passin’ by

O’Ryan’s little houldin’,

And as the saint felt wake and dhry,

He thought he’d enther bould in.

i

“ O’R.van,” says the saint, “ avick I

To praich at Thurlcs I’m goin’,

So let me have a rasher quick,

And a dhrop of Innishowen.”

“ N0 rasher will I cook for you

While betther is to spare, sir,

But here’s ajug of mountain dew,

And there’s a rattlin’ hare, sir.“

St. Pathrick he looked mighty sweet,

And says he, “ Good luck attind you !

And when you’re in your windin’ sheet,

It’s up to heaven I’ll sind you.”

O’Ryan gave his pipe a whiff

“ Them tidin’s is thransportin’;

But may I ax your saintship if

There’s any kind of sportin’ ?”

St. Pathrick said, “ A Lion’s there,

Two Hears, a Bull, and Cancer“

“ Bedad,” says Mick, “the huntiu's rare:

St. Pathrick, I‘m your man, sir.”

So, to conclude my song aright,

For fear I'd tire your patience,

You’ll see O‘Ryan any night

Amid the constellations.

And Venus follows in his track

Till Mars grows jealous raally,

But, faith, he fears the Irish knack

Of handling the shillaly.

As a specimen of IIalpine’s epigrammatic

powers we quote the following epigram “ To

a young lady who asked him for his name in

her album 2”

“ You ask for my name! Ah! dear madame, you

palter

\Vith the hopes I have felt, as you well under

stand:

If you wish for my name, it is yours at the altar;

I‘ll give you my name when you give me your

handf’

The best of his lyrics of the sentimental,

or, rather, philosophical, order is the follow

ing on woman's rights:

\VO.\I .-\N‘S RIGHTS.

Oh. ladies. will you hear a truth,

Ul late too sx-ldom told to you,

Nor deem—he he.t.’,s it of your ruth—

The writer over-bold to you?

For, by the pul.es of his youth,

He never yet \\‘a\‘ cold to you,

And therefore ’tis in sober sooth

That he would now unfold to you

\Vhat may—apart from rhythmic tiights—

Be called the sum of" \Voman’s Rights.”

For you the calm sequestered bowers,

For us to kneel and sue to you ;

Your feet upon the path of flowers

\Ve struggle still to strew to you ;

For you to drop the healing showers

Of kindness— gentle dew to you—

On failing health and wasted powers—

The task is nothing new to you :

“ Oh, these, indeed “—'tis Love indites—

“ These are unquestioned \Voman’s Rights.“
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All hail l we cry, the stormiest hours,

Iflhus a joy we woo to you :

For us, oflit‘e’s drugged bowl, the sours,

Ifso the sweets ensue to you.

When many a heavy hap was ours,

Fond retrospection flew to you ;

Good husbands and unstinted dowers,

And smiling babes accrue to you;

And, let me ask, what maiden slights

These latter-mentioned “ Woman's Rights 2“

The faithfulness, the grace, the high,

Pure thoughts oflife we gain by you;

The vision ofa softer eye,

The finer touch attain by you :

Weak hopes that unto death are nigh

Out-leaning, we sustain by you ;

And when misfortune sweeps the sky,

Our anchored hearts remain by you.

Long days oftoil and feverish nights

\Vould ill repay these “ Woman‘s Rights.”

Why quit the calm and holy hearth

That is heaven’s antepast to us,

To face the sterner scenes of earth,

The troubles that are cast to us?

Why change your soul's unsullied mirth

For woes that rush so fast to us,

That we would daily curse our birth

\Vere not your sphere at last to us

That sphere of home, which well requites

The loss ofthese unsexing rights?

It is a beautiful tribute to the female sex,

but perhaps will not be appreciated by Mrs.

Cady Stanton and Mrs. Antoinette Brown as

it ought to be. While this volume contains

several gems which deserve to live, it con

tains much that cannot hope for lasting

popularity.

English Photographs. By an American

[Stephen Fiske]. London: Tinsley Bro

thers. 8vo. pp. 292.

Mr. Fiske, having desired to reveal to an

admiring public his familiarity with English

life, has gratified himselfby publishing a vol

ume of some three hundred pages ; and as an

uncomfortable consequence of this exercise

of individual liberty on his part we are called

upon to review the book. We do not mean

to say very hard things about Mr. Fiske. In

the task he has assumed are inherent diffi

culties of so great a magnitude that one feels

inclined to give way to a weak feeling of pity

for the rash adventurer who essays to over

come them.

An American realizes in part how hard a

thing it is to gather up the varied phases of

national life into a picture that shall fully re

present the salient features of the whole,

without distorting their true proportions or

losing that general tone by which nations as

ucll as individuals are best recognized, when

1

 

he remembers the dreadful efforts of our Eng

lish cousins to enlighten their countrymen by

the results of their experience in this land of

“isms” and inexplicable contradictions. In

deed, by comparison with these shocking

miscarriages Mr. Fiske deserves credit for

being safely delivered of anything that is not

an absolute monstrosity. And the child of

Mr. Fiske’s brain is not altogether repulsive.

The Engiis/l P/1utognz/hs, although taken

from an American negative of rather inferior

quality, are still photographs, and have a

certain homely truth in them that is not to be

despised. Then, too, Mr. Fiske has with

great courtesy selected for illustration many

points of English inferiority in a manner that

cannot fail to delight every true American.

The harrowing recital of the agonies expe

rienced in English railway travel is very

soothing to a citizen of the country to whose

genius the world owes the “brass check,”

and the American bosom swells with pride

at the immeasurable superiority of our thea

tres over those of our Transatlantic cousins.

It is inexpresisibly comforting to know that

English hotels are very bad, and that the

conveniences of ordinary life in this country

are, in England, not to be found outside of

“princcs’ houses.” Our tendency to great

humility — that marked characteristic of

American nationality—needs to be checked

by occasional reference to the evidences of

our better civilization so plentifully strewn

through the English Plzoragraphs. The “soar

ing eagle” is seen too rarely in these degener

ate days, and there seems some reason to fear

lest that distinguished emblem of our freedom

has gone into a hopeless decline.

Unfortunately for Mr. Fiske, his subject no

longer possesses sutticient interest to atone for

the lack of artistic perceptions in his pictures

of it. We of this generation do not turn

with the same eagerness as did our great

grandfathers to English customs and manners

as models for our own. Into some sort of

individuality we have at last grown. Whether

the national character is a particularly desira

ble one is a delicate question, but such as it

is, it is our man, and we no longer seek as a

nation to liken ourselves to the people of

other countries. Nor does the modern Eng

lishman inspire in our depraved breasts the

admiration he knows himself to deserve. A

slight skepticism touching the loveliness of

English character is one of the melancholy

signs of the times. It is not that we hate

our “dear cousins”—indecd we rather like

thcmfbut they bo/1 us. While yet we were
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in the admiring mood any representation of

England had its charms for us. V-Vhat man

would stoop to criticise a description of the

place where dwelt the idol of his soul? But

now that we have discovered of how very

much clay our idol is made, we are wearied

with a great weariness by the never-ending

accounts of what she does and how she does

it; and the book that is simply descriptive

of English life and character must be a very

charming book indeed, or American publish

ers will not reprint it and Americans will not

read it.

Now, Mr. Fiske’s book is not a very charm

ing book, though it is quite a pleasant and

bright one. One who knows England and

her magnificent virtues and vices may look

over Mr. Fiske’s P/zatagraphs with no serious

injury. One who does not know England

will learn nothing that is important to know,

by his most careful examination. And it is

just this peculiarity that makes any review

seem unnecessarily severe. To read the book

after dinner is not hard work, but to test its

real worth is an ungrateful task, in which

the conclusion reached is a painful example

of the unreliability of post-prandial judg

ments. It is to be regretted that men will

put these things into book form. In a news

paper or magazine the Engl/'.rl P/otog0ra/>ls

would be entitled to a fair share of praise,

but in a book they must be judged by a dif

ferent standard. \Ve protest against Mr.

Fiske’s attempted justification of his repre

hensible conduct by referring in his preface

to dear old Uncle Toby's fly. If Uncle Toby

had been forced to pass judgment upon every

loud-buzzing bluebottle, we fear that the mis

erable angel who weeps over human profan

ity would have found a vast deal of additional

work on his hands. The chief fault of Mr.

Fiske’s book is the absence in it of anything

in particular. A dead level of undeniably

respectable and not unpleasant commonplace

is maintainedwith such unbroken monotony

that the reader, growing hopeless of finding

anything very good, longs with a fiendish de

sire for something very bad. In the absence

of any ideas in the book, one turns in bitter

ness of spirit to parsing the sentences, and

goes away with refreshed recollections of

English grammar, and a very lively remem

brance of all the little offences against that

disagreeable science of which Mr. Fiske has

been guilty.

Recurring to the author’s reference to

Uncle Toby and the fly, and in obedience to

the precedent there established, we feel justi

 fied in opening the window and placing Mr.

Fiske and his book upon the outside of the

ledge.

Our Admiral’s Flag Abroad. The Cruise

of Admiral D. G. Farragut, commanding

the European Squadron in 1867—8, in the

Flagship Franklin. By James Eglinton

Montgomery, A. M., of the Admiral’s Stafl'. .

New York: G. P. Putnam & Son.

pp. 282.

8vo.

It must be a jolly thing (though expen

sive) to run into every port of every king

dom in a national ship under a great and

famous commander, and be welcomed every

where by emperor, king, queen, admiral, or

whoever happens before you arrive to be

“the authorities ;” for, construe it as you may,

there is somehow a prestige in office: the

owner of the title may be a great goose or

otherwise, but his office is a good or a great

thing, inasmuch as it commands salutes, big

receptions and a sort of high life which most

people like. To sniff the cologne from the

Queen of Greece’s handkerchief is to have a

near view of royalty, and, though the young

lady is not half so good-looking as “the lass

you left behind you,” is better than the dose

from your own bottle in the middy’s berth.

Then to dance with duchesses, to hear

“Yankee Doodle” from the Caliph’s band,

to hobnob with royalty, and chat with the

Pope! \\’ho would not be an American

officer under such auspices if he had the

pocket-money to spare? for Uncle Sam is a

little stingy, unless it be in burning gunpow

der: he hates bills for champagne, ices and

luncheon, so that the cost of a return of civil

ities comes, too often, from the private purse

of the entertained.

Mr. Montgomery was fortunate: Farra

gut’s right-hand man, and ready for all that

turned up, he well describes all he saw. If he

does not add very much to our general stock

of information, he has included nice portraits

and pictures, and reminds one agreeably of

what one has himself seen, though perhaps

not quite in so near proximity to thrones,

where we find human nature much the same

as at home. Mr. M. is good-humored, not

too learned, talks little of Homer, Vir

gil or Marathon; and in short has accom

plished a difficult task : he has made a pro

per and agreeable record of a remarkable

voyage and series of receptions by the great.

The hero of the tale seems as much at home

with the grandees as in the roar of battle and

on the topmast: his character comes out to
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advantage. \Vithout flattery, he is well de

scribed, and is declared to be a religious and

good man. The voyage was altogether a

gala one, such as few have ever enjoyed, and

such as will not very soon be repeated.

Extracts regarding great dinners and re

ceptions have become familiar to the readers

of the daily press, and we will not make them.

‘ It is pleasant, however, to meet with such a

man as Lever, now consul at Trieste: the

following is Mr. l\Iontgomcry’s too brief ac

count of his acquaintance with this admira

ble author of C/rarles O’/llallcy:

“ On the llay succeeding, Lieutenant-Com

mander Hoff and the author had the pleas

ure of dining with Mr. Charles Lever and

family at their lovely villa, Gasteiger, and

were joined during the evening by Lieuten

ant-Commander Harris.

“ It is needless to detail the enjoyrnents of

this occasion. Those acquainted with Mr.

Lever know how delightful his society is ; and

in all our frequent interviews with him and

his charming family, we always enjoyed that

fund of good-humor which characterizes his

works, and that unbounded hospitality for

which his people are proverbial. I recall

many anecdotes which he told me with an

irresistible manner that would have brought

down any house; and I can conceive of no

surer remedy for those afilicted with melan

choly than one hour’s companionship with

that accomplished novelist.”

\Vhy not have brought him to this country

in the Franklin? Just the thing to have

done with “ Harry Lorrequer !”
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CHAPTER XIX,

SAM BRATTLE RETURNS HOME

HE Tuesday’s magistrates’ meeting

had come off at Heytesbury, and

Sam Brattle had been discharged. Mr.

Jones had on this occasion indignantly

demanded that his client should be set

free without bail, but to this the magis

trates would not assent. The attor

ney attempted to demonstrate to them

that they could not require bail for the

reappearance of an accused person when

that accused person was discharged sim

ply because there was no evidence

against him. But to this exposition of

the law Sir Thomas and his brother

magistrates would not listen. “If the

other persons should at last be taken,

and Brattle should not then be forth

coming, justice would suffer,” said Sir

Thomas. County magistrates, as a rule,

are more conspicuous for common sense

and cool instincts than for sound law;

and Mr. Jones may perhaps have been

right in his view of the case. Neverthe

less, bail was demanded, and was not

forthcoming without considerable trouble.

Mr. Jay, the ironmonger at Warminster,

declined. When spoken to on the sub

ject by Mr. Fenwick, he declared that

 

the feeling among the gentry was so

strong against his brother-in-law that

he could not bring himself to put him

self forward. He couldn’t do it, for the

sake of his family. When Fenwick

promised to make good the money risk,

Jay declared that the difficulty did not

lie there. “There’s the marquis, and

Sir Thomas, and Squire Greenthorne,

and our parson, all say, sir, as how he

shouldn’t be bailed at all. And then,

sir, if one has a misfortune belonging to

one, one doesn’t want to flaunt it in

everybody’s face, sir.” And there was

trouble, too, with George Brattle from

Fordingbridge. George Brattle was a

prudent, hard-headed, hard-working man,

not troubled with much sentiment, and

caring very little what any one could say

of him as long as his rent was paid; but

he had taken it into his head that Sam

was guilty, that he was at any rate a

thoroughly bad fellow, who should be

turned out of the Brattle nest, and that

no kindness was due to him. VVith the

farmer, however, Mr. Fenwick did pre

vail, and then the parson became the

other bondsman himself. He had been

strongly advised—by Gilmore, by Gil

more’s uncle, the prebendary at Salis

bury, and by others—n0t to put himself
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forward in this position. The favor which

he had shown to the young man had not

borne good results, either for the young

man or for himself; and it would he un

wise (so said his friends) to subject his

own name to more remark than was ne

cessary. He had so far assented as to

promise not to come forward himself if

other bailsmen could be procured. But

when the difficulty came, he offered him

self, and was, of necessity, accepted.

\Vhen Sam was released, he was like

a caged animal, who, when liberty is first

offered to him, does not know how to

use it. He looked about him in the hall

of the court-house, and did not at first

seem disposed to leave it. The con

stable had asked him whether he had

means of getting home, to which he re

plied, that “it wasn’t no more than a

walk.” Dinner was offered to him by

the constable, but this he refused, and

then he stood glaring about him. After

a while, Gilmore and Fenwick came up

to him, and the squire was the first to

speak.

“Brattle,” he said, “I hope you will

now go home. and remain there working

with your father for the present.”

“I don’t know nothing about that,”

said the lad, not deigning to look at the

squire.

“ Sam, pray go home at once,” said

the parson. “We have done what we

could for you, and you should not op

pose us.”

“ Mr. Fenwick, if you tells me to go

to—to—to—” (he was going to mention

some very bad place, but was restrained

by the parson’s presence)—“if you tells

me to go anywheres, I’ll go.”

“ That’s right. Then I tell you to go

to the mill.”

“I don’t know as father’lI let me in,”

said he, almost breaking into sobs as he

spoke.

“ That he will, heartily. Do you tell

him that you had a word or two with me

here, and that I’ll come up and call on

him to-morrow.” Then he put his hand

into his pocket, and, whispering some

thing, offered the lad money. But Sam

turned away and shook his head, and

walked ofl". “I don’t believe that that

 

fellow had any more to do with it than

you or I,” said Fenwick.

“I don’t know what to believe,” said

Gilmore. “ Have you heard that the

marquis is in the town? Greenthorne

just told me so.”

“ Then I had better get out of it, for

Heytesbury isn’t big enough for the two

of us. Come, you’ve done here, and

you might as well jog home.”

Gilmore dined at the vicarage that

evening, and of course the day’s work

was discussed. The quarrel, too, which

had taken place at the farmhouse had

only yet been in part described to Mrs.

Fenwick. “ Do you know I feel half tri

umphant and half frightened?” Mrs. Fen

wick said to the squire. “I know that

the marquis is an old fool—imperious,

conceited and altogether unendurable

when he attempts to interfere. And yet

I have a kind of feeling that because

he is a marquis. and because he owns

two thousand and so many acres in the

parish, and because he lives at Turn

over Park, one ought to hold him in

awe.”

“Frank didn’t hold him in awe yes

terday,” said the squire.

“ He holds nothing in awe,” said the

wife.

“ You wrong me there, Janet. I hold

you in great awe, and every lady in

Wiltshire more or less; and I think I

may say every woman. And I would

hold him in a sort of awe too, if he didn’t

drive me beyond myself by his mixture

of folly and pride.”

“ He can do us a great deal of mis

chief, you know,” said Mrs. Fenwick.

“ What he can do, he will do,” said

the parson. “ He even gave me a bad

name, no doubt; but I fancy he was

generous enough to me in that way be

fore yesterday. He will now declare

that I am the Evil One himself, and

people won’t believe that. A continued,

persistent enmity, always at work, but

kept within moderate bounds, is more

dangerous now-a-days than a hot fever

of revengeful wrath. The marquis can’t

send out his men-at-arms and have me

knocked on the head or cast into a dun

geon. He can only throw mud at me,
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and the more he throws at once the less

will reach me.”

As to Sam, they were agreed that,

whether he were innocent or guilty, the

old miller should be induced to regard

him as innocent, as far as their joint

exertion in that direction might avail.

“ He is innocent before the law till he

has been proved to be guilty,” said the

squire.

“ Then of course there can be nothing

wrong in telling his father that he is in

nocent,” said the lady. The squire did

not quite admit this, and the parson

smiled as he heard the argument, but

they both acknowledged that it would be

right to let it be considered throughout

the parish that Sam was to be regarded

as blameless for that night’s transaction.

Nevertheless, Mr. Gilmore’s mind on

the subject was not changed.

“ Have you heard from Loring ?” the

squire asked Mrs. Fenwick, as he got

up to leave the vicarage.

“ Oh yes—constantly.

well, Mr. Gilmore.”

“I sometimes think that I’ll go off

and have a look at her.”

“ I’m sure both she and her aunt would

be glad to see you.”

“ But would it be wise?”

“If you ask me, I’m bound to say

that I think it would not be wise. If I

were you, I would leave her for a while.

Mary is as good as gold, but she is a

woman; and, like other women, the

more she is sought the more difficult

she will be.”

“It always seems to me,” said Mr.

Gilmore, “ that to be successful in love

a man should not be in love at all—or

at any rate he should hide it.” Then

he went off home alone, feeling on his

heart that pernicious load of a burden

which comes from the unrestrained long

ing for some good thing which cannot

be attained. It seemed to him now that

nothing in life would be worth a thought

if Mary Lowther should continue to say

him nay; and it seemed to him, too,

that unless the yea were said very

quickly all his aptitudes for enjoyment

would be worn out of him.

On the next morning, immediately

She is quite

after breakfast, Mr. and Mrs. Fenwick

went down to the mill together. They

went through the village, and thence by a

pathway down to a little foot-bridge, and

so along the river side. It was a beauti

ful October morning—the 7th of October

—and Fenwick, as he went, talked of

the pheasants. Gilmore, though he was

a sportsman, and shot rabbits and part

ridges about his own property, and went

occasionally to shooting-parties at a dis

tance, preserved no game. There had

been some old unpleasantness about the

marquis’ pheasants, and he had given it

up. There could be no doubt that his

property in the parish, being chiefly low

lying land and water meads unfit for

coverts, was not well disposed for pre

serving pheasants, and that in shooting

he would more likely shoot Lord Trow

bridge’s birds than his own. But it was

equally certain that Lord Trowbridge’s

pheasants made no scruple of feeding on

his land. Nevertheless, he had thought

it right to give up all idea of keeping up

a head of game for his own use in Bull

hampton. “ Upon my word, if I were

Gilmore,” said the parson, as a bird rose

from the ground close at their feet, “I

should cease to be nice about the shoot

ing after what happened yesterday.”

“ You don’t mean that you would re

taliate, Frank ?”

“I think I should.”

“ Is that good parson’s law?”

“ It’s very good squire’s law. And

as for that doctrine of non-retaliation, a

man should be very sure of his own mo

tives before he submits to it. If a man

be quite certain that he is really actuated

by a Christian’s desire to forgive, it may

be all very well ; but if there be any ad

mixture of base alloy in his gold—if he

allows himself to think that he may

avoid the evils of pugnacity, and have

things go smooth for him here and be

come a good Christian by the same pro

cess—why then I think he is likely to

fall to the ground between two stools.”

Had Lord Trowbridge heard him, his

lordship would now have been quite sure

that Mr. Fenwick was an infidel.

They had both doubted whether Sam

would be found at the mill, but there he
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was, hard at work among the skeleton

timbers when his friends reached the

place. “I am glad to see you at home

again, Sam,” said Mrs. Fenwick, with

something, however, of an inner feeling

that perhaps she might be saluting a

murderer. Sam touched his cap, but

did not utter a word or look away from

his work. They passed on amidst the

heaps in front of the mill, and came to

the porch before the cottage. Here, as

had been his wont in all these idle days,

the miller was sitting with a pipe in his

mouth. When he saw the lady he got

up and ducked his head, and then sat

down again. “ If your wife is here, I’ll

just step in, Mr. Brattle,” said Mrs.

Fenwick.

“ She be there, ma’am,” said the mil

ler, pointing toward the kitchen window

with his head. So Mrs. Fenwick lifted

the latch and entered.

The parson sat himself down by the

miller’s side: “I am heartily glad, Mr.

Brattle, that Sam is back with you here

once again.”

“ He be there, at work among the rest

o’ ’em,” said the miller.

“I saw him as I came along.

he will remain here now.”

“I can’t say, Muster Fenwick.”

“ But he intends to do so ?”

“I can’t say, Muster Fenwick.”

“ Would it not be well that you should

ask him ?”

“ Not as I knows on, Mr. Fenwick.”

It was manifest enough that the old

man had not spoken to his son on the

subject of the murder, and that there

was no confidence—at least no confi

dence that had been expressed—between

the father and the son. No one had as

yet heard the miller utter any opinion as

to Sam’s innocence or his guilt. This

of itself seemed to the clergyman to be a

very terrible condition for two persons

who were so closely united, and who

were to live together, work together, eat

together and have mutual interests. “I

hope, Mr. Brattle,” he said, “ that you

give Sam the full benefit of his dis

charge.”

“ He’ll get his vittles and his bed, and

a trifle of wages, if he works for ’em.”

I hope

“I didn’t mean that. I’m quite sure

you wouldn’t see him want a comfortable

home as long as you have one to give

him.”

“ There ain’t much comfort about it

now.”

“ I was speaking of your own opinion

of the deed that was done. My own

opinion is, that Sam had nothing to do

with it.”

“I’m sure I can’t say, Muster Fen

wick.”

“ But it would be a comfort to you to

think that he is innocent.”

“I hain’t no comfort in talking about

it—not at all; and I’d rayther not, if it’s

all one to you, Muster Fenwick.”

“I will not ask another question, but

I’ll repeat my own opinion, Mr. Brattle.

l don’t believe that he had anything

more to do with the robbery or the mur

der than I had.”

“I hope not, Muster Fenwick. Mur

der is a terrible crime. And now, if

you’ll tell me how much it was you paid

the lawyer at Heytesbury—”

“I cannot say as yet. It will be some

trifle. You need not trouble yourself

about that.”

“ But I mean to pay ’un, Muster Fen

wick. I can pay my way as yet, though

it’s hard enough at times.” The parson

was obliged to promise that Mr. Jones’

bill of charges should be sent to him,

and then he called his wife and they left

the mill. Sam was still up among the

timbers, and had not once come down

while the visitors were in the cottage.

Mrs. Fenwick had been more successful

with the women than the parson had

with the father. She had taken upon

herself to say that she thoroughly be

lieved Sam to be innocent, and they had

thanked her with many protestations of

gratitude.

They did not go back by the way they

had come, but went up to the road,

which they crossed, and thence to some

outlying cottages which were not very

far from Hampton Privets House. From

these cottages there was a path across

the fields back to Bullhampton, which

led to the side of a small wood belonging

to the marquis. There was a good deal
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of woodland just here, and this special

copse, called Hampton Bushes, was

known to be one of the best pheasant

coverts in that part of the country.

Whom should they meet, standing on

the path, armed with his gun, and with

his keeper behind him, armed with an

other, but the Marquis of Trowbridge

himself! They had heard a shot or two,

but they had thought nothing of it, or

they would have gone back to the road.

“Don’t speak,” said the parson, as he

walked on quickly with his wife on his

arm. The marquis stood and scowled,

but he had the breeding of a gentleman,

and when Mrs. Fenwick was close to

him he raised his hat. The parsoti also

raised his, the lady bowed, and then they

passed on without a word. “I had no

excuse for doing so, or I would certainly

have told him that Sam Brattle was

comfortably at home with his father,” said

the parson.

“ How you do like a fight, Frank!”

“ lf it’s stand up and all fair, I don’t

dislike it.”

CHAPTER XX.

I HAVE A JUPITER OF MY OWN l\’O\’V.

WHEN Mary Lowther returned home

from that last walk with her cousin which

has been mentioned, she was quite de

termined that she would not disturb her

happiness on that night by the task of

telling her engagement to her aunt. It

must, of course, be told, and that at

once ; and it must be told also to Parson

John; and a letter must be written to

Janet; and another, which would be very

difficult in the writing, to Mr. Gilmore;

and she must be prepared to hear a cer

tain amount of opposition from all her

friends ; but for the present moment she

would free herself from these troubles.

To-morrow, after breakfast, she would

tell her aunt. To-morrow, at lunch

time, Walter would come up the lane as

her accepted lover. And then, after

lunch, after due consultation with him

and with Aunt Sarah, the letter should

be written.

She had solved, at any rate, one doubt,

 

and had investigated one mystery. While

conscious of her own coldness toward

Mr. Gilmore, she had doubted whether

she was capable of loving a man—of

loving him as Janet Fenwick loved her

husband. Now she would not admit to

herself that any woman that ever lived

adored a man more thoroughly than she

adored Walter Marrable. It was sweet

to her to see and to remember the mo

tions of his body. When walking by his

side she could hardly forbear to touch

him with her shoulder. When parting

from him it was a regret to her to take

her hand from his. And she told her

self that all this had come to her in the

course of one morning’s walk, and won

dered at it that her heart should be a

thing capable of being given away so

quickly. It had, in truth, been given

away quickly enough, though the work

had not been done in that one morning’s

walk. She had been truly honest, to

herself and to others. when she said that

her cousin Walter was and should be a

brother to her; but had her new bro

ther, in his brotherly confidence, told her

that his heart was devoted to some other

woman, she would have suffered a blow,

though she would never have confessed

even to herself that she suffered. On

that evening when she reached home,

she said very little. “ She was so tired!

Might she go to bed ?” “ What! at nine

o’clock ?” asked Aunt Sarah. “ I’Il stay

up if you wish it,” said Mary. But be

fore ten she was alone in her own cham

ber, sitting in her own chair, with her

arms folded, feeling, rather than think

ing, how divine a thing it was to be in

love. What could she not do for him?

What would she not endure to have the

privilege of living with him ? What

other good fortune in life could be equal

to this good fortune? Then she thought

of her relations with Mr. Gilmore, and

shuddered as she remembered how near

she had been to accepting him. “ It

would have been so wrong. And yet I

did not see it. With him I am sure

that it is right, for I feel that in going to

him I can be every bit his own.” So

she thought and so she dreamed; and

then the morning came and she had to
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go down to her aunt. She ate her

breakfast almost in silence, having re

solved that she would tell her story the

moment breakfast was over. She had,

over night and while she was in bed,

studionsly endeavored not to con any

mode of telling it. Up to the moment

at which she rose her happiness was, if

possible, to be untroubled. But while

she dressed herself she endeavored to

arrange her plans. She at last came to

the conclusion that she could do it best

without any plan.

As soon as Aunt Sarah had finished

her breakfast, and just as she was about

to proceed, according to her morning

custom, down stairs to the kitchen, Mary

spoke: “ Aunt Sarah, I have something

to tell you. I may as well bring it out

at once. I am engaged to marry Walter

Marrable.” Aunt Sarah immediately let

fall the sugar-tongs and stood speechless.

“ Dear aunt, do not look as if you were

displeased. Say a kind word to me. I

am sure you do not think that I have

intended to deceive you.”

“ No ; I do not think that,” said Aunt

Sarah.

“ And is that all ?”

“I am very much surprised. It was

yesterday that you told me, when I hinted

at this, that he was no more to you than

a cousin or a brother.”

“ And so I thought—indeed I did.

But when he told me how it was with

him, I knew at once that I had only one

answer to give. No other answer was

possible. I love him better than any

one else in all the world. I feel that I

can promise to be his wife without the

least reserve or fear. I don’t know why

it should be so, but it is. I know I am

right in this.” Aunt Sarah still stood

silent, meditating. “Don’t you think I

was right, feeling as I do, to tell him so?

I had before become certain —quite,

quite certain—that it was impossible to

give any other answer but one to Mr.

Gilmore. Dearest aunt, do speak to me.”

“I do not know what you will have

to live upon.”

“ It is settled, you know, that he will

save four or five thousand pounds out of

his money, and I have got twelve hun

 dred. It is not much, but it will be just

something; of course he will remain in

the army, and I shall be a soldier’s wife.

I shall think nothing of going out to

India if he wishes it, but I don’t think

he means that. Dear Aunt Sarah, do

say one word of congratulation.”

Aunt Sarah did not know how to

congratulate her niece. It seemed to

her that any congratulation must be

false and hypocritical. To her thinking,

it would be a most unfitting match. It

seemed to her that such an engagement

had been most foolish. She was aston

ished at Mary’s weakness, and was in

dignant with Walter Marrable. As re

garded Mary, though she had twice

uttered a word or two intended as a

caution, yet she had never thought it

possible that a girl so steady in her

ordinary demeanor, so utterly averse to

all flirtation, so little given to the weak

ness of feminine susceptibility, would fall

at once into such a quagmire of indis

creet love-troubles. The caution had

been intended rather in regard to out

ward appearances, and perhaps with the

view of preventing the possibility of

some slight heart-scratches, than with

the idea that danger of this nature was

to be dreaded. As Mr..Gilmore was

there as an acknowledged suitor—a

suitor as to whose ultimate success

Aunt Sarah had her strong opini0ns—it

would be well those cousinly-brotherly

associations and confidences should not

become so close as to create possible

embarrassment. Such had been the

nature of Aunt Sarah’s caution; and

now, in the course of a week or two,

when the young people were in truth

still strangers to each other-—when Mr.

Gilmore was still waiting for his answer

—Mary came to her and told her that

the engagement was a thing completed!

How could she utter a word of con

gratulation ?

“You mean, then, to say that you

disapprove of it ?” said Mary, almost

sternly. .

“I cannot say that I think it wise.”

“I am not speaking of wisdom. Of

course, Mr. Gilmore is very much richer,

and all that.”
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“ You know, Mary, that I would not

counsel you to marry a man because he

was rich.”

“ That is what you mean when you

tell me I am not wise. I tried it, with

all the power of thought and calculation

that I could give to it, and I found that

I could not marry Mr. Gilmore.”

“I am not speaking about that now.”

“You mean that Walter is so poor

that he never should be allowed to

marry.”

“ I don’t care twopence about Walter.”

“ But I do, Aunt Sarah. I care more

about him than all the world besides. I

had to think for him.”

“ You did not take much time to

think.”

“ Hardly a minute, and yet it was

sufficient.” Then she paused, waiting

for her aunt, but it seemed that her aunt

had nothing further to say. “ Well,”

continued Mary, “if it must be so, it

must. If you cannot wish me joy—”

“ Dearest, you know well enough that

I wish you all happiness.”

“ This is my happiness.” It seemed

to the bewildered old lady that the whole

nature of the girl was altered. Mary

was speaking now as might have spoken

some enthusiastic young female who had

at last succeedtd in obtaining for herself

the possession—more or less permanent

—of a young man, after having fed her

imagination on novels for the last five

years ; whereas, Mary Lowther had

hitherto, in all moods of her life, been

completely opposite to such feminine

ways and doings. “ Very well,” con

tinued Mary, “ we will say nothing more

about it at present. I am greatly grieved

that I have incurred your displeasure,

but I cannot wish it otherwise.”

“I have said nothing of displeasure.”

“WaIter is to be up after lunch, and

I will only ask that he may not be re

ceived with black looks. If it must be

visited as a sin, let it be visited on

me.”

“ Mary, that is both unkind and un

generous.”

“ Ifyou knew, Aunt Sarah, how I have

longed during the night for your kind

voice—for your sympathy and approval!”

 

Aunt Sarah paused again for a moment,

and then went down to her domestic

duties without another word.

In the afternoon Walter came, but

Aunt Sarah did not see him. When

Mary went to her, the old lady declared

that for the present it would be better

so. “ I do not know what to say to

him at present. I must think of it, and

speak to his uncle, and try to find out

what had best be done.” She was sit

ting as she said this up in her own room,

without even a book in her hand: in

very truth passing the hour in an en

deavor to decide what, in the present

emergency, she ought to say or do.

Mary stooped over her and kissed her,

and the aunt returned her niece’s caresses.

“ Do not let you and me quarrel, at any

rate,” said Miss Marrable. “ Who else

is there that I care for? Who'se happi

ness is anything to me except yours?”

“ Then come to him, and tell him that

he also shall be dearer to you.”

“ No; at any rate not now. Of

course you can marry, Mary, without

any sanction from me. I do not pre

tend that you owe to me that obedience

which would be due to a mother. But

Icannot say—at least not yet—that such

sanction as I have to give can be given

to this engagement. I have a dread

that it will come to no good. It grieves

me. I do not forbid you to receive him,

but for the present it would be better

that I should not see him.”

“\Vhat is her objection?” demanded

Vi/alter, with grand indignation.

‘“She thinks we shall be poor.”

“ Shall we ask her for anything? Of

course we shall be poor. For the pres

ent there will be but a poor three hundred

a year, or thereabouts, beyond my pro

fessional income. A few years back, if

so much had been secured, friends would

have thought that everything necessary

had been done. If you are afraid,

Mary—”

“ You know I am not afraid.”

“What is it to her, then? Of course

we shall be poor, very poor. But we

can live.”

There did come upon Mary Lowther

a feeling that Walter spoke of the neces
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sity of a comfortable income in a manner

very different from that in which he had

of late been discussing the same subject

ever since she had known him. He

had declared that it was impossible that

he should exist in England as a bachelor

on his professional income, and yet sure

ly he would be poorer as a married man,

with that three hundred a year added to

it, than he would have been without it,

and also without a wife. But what girl

that loves a man can be angry with him

for such imprudence and such incon

sistency? She had already told him

that she would be ready, if it were ne

cessary, to go with him to India. She

had said so before she went up to her

aunt’s room. He had replied that he

hoped no such sacrifice would be de

manded from her. “ There can be no

self-sacrifice on my part,” she replied,

“unless I am required to give up you.”

Of course he had taken her in his arms

and kissed her. There are moments in

one’s life in which not to be imprudent,

not to be utterly, childishly forgetful of all

worldly wisdom, would be to be brutal,

inhuman and devilish. “ Had he told

Parson John ?” she asked.

“ Oh yes !”

“ And what does he say?”

“Just nothing. He winced his eye

brows, and suggested ’that I had changed

my ideas of life.’ ’So I have,’ I said.

‘All right!’ he replied. ’I hope that

Block & Curling won’t have made any

mistake about the five thousand pounds.’

That was all he said. No doubt he

thinks we’re two fools, but then our

folly won’t embarrass him.”

“ Nor will it embarrass Aunt Sarah,”

said Mary.

“ But there is this difference. If we

come to grief, Parson John will eat his

dinner without the slightest interference

with his appetite from our misfortunes,

but Aunt Sarah would suffer on your

account.”

“ She would, certainly,” said Mary.

“ But we will not come to grief. At

any rate, darling, we cannot consent to

be made wise by the prospect of her

possible sorrows on our behalf.”

It was agreed that on that afternoon

Mary should write both to Mr. Gilmore

and to Janet Fenwick. She cffered to

keep her letters and show tl.cm, when

written, to her lover, but he declared

that he would prefer not to see them.

“It is enough for me that I triumph,”

he said as he left her. When he had

gone she at once told her aunt that she

would write the letters, and bring that to

Mr. Gilmore to be read by her when

they were finished. “I would postpone

it for a while, if I were you,” said Aunt

Sarah. But Mary declared that any

such delay would be unfair to Mr. Gil

more. She did write the letters before

dinner, and they were as follow:

“ Lonmo, October 15, 1868.

“MY DEAR MR. GILMORE: When

last you came down to the vicarage to

see me, I promised you, as you may

perhaps remember, that if it should come

to pass that I should engage myself to

any other man, I would at once let you

know that it was so. I little thought

then that I should so soon be called

upon to keep my promise. I will not

pretend that the writing of this letter is

not very painful to me, but I know that

it is my duty to write it, and to put an

end to a suspense which you have been

good enough to feel on my account.

You have, I think, heard the name of

my cousin, Captain Walter Marrable,

who returned from India two or three

months ago. I found him staying here

with his uncle, the clergyman, and now

I am engaged to be his wife.

“ Perhaps it would be better that I

should say nothing more than this, and

that I should leave myself and my cha

racter and name to your future kindness

—or unkindness—without any attempt

to win the former or to decry the latter;

but you have been to me ever so good

and noble that I cannot bring myself to

be so cold and short. I have always felt

that your preference for me has been a

great honor to me. I have appreciated

your esteem most highly, and have

valued your approbation more than I

have been able to say. If it could be

possible that I should in future have

your friendship, I should value it more
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than that of any other person. God

bless you, Mr. Gilmore! I shall always

hope that you may be happy, and I shall

hear with delight any tidings which may

seem to show that you are so.

“ Pray believe that I am

“ Your most sincere friend,

“ MARY LowrmsR.

“I have thought it best to tell Janet

Fenwick what I have done.”

“ Loxmo, Thursday.

“DEAREST JANET: I wonder what

you will say to my news? But you

must not scold me. Pray do not scold

me. It could never, never have been as

you wanted. I have engaged myself to

marry my cousin, Captain Walter Mar

rable, who is a nephew of Sir Gregory

Marrable, and a son of Colonel Mar

rable ; you will remember all about him,

and, I dare say, knew him years ago.

We shall be very poor, having not more

than three hundred a year above his pay

as a captain; but if he had nothing, I

think Ishould do the same. Do you

remember how I used to doubt whether

I should ever have that sort of love for

a man for which I used to envy you? I

don’t envy you any longer, and I don’t

regard Mr. Fenwick as being nearly so

divine as I used to do. I have a Jupiter

of my own now, and need envy no woman

the reality of her love.

“I have written to Mr. Gilmore by

the same post as will take this, and have

just told him the bare truth. What else

could I tell him? I have said some

thing horribly stilted about esteem and

friendship, which I would have left out,

only that my letter seemed to be heartless

without it. He has been to me as good

as a man could be; but was it my fault

that I could not love him? If you knew

how I tried—how I tried to make believe

to myself that I loved him; how I tried

to teach myself that that sort of very

chill approbation was the nearest ap

proach to love that I could ever reach;

and how I did this because you bade

me! If you could understand all this,

then you would not scold me. And I

did almost believe that it was so. But

now—! Oh dear! How would it have

 

been if I had engaged myself to Mr.

Gilmore, and that then Waltcr Marrable

had come to me? I get sick when I

think how near I was to saying that I

would love a man whom I never could

have loved.

“ Of course I used to ask myself what

I should do with myself. I suppose

every woman living has to ask and to

answer that question. I used to try to

think that it would be well not to think

of the outer crust of myself. What did

it matter whether things were soft to me

or not? I could do my duty. And as

this man was good and a gentleman, and

endowed with high qualities and appro

priate tastes, why should he not have

the wife he wanted? I thought that I

could pretend to love him till after some

fashion I should love him. But as I

think of it now, all this seems to be so

horrid! I know now what to do with

myself. To be his from head to foot!

To feel that nothing done for him would

be mean or distasteful ! To stand at a

washtub and wash his clothes if it were

wanted ! Oh, Janet, I used to dread the

time in which he would have to put his

arm round me and kiss me. Icannot

tell you what I feel now about that

other he.

“I know well how provoked you will

be, and it will all come of love for me ;

but you cannot but own that I am right.

If you have any justice in you, write to

me and tell me that I am right.

“ Only that Mr. Gilmore is your great

friend, and that therefore just at first

Walter will not be your friend, I would

tell you more about him—how handsome

he is, how manly and how clever. And

then his voice is like the music of the

spheres. You won’t feel like being his

friend at first, but you must look forward

to his being your friend: you must love

him, as I do Mr. Fenwick; and you

must tell Mr. Fenwick that he must

open his breast for the man who is to be

my husband. Alas, alas! I fear it will

be long before I can go to Bullhampton.

How I do wish that he would find some

nice wife to suit him!

“ Good-bye, dearest Janet. If you are

really good, you will write me a sweet,
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kind, loving letter, wishing me joy. You

must know all. Aunt Sarah has refused

to congratulate me because the income

is so small, nevertheless we have not

quarreled. But the income will be

nothing to you, and I do look forward

to a kind word. When everything is

settled, of course I will tell you.

“ Your most affectionate friend,

“ MARY LowrmzR.”

The former letter of the two was

shown to Miss Marrable. That lady

was of opinion that it should not be

sent, but would not say that, if to be

sent, it could be altered for the better.

CHAPTER XXI.

PARSON JOHN THINKS ABOUT IT.

ON that same Thursday—the Thurs

day on which Mary Lowther wrote her

two despatches to Bullhampton—Miss

Marrable sent a note down to Parson

John, requesting that she might have an

interview with him. If he were at

home and disengaged, she would go

down to him that evening, or he might,

if he pleased, come to her. The former

she thought would be preferable. Par

son John assented, and very soon after

dinner the private brougham came round

from the Dragon, and conveyed Miss

Marrable down to the rectory at Low

town. “I am going down to Parson

John,” said she to Mary: “I think it

best to speak to him about the engage

ment.” Mary received the information

with a nod of her head that was intend

ed to be gracious, and Aunt Sarah pro

ceeded on her way. She found her

cousin alone in his study, and imme

diatcly opened the subject which had

brought her down the hill.

‘- Walter, I believe, has told you about

this engagement. Mr. Marrab|e.”

“ Never was so astonished in my life !

He told me last night. I had begun to

think that he was getting very fond of

her, but I didn’t suppose it would come

to this.”

“Don’t you think it very imprudent?”

“ Of course it’s imprudent, Sarah.

It don’t require any thinking to be aware

of that. It’s downright stupid—two

cousins, with nothing a year between

them, when no doubt each of them might

do very well. They are well-born, and

well-looking, and clever, and all that.

It’s absurd, and I don’t suppose it will

ever come to anything.”

“ Did you tell Walter what you

thought ?”

“ Why should I tell him ? He knows

what I think without my telling him;

and he wouldn’t care a pinch of snuff

for my opinion. I tell you because you

ask me.”

“ But ought not something to be done

to prevent it ?”

“ What can we do? I might tell him

that I wouldn’t have him here any more,

but I shouldn’t like to do that. Perhaps

she’ll do your bidding.”

“I fear not, Mr. Marrable.”

“ Then you may be quite sure he

won’t do mine. I—Ie’ll go away and for

get her. That’ll be the end of it. It’lI

be as good as a year gone out of her

life, and she’ll lose this other lover of

hers at— What’s the name ofthe place?

It’s a pity, but that’s what she’ll have to

go through.”

“ Is he so light as that?” asked Aunt

Sarah, shocked.

“ He’s about the same as other men,

I take it; and she’ll be the same as

other girls. They like to have their bit

of fun now, and there’d be no great

harm, only such fun costs the lady so

plaguey dear. As for their being mar

ried, I don’t think Walter will ever be

such a fool as that.”

There was something in this that was

quite terrible to Aunt Sarah. Her Mary

Lowther was to be treated in this way

—to be played with as a plaything, and

then to be turned off when the time for

playing came to an end ! And this little

game was to be played for Walter Mar

rable’s delectation, though the result of

it would be the ruin of Mary’s pros

pects in life! “ I think,” said she,

“ that if I believed him to be so base

as that I would send him out of the

house.”

“ He does not mean to be base at all.
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He’s just like the rest of ’em,” said Par

son John.

Aunt Sarah used every argument in

her power to show that something should

be done, but all to no purpose. She

thought that if Sir Gregory were brought

to interfere, that perhaps might have an

effect, but the old clergyman laughed at

this. What did Captain Walter Mar

rable, who had been in the army all his

life, and who had no special favor to ex

pect from his uncle, care about Sir Gre

gory? Head of the family, indeed!

What was the head of the family to

him? If a girl would be a fool, the girl

must take the result of her folly. That

was Parson John’s doctrine—that and a

confirmed assurance that this engage

ment, such as it was, would lead to

nothing. He was really very sorry for

Mary, in whose praise he said ever so

many good-natured things; but she had

not been the first fool, and she would

not be the last: it was not his business,

and he could do no good by interfer

ing. At last, however, he did promise

that he would himself speak to Walter.

Nothing would come of it, but, as his

cousin asked him, he would speak to his

nephew.

He waited for four-and-twenty hours

before he spoke, and during that time

was subject to none of those terrors

which were now making Miss Marrable’s

life a burden to her. In his opinion it

was almost a pity that a young fellow

like Walter should be interrupted in his

amusement. According to his view of

life, very much wisdom was not expected

from ladies, young or old. They, for

the most part, had their bread found for

them, and were not required to do any

thing, whether they were rich or poor.

Let them be ever so poor, the disgrace

of poverty did not fall upon them as it

did upon men. But then, if they would

run their heads into trouble, trouble

came harder upon them than on men,

and for that they had nobody to blame

but themselves. Of course it was a very

nice thing to be in love. Verses and

pretty speeches and easy-spoken ro

mance were pleasant enough in their

way. Parson John had no doubt tried

 

them himself in early life, and had found

how far they were efficacious for his own

happiness. But young women were so

apt to want too much of the excitement.

A young man at Bullhampton was not

enough without another young man at

Loring. That we fear was the mode in

which Parson John looked at the sub

ject; which mode of looking at it, had

he ever ventured to explain it to Mary

Lowther, would have brought down upon

his head from that young woman an

amount of indignant scorn which would

have been very disagreeable to Parson

John. But then he was a great deal too

wise to open his mind on such a subject

to Mary Lowther.

“I think, sir, I’d better go up and

see Curling again next week,” said the

captain.

“I dare say.

right ?”

“I suppose I shall get the money,

but Ishall like to know when. I am

very anxious, of course, to tix a day for

my marriage.”

“I should not be over'quick about

that, ifl were you,” said Parson John.

“ Why not? Situated as I am, I

must be quick. I must make up my

mind, at any rate, where we’re to live

when we’re married.”

“You’ll go back to your regiment, I

suppose, next month ?”

“ Yes, sir. I shall go back to my

regiment next month, unless we may

make up our minds to go out to India.”

“ What! you and Mary?”

“ Yes, I and Mary.”

“ As man and wife?”

John, with a smile.

“ How else should we go ?”

“Well, no. If she goes with you,

she must go as Mrs. Captain Marrable,

of course. But if I were you, I would

not think of anything so horrible.”

“It would be horrible,” said Walter

Marrable.

“I should think it would. India may

be all very well when a man is quite

young, and if he can keep himself from

beer and wine; but to go back there at

your time of life with a wife, and to look

forward to a dozen children there, must

Is anything not going

said Parson
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be an unpleasant prospect, I should

say.” Walter Marrable sat silent and

black. “I should give up all idea of

India,” continued his uncle.

“ What the deuce is a man to do ?”

asked the captain. The parson shrugged

his shoulders. “ I’ll tell you what I

have been thinking of,” said the captain.

“If I could get a farm of four or five

hundred acres—”

“ A farm !” exclaimed the parson.

“ Why not a farm? I know that a

man can do nothing with a farm unless

he has capital. He should have ten or

twelve pounds an acre for his land, I

suppose. I should have that and some

trifle of an income besides if I sold out.

I suppose my uncle would let me have a

farm under him.”

“ He would see you farther first.”

“VVhy shouldn’t I do as well with a

farm as another?”

“ Why not turn shoemaker? Because

you have not learned the business.

Farmer, indeed! You’d never get the

farm, and if you did you would not keep

it for three years. You’ve been in the

army too long to be fit for anything else,

Walter.” Captain Marrable looked black

and angry at being so counseled, but he

believed what was said to him, and had

no answer to make to it. “You must

stick to the army,” continued the old

man ; " and if you'll take my advice,

you’ll do so without the impediment of

a wife.”

M That’s quite out of the question.”

“ Why is it out of the question?”

“ How can you ask me, Uncle John?

Would you have me go back from an

engagement after I have made it ?”

“I would have you go back from any

thing that was silly.”

“ And tell a girl after I have asked

her to be my wife that I don’t want to

have anything more to do with her ?”

“I should not tell her that, but I

should make her understand, both for

her own sake and for mine, that we had

been too fast, and that the sooner we

gave up our folly the better for both of

us. You can’t marry her-—that’s the

truth of it.”

“You’ll see ifI can’t.”

 

“ If you choose to wait ten years, you

may.”

“I won’t wait ten months, nor, if I

can have my own way, ten weeks.”

(What a pity that Mary could not have

heard him !) “Half the fellows in the

army are married without anything be

yond their pay, and I’m to be told that

we can’t get along with three hundred a

year! At any rate, we’ll try.”

“ Marry in haste and repent at leis

ure,” said Uncle John.

“ According to the doctrines that are

going now-a-days,” said the captain, “it

will be held soon that a gentleman can’t

marry unless he has got three thousand a

year. It is the most heartless, damnable

teaching that ever came up. It spoils

the men, and makes women, when they

do marry, expect ever so many things

that they ought never to want.”

“ And you mean to teach them better,

Walter ?”

“I mean to act for myself, and not

be frightened out of doing what I think

right because the world says this and

that.” As he so spoke the angry cap

tain got up to leave the room.

“ All the same,” rejoined the parson,

firing the last shot, “I’d think twice

about it, if I were you, before I married

Mary Lowther.”

“I-Ie’s more of an ass, and twice as

headstrong as I thought him,” said Par

son John to Miss Marrable the next

day, “but still I don’t think it will come

to anything. As far as I can observe,

three of these engagements are broken

off for one that goes on. And when he

comes to look at things, he’ll get tired

of it. He’s going up to London next

week, and I sha’n’t press him to come

back. If he does come, I can’t help it.

If I were you, I wouldn’t ask him up the

hill, and I should tell Miss Mary a bit

of my mind pretty plainly.”

Hitherto, as far as words went, Aunt

Sarah had told very little of her mind to

Mary Lowther on the subject of her en

gagement, but she had spoken as yet no

word of congratulation ; and Mary knew

that the manner in which she proposed

to bestow herself was not received with

favor by any of her relatives at Loring.
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CHAPTER XXII.

WHAT THE FENWICKS THINK ABOUT IT.

BULLHAMPTON unfortunately was at

the end of the postman’s walk, and as

the man came all the way from Laying

ton, letters were seldom received much

before eleven o’clock. Now this was a

most pernicious arrangement, in respect

to which Mr. Fenwick carried on a per

petual feud with the Post-office authori

ties, having put forward a great postal

doctrine that letters ought to be rained

from heaven on to everybody’s break

fast-table exactly as the hot water was

brought in for tea. He, being an ener

getic man, carried on a long and angry

correspondence with the authorities

aforesaid, but the old man from Bull

hampton continued to toddle into the

village just at eleven o’clock. It was

acknowledged that ten was his time, but,

as he argued himself, ten and eleven

were pretty much of a muchness. The

consequence of this was, that Mary

Lowther’s letters to Mrs. Fenwick had

been read by her two or three hours be

fore she had an opportunity of speaking

on the subject to her husband. At last,

however, he returned, and she flew at

him with a letter in her hawI

“ Frank,” she said—“ Frank, what do

you think has happened?”

“ The Bank of England must have

stopped, from the look of your face.”

“I wish it had, with all my heart,

sooner than this. Mary has gone and

engaged herself to her cousin Walter

Marrable.”

“ Mary Lowther ?”

“ Yes, Mary Lowther—our Mary.

And from what I remember hearing

about him, he is anything but nice.”

“ He had a lot of money left to him

the other day.”

“It can’t have been much, because

Mary owns that they will be very poor.

Here is her letter. I am so unhappy

about it! Don’t you remember hearing

about that Colonel Marrable who was

in a horrible scrape about somebody’s

wife ?”

“ You shouldn’t judge the son from

the father.”

“They’ve been in the army together, -

and they’re both alike. I hate the army.

They are almost always no better than

they should be.”

“ That’s true, my dear, certainly, of all

services, unless it be the army of mar

tyrs; and there may be a doubt on the

subject even as to them. May I read it?”

“ Oh yes : she has been half ashamed

of herself every word she has written. I

know her so well. To think that Mary

Lowther should have engaged herself to

any man after two days’ acquaintance !”

Mr. Fenwick read the letter through

attentively, and then handed it back.

“ It’s a good letter,” he said.

“ You mean that it’s well written?”

“I mean that it’s true. There are no

touches put in to make effect. She

does love the one man, and she doesn’t

love the other. All I can say is, that

I’m very sorry for it. It will drive Gil

more out of the place.”

“ Do you mean it?”

“I do, indeed. I never knew a man

to be at the same time so strong and so

weak in such a matter. One would say

that the intensity of his affection would

be the best pledge of his future happi

ness if he were to marry the girl; but,

seeing that he is not to marry her, one

cannot but feel that a man shouldn’t

stake his happiness on a thing beyond

his reach.”

“ You think it is all up, then—that

she really will marry this man ?”

“What else can I think ?”

“ These things do go off sometimes..

There can’t be much money, because,

you see, old Miss Marrable opposes the

whole thing on account of there not

being money enough. She is anything

but rich herself, and is the last person

in all the world to make a fuss about

money. If it could be broken ofll—”

“If I understand Mary Lowther,”

said Mr. Fenwick, “ she is not the wo

man to have her match broken off for

her by any person. Of course I know

nothing about the man, but if he is firm,

she’ll be as firm.”

“ And then she has written to Mr.

Gilmore,” said Mrs. Fenwick.

“ It’s all up with Harry, as far as this

goes,” said Mr. Fenwick.
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The vicar had another matter of mo

ment to discuss with his wife. Sam

Brattle, after having remained hard at

work at the mill for nearly a fortnight

so hard at work as to induce his father

to declare that he’d beta guinea there

wasn’t a man in the three parishes who

could come nigh his Sam for a right

down day’s work—after all this, Sam

had disappeared, had been gone for two

days, and was said by the constable to

have been seen, at night even, on the

Devizes side, from which were supposed

to come the Grinder and all manner of

Grinder’s iniquities. Up to this time

no further arrest had been made on

account of Farmer Trumbull’s murder,

nor had any trace been found of the

Grinder or of that other man who had

been his companion. The leading po

liceman, who still had charge of the

case, expressed himself as sure that the

old woman at Pycroft Common knew

nothing of her son’s whereabouts; but

he had always declared, and still con

tinued_ to declare, that Sam Brattle could

tell them the whole story of the murder

if be pleased; and there had been a cer

tain amount of watching kept on the

young man, much to his own disgust

and to that of his father. Sam had

sworn aloud in the village—so much

aloud that he had shown his determina

tion to be heard by all men—that he

would go to America, and see whether

any one would dare to stop him. He

had been told of his bail, and had re

plied that he would demand to be re

lieved of his bail—that his bail was ille

gal, and that he would have it all tried

in a court of law. Mr. Fenwick had

heard of this, and had replied that as far

as he was concerned he was not in the

least afraid. He believed that the bail

was illegal, and he believed also that

Sam would stay where he was. But

now Sam was gone, and the Bullhamp

ton constable was clearly of opinion that

he had gone to join the Grinder. “ At

any rate, he’s off somewhere,” said Mr.

Fenwick, “ and his mother doesn’t know

where he’s gone. Old Brattle, of course,

won’t say a word.”

“ And will it hurt you ?”

 

“ Not unless they get hold of those

other fellows and require Sam’s appear

ance. I don’t doubt but that he’d turn

up in that case.”

“ Then it does not signify.”

“It signifies for him. I’ve an idea

that I know where he’s gone, and I think

I shall go after him.”

“ Is it far, Frank?”

“Something short of Australia, very

luckily.”

“ Oh, Frank !”

“I tell you the truth. It’s my belief

that Carry Brattle is living about twenty

miles off, and that he’s gone to see his

sister.”

“ Carry Brattle !—down here !”

“I don’t know it, and I don’t want to

hear it mentioned; but I fancy it is so.

At any rate, I shall go and see.”

“ Poor, dear, bright little Carry! But

how is she living, Frank?”

“She’s not one of the army of mar

tyrs, you may be sure. I dare say she’s

no better than she should be.”

“ You’ll tell me if you see her?”

“ Oh yes.”

“ Shall I send her anything?”

“ The only thing to send her is money.

If she is in want I’ll relieve her—with a

very sparing hand.”

“ Will you bring her back—here ?”

“ Ah, who can say? I should tell

her mother, and I suppose we should

have to ask her father to receive her. I

know what his answer will be.”

“ He’ll refuse to see her.”

“ No doubt. Then we should have to

put our heads together, and the chances

are that the poor girl will be off in the

mean time—back to London and the

devil. It is not easy to set crooked

things straight.”

In spite, however, of this interruption,

Mary Lowther and her engagement to

Captain Marrable was the subject of

greatest interest at the vicarage that day

and through the night. Mrs. Fenwick

half expected that Gilmore would come

down in the evening, but the vicar

declared that his friend would be un

willing to show himself after the blow

which he would have received. They

knew that he would know that they had
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received the news, and that therefore he

could not come either to tell it, or with

the intention of asking questions with

out telling it. If he came at all, he must

come like a beaten cur with his tail be

tween his legs. And then there arose the

question whether it would not be better

that Mary’s letter should be answered

before Mr. Gilmore was seen. Mrs.

Fenwick, whose fingers were itching for

pen and paper, declared at last that she

would write at once; and did write, as

follows, before she went to bed:

“ Tm: VICARAGE, Friday.

“DEAREST MARY: I do not know

how to answer your letter. You tell me to

write pleasantly and to congratulate you ;

but how is one to do what is so utter

ly in opposition to one’s own interests

and wishes? Oh dear ! oh dear! how

I do so wish you had stayed at Bull

hampton! I know you will be angry

with me for saying so, but how can I

say anything else? I cannot picture

you to myself going about from town

to town and living in country-quarters.

And as I never saw Captain Marrable

to the best ofmy belief, I cannot inter

est myself about him as I do about one

whom I know and love and esteem. I

feel that this is not a nice way of writing

to you, and indeed it would be nice if I

could. Of course I wish you to be full

of joy—of course I wish with all my

heart that you may be happy if you mar

ry your cousin; but the thing has come

so suddenly that we cannot bring our

selves to look upon it as a reality.”

(“ You should speak for yourself,

Janet,” said Mr. Fenwick, when he came

to this part of the letter. He did not,

however, require that the sentence should

be altered.)

“ You talk so much of doing what is

right! Nobody has ever doubted that

you were right both in morals and sen

timent. The only regret has been that

such a course should be right, and that

the other thing should be wrong. Poor

man! we have not seen him yet, nor

heard from him. Frank says that he

will take it very badly. I suppose that

men do always get over that kind of

thing much quicker than women do.

Many women never can get over it at

all; and Harry Gilmore, though there is

so little about him that seems to be

soft, is in this respect more like a wo

man than a man. Had he been other

wise, and only half cared for you, and

asked you to be his wife as though your

taking him was a thing he didn’t much

care about and quite a matter of course,

I believe you would have been up at

Hampton Privets this moment, instead

of going soldiering with a captain.

“ Frank bids me send you his kindest

love and his best wishes for your happi

ness. Those are his very words, and

they seem to be kinder than mine. Of

course you have my love and my best

wishes, but I do not know how to write

as though I could rejoice with you. Your

husband will always be dear to us, who

ever he may be, if he be good to you.

At present I feel very, very angry with

Captain Marrable, as though I wish he

had had his head blown off in battle.

However, if he is to be the happy man,

I will open my heart to him ; that is, if

he be good.

“I know this is not nice, but I can

not make it nicer now. God bless you,

dearest Mary!

“ Ever your most affectionate friend,

“JANET FENWICK.”

The letter was not posted till the hour

for despatch on the following day, but

up to that hour nothing had been seen

at the vicarage of Mr. Gilmore.

CHAPTER XXIII.

WIIAT MR. GILMORE THINKS ABOUT IT.

MR. GILMORE was standing on the

doorsteps of his own house when hIary’s

letter was brought to him. It was a

modest-sized country gentleman’s resi

dence, built of variegated, uneven stones,

black and gray and white, which seemed

to be chiefly flint, but the corners and

settings of the windows and of the door

ways and the chimneys were of brick.

There was something sombre about it,

and many perhaps might call it dull of
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aspect, but it was substantial, comfort

able and unassuming. It was entered

by broad stone steps, with iron balus

trades curving outward as they descend

ed, and there was an open area round

the house, showing that the offices were

in the basement. In these days it was

a quiet house enough, as Mr. Gilmore

was a man not much given to the loud

ness of bachelor parties. He enter

tained his neighbors at dinner perhaps

once a month, and occasionally had a

few guests staying with him. His uncle,

the prebendary from Salisbury, was often

with him, and occasionally a brother who

was in the army. For the present, how

ever, he was much more inclined, when

in want of society, to walk off to the

vicarage than to provide it for himself at

home. When Mary’s letter was handed

to him with his Times and other corre

spondence, he looked, as everybody does,

at the address, and at once knew that it

came from Mary Lowther. He had never

hitherto received a letter from her, but

yet he knew her handwriting well. With

out waiting a moment, he turned upon

his heel and went back into his house,

and through the hall to the library.

When there he first opened three other

lett.ers—two from tradesmen in London,

and one from his uncle, offering to come

to him on the next Monday. Then he

opened the Times, and cut it and put it

down on the table. Mary’s letter mean

while was in his hand, and any one

standing by might have thought that he

had forgotten it. But he had not for

gotten it, nor was it out of his mind for

a moment. While looking at the other

letters, while cutting the paper, while

attempting, as he did, to read the news,

he was suffering under the dread of the

blow that was coming. He was there

for twenty minutes before he dared to

break the envelope; and though during

the whole of that time he pretended to

deceive himself by some employment, he

knew that he was simply postponing an

evil thing that was coming to him. At

last he cut the letter open, and stood for

some moments looking for courage to

read it. He did read it, and then sat

himself down in his chair, telling him

 

self that the thing was over and that he

would bear it as a man. He took up

his newspaper and began to study it. It

was the time of the year when news

papers are not very interesting, but he

made a rush at the leading articles and

went through two of them. Then he

turned over to the police reports. He

sat there for an hour, and read hard

during the whole time. Then he got up

and shook himself, and knew that he

was a crippled man, with every function

out of order, disabled in every limb. He

walked from the library into the hall. and

thence to the dining-room, and so back

ward and forward for a quarter of an

hour. At last he could walk no longer,

and closing the door of the library be

hind him, he threw himself on a sofa and

cried like a woman.

What was it that he wanted, and why

did he want it? Were there not other

women whom the world would say were

as good? Was it ever known that a

man had died or become irretrievably

broken and destroyed by disappointed

love? Was it not one of those things

that a man should shake off from him

and have done with it? He asked him

self these and many such-like questions,

and tried to philosophize with him

self on the matter. Had he no will of

his own by which he might conquer this

enemy? No: he had no will of his

own, and the enemy would not be con

quered. He had to tell himself that he

was so poor a thing that he could not

stand up against the evil that had fallen

on him.

He walked out round his shrubberies

and paddocks, and tried to take an

interest in the bullocks and the horses.

He knew that if every bullock and horse

about the place had been struck dead, it

would not enhance his misery. He had

not had much hope before, but now he

would have seen the house of Hampton

Privets in flames, just for the chance

that had been his yesterday. It was not

only that he wanted her, or that he re

gretted the absence of some recognized

joys which she would have brought to

him, but that the final decision on her

part seemed to take from him all vitality,
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all power of enjoyment, all that inward

elasticity which is necessary for an

interest in worldly affairs.

He had as yet hardly thought of any

thing but himself—had hardly observed

the name of his successful rival, or paid

any attention to aught but the fact that

she had told him that it was all over.

He had not attempted to/make up his

mind whether anything could still be

done—whether he might yet have a

chance—whether it would be well for

him to quarrel with the man—whether

he should be indignant with her, or re

monstrate once again in regard to her

cruelty. He had thought only of the

blow and of his inability to support it.

Would it not be best that he should go

forth and blow out his brains, and have

done with it?

He did not look at the letter again till

he had returned to the library. Then

he took it from his pocket, and read it

very carefully. Yes, she had been quick

about it. Why, how long had it been

since she had left their parish ? It was

still October, and she had been there

just before the murder—only the other

day! Captain Walter Marrable! No,

he didn’t think he had ever heard of him.

Some fellow with a moustache and a

military strut—just the man that he had

always hated ; one of a class which, with

nothing real to recommend it, is always

interfering with the happiness of every

body. It was in some such light as this

that Mr. Gilmore at present regarded

Captain Marrable. How could such a

man make a woman happy—a fellow who

probably had no house nor home in

which to make her comfortable? Stay

ing with his uncle, the clergyman! Poor

Gilmore expressed a wish that the uncle,

the clergyman, had been choked before

he had entertained such a guest. Then

he read the concluding sentence of poor

Mary’s letter, in which she expressed a

hope that they might be friends? Was

there ever such cold-blooded trash?

Friends indeed! What sort of friend

ship could there be between two per

sons, one of whom had made the other

so wretched, so dead, as was he at

present ?

Van. IV.—r1

 

For some half hour he tried to com

fort himself with an idea that he could

get hold of Captain Marrable and maul

him—that it would be a thing permis

sible for him, a magistrate, to go forth

with a whip' and flog the man, and then

perhaps shoot him, because the man had

been fortunate in love where he had been

unfortunate. But he knew the world in

which he lived too well to allow himself

long to think that this could really be

done. It might be that it was a better

world where such revenge was practi

cable, but, as he well knew, it was not

practicable now; and if Mary Lowther

chose to give herself to this accursed

captain, he could not help it. There was

nothing that he could do but to go away

and chafe at his suffering in some part

of the world in which nobody would

know that he was chafing.

When the evening came, and he found

that his solitude was terribly oppressive

to him, he thought that he would go

down to the vicarage. He had been

told by that false one that her tidings

had been sent to her friend. He took

his hat and sauntered out across the

fields, and did walk as far as the church

yard gate, close to poor Mr. Trumbull’s

farm—the very spot at which he had last

seen Mary Lowther; but when he was

there he could not endure to go through

to the vicarage. There is something

mean to a man in the want of success

in love. If a man lose a venture of

money, he can tell his friend, or be un

successful for a seat in Parliament, or be

thrown out of a run in the hunting-field,

or even if he be blackballed for a club;

but a man can hardly bring himself to

tell to his dearest comrade that his Mary

has preferred another man to himself.

This wretched fact the Fenwicks already

knew as to poor Gilmore’s Mary, and

yet, though he had come down there

hoping for some comfort, he did not dare

to face them. He went back all alone,

and tumbled and tossed and fretted

through the miserable night.

And the next morning was as bad.

He hung about the place till about four,

utterly crushed by his burden. It was

a Saturday, and when the postman called
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no letter had yet been even written in

answer to his uncle’s proposition. He

was moping about the grounds, with his

hands in his pockets, thinking of this,

when suddenly Mrs. Fenwick appeared

in the path before him. There had been

another consultation that morning be

tween herself and her husband, and this

visit was the result of it. He dashed at

the matter immediately. “You have

come,” he said, “ to talk to me about

Mary Lowther.”

“I have come to say a word, if I can,

to comfort you. Frank bade me to

come.”

“ There isn’t any comfort,” he replied.

“ We knew that it would be hard to

bear, my friend,” she said, putting her

hand within his arm, “but there is

comfort.”

“There can be none for me. I had

set my heart upon it, so that I cannot

forget it.”

“I know you had, and so had we.

Of course there will be sorrow, but it

will wear off.” He shook his head with

out speaking. “God is too good,” she

continued, “ to let- such troubles remain

with us long.”

“You think, then,” he said, “that

there is no chance?” What could she

say to him? How, under the circum

stances of Mary’s engagement, could she

encourage his love for her friend? “I

know that there is none,” he continued.

“I feel, Mrs. Fenwick, that I do not

know what to do with myself or how to

hold myself. Of course it is nonsense

to talk about dying, but I do feel as

though if I didn’t die I should go crazy.

I can’t settle my mind to a single thing.”

“ It is fresh with you yet, Harry,” she

said. She had never called him Harry

before, though her husband did so al

ways, and now she used the name in

sheer tenderness.

“I don’t know why such a thing

should be different with me than with

other people,” he said; “only that per

haps I am weaker. But I’ve known

from the very first that I have staked

everything upon her. I have never

questioned to myself that I was going

for all or nothing. I have seen it be

 

fore me all along, and now it has come.

Oh, Mrs. Fenwick, if God would strike

me dead this moment, it would be a

mercy!” And then he threw himself

on the ground at her feet. He was not

there a moment before he was up again.

“If you knew how I despise myself for

all this—how I hate myself!”

She would not leave him, but stayed

there till he consented to come down

with her to the vicarage. He should

dine there, and Frank should walk back

with him at night. As to that question

of Mr. Chamberlaine’s visit, respecting

which Mrs. Fenwick did not feel herself

competent to give advice herself, it

should become matter of debate between

them and Frank, and then a man and

horse could be sent to Salisbury on Sun

day morning. As he walked down to

the vicarage with that pretty woman at

his elbow, things perhaps were a little

better with him.

CHAPTER XXIV.

rm: REV. HENRY FITZACKERLEY CHAMBER

LAINIL

IT was decided that evening at the

vicarage that it would be better for all

parties that the reverend uncle from

Salisbury should be told to make his

visit and spend the next week at Hamp

ton Privets: that is, that he should come

on the Monday and stay till the Satur

day. The letter was written down at

the vicarage, as Fenwick feared that it

would never be written if the writing of

it were left to the unassisted energy of

the squire. The letter was written, and

the vicar, who walked back to Hampton

Privets house with his friend, took care

that it was given to a servant' on that

night.

On the Sunday nothing was seen of

Mr. Gilmore. He did not come to

church, nor would he dine at the vicar

age. He remained the whole day in his

own house, pretending to write, trying

to write—with accounts before him, with

a magazine in his hand, even with a vol

ume of sermons open on the table before

him. But neither the accounts, nor the
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“We knew that it would he hard to bear, my Friend,” she said,

putting her hand within his arm.

[Vicar of Bullhampton. Chap. XXIIL]
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magazine, nor the sermons could arrest

his attention for a moment. He had

staked everything on obtaining a certain

object, and that object was now beyond

his reach. Men fail often in other

things—in the pursuit of honor, fortune

or power—and when they fail they can

begin again. There was no beginning

again for him. When Mary Lowther

should have married this captain she

would be a thing lost to him for ever;

and was she not as bad as married to

this man already? He could do nothing

to stop her marriage.

Early in the afternoon on Monday the

Rev. Henry Fitzackerley Chamberlaine

reached Hampton Privets. He came

with his own carriage and a pair of

post-horses, as befitted a prebendary of

the good old times. Not that Mr.

Chamberlaine was a very old man, but

that it suited his tastes and tone of

mind to adhere to the well-bred cere

monies of life, so many. of which went

out of fashion when railroads came in.

Mr. Chamberlaine was a gentleman

about fifty-five years of age, unmarried,

possessed of a comfortable private inde

pendence, the incumbent of a living in

the fens of Cambridgeshire, which he

never visited, his health forbidding him

to do so; on which subject there had

been a considerable amount of corre

spondence between him and a certain

right reverend prelate, in which the pre

bendary had so far got the better in the

argument as not to be disturbed in his

manner oflife; and he was, as has been

before said, the owner of a stall in Salis

bury Cathedral. His lines had certainly

fallen to him in very pleasant places.

As to that living in the fens, there was

not much to prick his conscience, as he

gave up the parsonage-house and two

thirds of the income to his curate: the

other third he expended on local chari

ties. Perhaps the argument which had

most weight in silencing the bishop was

contained in a short postscript to one of

his letters. “ By the by,” said the post

script, “ perhaps I ought to inform your

lordship that I have never drawn a penny

of income out of Hardbedloe since I

ceased to live there.” “ It’s a bishop’s -

I living,” said the happy holder of it to

one or two clerical friends, “and Dr.

thinks the patronage would be

better in his hands than in mine. I

disagree with him, and he’ll have to

write a great many letters before he suc

ceeds.” But his stall was worth eight

hundred pounds a year and a house,

and Mr. Chamberlaine, in regard to his

money matters, was quite in clover.

He was a very handsome man—about

six feet high, with large, light-gray eyes,

a straight nose and a well-cut chin. His

lips were thin, but his teeth were perfect,

only that they had been supplied by a

dentist. His gray hair encircled his

head, coming round upon his forehead

in little wavy curls, in a manner that had

conquered the hearts of spinsters by the

dozen in the cathedral. It was whisper

ed, indeed, that married ladies would

, sometimes succumb, and rave about the

beauty and the dignity and the white

hands and the deep rolling voice of the

Rev. Henry Fitzackerley Chamberlaine.

Indeed, his voice was very fine when it

would be heard from the far-off end of

the choir during the communion service,

altogether trumping the exertion of the

other second-rate clergyman who would

be associated with him at the altar.

And he had, too, great gifts of preach

ing, which he would exercise once a

week during thirteen weeks of the year.

He never exceeded twenty-five minutes,

every word was audible throughout the

whole choir, and there was a grace about

it that was better than any doctrine.

When he was to be heard the cathedral

was always full, and he was perhaps

justified in regarding himself as one of

the ecclesiastical stars of the day. Many

applications were made to him to preach

here and there, but he always refused.

Stories were told of how he had declined

to preach before the Queen at St. James’,

averring that if Her Majesty would please

to visit Salisbury, every accommodation

should be provided for her. As to preach

ing at Whitehall, Westminster and St.

Paul’s, it was not doubted that he had

over and over again declared that his

appointed place was in his own stall, and

that he did not consider that he was
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called to holding forth in the market

place. He was usually abroad during

the early autumn months, and would

make sundry prolonged visits to friends,

but his only home was his prebendal

residence in the Close. It was not

much of a house to look at from the

outside, being built with the plainest

possible construction of brick, but within

it was very pleasant. All that curtains,

and carpets, and arm-chairs, and books,

and ornaments could do, had been done

lavishly, and the cellar was known to be

the best in the city. He always used

post-horses, but he had his own carriage.

He never talked very much, but when

he did speak people listened to him.

His appetite was excellent, but he was a

feeder not very easy to please: it was

understood well by the ladies of Salis

bury that if Chamberlaine was expected

to dinner, something special must be

done in the way of entertainment. He

was always exceedingly well dressed.

What he did with his hours nobody

knew, but he was supposed to be a man

well educated at all points. That he was

such a judge of all works of art that not

another like him was to be found in

Wiltshire, nobody doubted. It was con

sidered that he was almost as big as the

bishop, and not a soul in Salisbury

would have thought of comparing the

dean to him. But the dean had seven

children, and Mr. Chamberlaine was

quite unencumbered.

Henry Gilmore was a little afraid of

his uncle, but would always declare that

he was not so. “ If he chooses to come

over here, he is welcome,” the nephew

would say; “ but he must live just as I

do.” Nevertheless, though there was

but little left of the ’47 Lafitte in the

cellar of Hampton Privets, a bottle was

always brought up when Mr. Chamber

laine was there, and Mrs. Buncher, the

cook, did not pretend but that she was

in a state of dismay from the hour of

his coming to that of his going. And

yet Mrs. Buncher and the other servants

liked him to be there. His presence

honored the Privets. Even the boy

who blacked his boots felt that he was

blacking the boots of a great man. It

 
was acknowledged throughout the house

hold that the squire, having such an

uncle, was much more of a squire than

he would have beenwithout him. The

clergyman, being such as he was, was

greater than the country gentleman. And

yet Mr. Chamberlaine was only a pre

bendary, was the son of a country

clergyman who had happened to marry

a wife with money, and had absolutely

never done anything useful in the whole

course of his life. It is often very curi

ous to trace the sources of greatness.

With Mr. Chamberlaine I think, it came

from the whiteness of his hands, and

from a certain knack he had of looking

as though he could say a great deal,

though it suited him better to be silent

and say nothing. Of outside deport

ment no doubt he was a great master.

Mr. Fenwick always declared that he

was very fond of Mr. Chamberlaine, and

greatly admired him. “ He is the most

perfect philosopher I ever met,” Fen

wick would say, “ and has gone to the

very centre depth of contemplation. In

another ten years he will be the great

Akinetos. He will eat and drink, and

listen, and be at ease, and desire noth

ing. As it is, no man that I know dis

turbs other people so little.” On the

other hand, Mr. Chamberlaine did not

profess any great admiration for Mr.

Fenwick, whom he designated as one of

the smart “windbag” tribe—“ clever, no

doubt, and perhaps conscientious, as a

friend of his own knows, but shallow,

and perhaps a little conceited.” The

squire, who was not clever and not con

ceited, understood them both, and much

preferred his friend the vicar to his uncle

the prebendary.

Gilmore had once consulted his uncle

—once in an evil moment, as he now

felt—whether it would not be well for

him to marry Miss Lowther. The uncle

had expressed himself as very adverse

to the marriage, and would now, on this

occasion, be sure to ask some question

about it. When the great man arrived

the squire was out, still wandering round

among the bullocks and sheep; but the

evening after dinner would be very long.

On the followipg day, Mr. and Mrs.
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Fenwick. with Mr. and Mrs. Green

thorne, were to dine at the Privets. If

this first evening were only through,

Gilmore thought that he could get some

comfort, even from his uncle. As he

came near the house, he went into the

yard and saw the prebendary’s grand

carriage, which was being washed. No,

as far as the groom knew, Mr. Chamber

laine had not gone out, but was in the

house then. So Gilmore entered and

found his uncle in the library.

His first questions were about the

murder. “ You did catch one man and

let him go?” said the prebendary.

“ Yes, a tenant of mine; but there

was no evidence against him. He was

not the man.”

“I would not have let him go,” said

Mr. Chamberlaine.

“ You would not have kept a man that

was innocent?” said Gilmore.

“I would not have let the young man

go.”

“ But the law would not support us in

detaining him.”

“ Nevertheless, I would not have let

him go,” said Mr. Chamberlaine. “I

heard all about it.”

“ From whom did you hear?”

“ From Lord Trowbridge. I certainly

would not have let him go.” It ap

peared, however, that Lord Trowbridge’s

opinion had been given to the preben

dary prior to that fatal meeting which

had taken place in the house of the mur

dered man.

The uncle drank his claret in silence

on this evening. He said nothing, at

least, about Mary Lowther. “I don’t

know where you got it, Harry, but that

is not a very bad glass of wine.”

“ We think there’s none better in the

country, sir,” said Harry.

“I should be very sorry to commit

myself so far, but it is a good glass of

wine. By the by, I hope your clnf has

learned to make a cup of coffee since I

was here in the spring. I think we’ll

try it now.” The coffee was brought,

and the prebendary shook his head—the

least shake in the world—and smiled

blandly.

“ Coffee is the very devil in the coun

 
try,” said Harry Gilmore, who did not

dare to say that the mixture was good

in opposition to his uncle’s opinion.

After the coffee, which was served in

the library, the two men sat silent to

gether for half an hour, and Gilmore was

endeavoring to think what it was that

made his uncle come to Bullhampton.

At last, before he had arrived at any de

cision on this subject, there came first a

little nod. then a start and a sweet smile,

then another nod and a start without the

smile, and after that a soft murmuring

of a musical snore, which gradually in

creased in deepness till it became evi

dent that the prebendary was extremely

happy. Then it occurred to Gilmore

that perhaps Mr. Chamberlaine might

have become tired of going to sleep in his

own house, and that he had come to the

Privets, as he could not snore with com

fortable self-satisfaction in the houses of

indifferent friends. For the benefit of

such a change it might perhaps be worth

the great man’s while to undergo the

penalty of a bad cup of coffee.

And could not he, too, go to sleep

he, Gilmore? Could he not fall asleep

—not only for a few moments on such

an occasion as this—but altogether, after

the Akinetos fashion, as explained by

his friend Fenwick? Could he not be

come an immovable one, as was this

divine uncle of his? No Mary Lowther

had ever disturbed that man’s happiness.

A good dinner, a pretty ring, an easy-chair,

a china tea-cup might all be procured

with certainty, as long as money lasted.

Here was a man before him superbly com

fortable, absolutely happy, with no greater

suffering than what might come to him

from a chance cup of bad coffee, while

he, Harry Gilmore himself, was as mis

erable a devil as might be found between

the four seas, because a certain young

woman wouldn’t come to him and take

half of all that he owned! If there

were any curative philosophy to be found,

why could not he find it? The world

might say that the philosophy was a low

philosophy; but what did that matter if

it would take away out of his breast that

horrid load which was more than he

could bear? He declared to himself
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that he would sell his heart with all its

privileges for half a farthing, if he could

find anybody to talce it with all its bur

den. Here, then, was a man who had

no burden. He was snoring with almost

harmonious cadence—slowly, discreetly,

one might say artistically—quite like a

gentleman; and the man who so snored

could not but be happy. “Oh, d—n

it!” said Gilmore, in a private whisper,

getting up and leaving the room, but

there was more of envy than of anger in

the exclamation.

“ Ah ! you’ve been out,” said Mr.

Chamberlaine when his nephew returned.

“ Been to look at the horses made

up.”

“I never can see the use of that, but

I believe a great many men do it. I

suppose it’s an excuse for smoking gen

erally.” Now, Mr. Chamberlaine did not

smoke.

“ Well ! I did light my pipe.”

“There’s not the slightest necessity

for telling me so, Harry. Let us see if

Mrs. Buncher’s tea is better than her

c0ffee.” Then the bell was rung, and

Mr. Chamberlaine desired that he might

have a cup of black tea; not strong, but

made with a good deal of tea and poured .

out rapidly, without much decoction.

“ If it be strong and harsh I can’t sleep

a wink,” he said. The tea was brought,

and sipped very leisurely. There was

then a word or two said about certain

German baths, from which Mr. Cham

berlaine had just returned; and Mr.

Gilmore began to believe that he should -

not be asked to say anything about

Mary Lowther that night.

But the Fates were not so kind. The

prebendary had arisen with the intention

of retiring for the night, and was already

standing before the fire, with his bed

room candle in his hand, when some

thing—the happiness probably of his

own position in life, which allowed him

to seek the blessings of an undivided

couch—brought to his memory the fact

that his nephew had spoken to him

about some young woman—some young

woman who had possessed not even the

merit of a dowry. “ By the by,” said

he, “what has become of that flame of

 
yours, Harry?” Harry Gilmore became

black and glum. He did not like to

hear Mary spoken of as a flame. He

was standing at this moment with his

back to his uncle, and so remained with

out answering him. “Do you mean to

say that you did ask her after all ?”

asked the uncle. “If there be any

scrape, Harry, you had better let me

hear it.”

“ I don’t know what you call a scrape,”

said Harry. “ She’s not going to marry

me.”

“Thank God, my boy!” Gilmore

turned round, but his uncle did not prob

ably see his face. “I can assure you,”

continued Mr. Chamberlaine, “ that the

idea made me quite uncomfortable. I

set some inquiries on foot, and she was

not the sort of girl that you should

marry.”

“By G—,” said Gilmore, “I’d give

every acre I have in the world, and

every shilling, and every friend, and

twenty years of my life, if I could only

be allowed at this moment to think it

possible that she would ever marry me !”

“ Good heavens !” said Mr. Chamber

laine. While he was saying it Harry

Gilmore walked ofl, and did not show

himself to his uncle again that night.

CHAPTER XXV.

CARRY BRATTLIL

ON the day after the dinner-party at

Hampton Privets, Mr. Fenwick made

his little excursion out in the direction

toward Devizes of which he had spoken

to his wife. The dinner went off very

quietly, and there was considerable im

provement in the coffee. There was

some gentle sparring between the two

clergymen, if that can be called sparring

in which all the active pugnacity was on

one side. Mr. Fenwick endeavored to

entrap Mr. Chamherlaine into arguments,

but the prebendary escaped with a degree

of skill—without the shame of sullen re

fusal—that excited the admiration of

Mr. Fenwick’s wife. “After all, he is a

clever man,” she said, as she went home,

“ or he could never slip about as he does,
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like an eel, and that with so very little

motion.”

On the next morning the vicar started

alone in his gig. He had at first said

that he would take with him a nonde

script boy, who was partly groom, partly

gardener and partly shoeblack, and who

consequently did half the work of the

house, but at last he decided that he

would go alone. “ Peter is very silent,

. and most meritoriously uninterested in

everything,” he said to his wife. “ He

wouldn’t tell much, but even he might

tell something.” So he got himself into

his gig and drove off alone. He took

the Devizes road, and passed through

Lavington without asking a question;

but when he was halfway between that

place and Devizes, he stopped his horse

at a lane that led away to the right. He

had been on the road before, but he did

not know that lane. He waited a while

till an old woman whom he saw coming

to him reached him, and asked her

whether the lane would take him across

to the Marlborough road. The old wo

man knew nothing of the Marlborough

road, and looked as though she had

never heard of Marlborough. Then he

asked the way to Pycroft Common.

Yes, the lane would take him to Pycroft

Common. Would it take him to the

Bald'faced Stag? The old woman said

it would take him to Rump-end Corner,

“ but she didn’t know nowt of t’other

place.” He took the lane, however, and

without much difficulty made his way to

the Bald-faced Stag, which in the days

of the glory of that branch of the West

ern Road used to supply beer to at least

a dozen coaches a day, but which now,

alas! could slocken no drowth but that

of the rural aborigines. At the Bald

faced Stag, however, he found that he

could get a feed of corn, and here he put

up his horse, and saw that the corn was

eaten.

Pycroft Common was a mile from him,

and to Pycroft Common he walked. He

took the road toward Marlborough for

half a mile, and then broke off across

the open ground to the left. There was

no difficulty in finding this place, and

now it was his object to discover the

 
cottage of Mrs. Burrows without asking

the neighbors for her by name. He had

obtained a certain amount of information,

and thought that he could do it. He

walked on to the middle of the common,

and looked for his points of bearing.

There was the beer-house, and there

was the road that led away to Pewsey,

and there were the two brick cottages

standing together. Mrs. Burrows lived

in the little white cottage just behind.

He walked straight up to the door, be

tween the sunflowers and the rosebush,

and, pausing for a few moments to think

whether or no he would enter the cottage

unannounced, he knocked at the door.

A policeman would have entered without

notice, and so would a poacher knock

over a bare on its form; but whatever

creature a gentleman or a sportsman be

hunting, he will always give it a chance.

He rapped, and immediately heard that

there were sounds within. He rapped

again, and in about a minute was told to

enter. Then he opened the door and

found but one person within. It was a

young woman, and he stood for a mo

ment looking at her before he spoke.

“ Carry Brattle,” he said, “I am glad

that I have found you.”

“ Laws, Mr. Fenwick !”

“ Carry, I am so glad to see you!”

and then he put out his hand to her.

“ Oh, Mr. Fenwick, I ain’t fit for the

likes of you to touch,” she said. But as

his hand was still stretched out she put

her own into it, and he held it in his

grasp for a few seconds. She was a

poor, sickly-looking thing now, but there

were the remains of great beauty in the

face—or rather the presence of beauty—

but of beauty obscured by flushes of

riotous living and periods of want, by

ill-health, harsh usage, and, worst of all,

by the sharp agonies of an intermitting

conscience. It was a pale, gentle face,

on which there were still streaks of pink:

a soft, laughing face it had been once,

and still there was a gleam of light in the

eyes that told of past merriment, and

almost promised mirth to come, if only

some great evil might be cured. Her

long flaxen curls still hung down her

face, but they were larger, and, as Fen
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wick thought. more tawdry, than of yore; I untruth.

and her cheeks were thin and her eyes

were hollow; and then there had come

across her mouth that look of boldness

which the use of bad, sharp words, half

wicked and half witty, will always give.

She was dressed decently, and was sitting

in a low chair, with a torn, disreputable

looking old novel in her hand. Fenwick

knew that the book had been taken up

on the spur of the moment, as there had

certainly been some one there when he

had knocked at the door.

And yet, though vice had laid its heavy

hand upon her, the glory and the bright

ness and the sweet outward flavor of in

nocence had not altogether departed from

her. Though her mouth was bold, her

eyes were soft and womanly, and she

looked up into the face of the clergy

man with a gentle, tamed, beseeching

gaze, which softened and won his heart

at once. Not that his heart had ever

been hard against her. Perhaps it was

a fault with him that he never hard

ened his heart against a sinner, unless

the sin implied pretence and falsehood.

At this moment, remembering the little

Carry Brattle of old, who had sometimes

been so sweetly obedient and sometimes

so willful under his hands — whom he

had petted and caressed and scolded and

loved—whom he had loved, undoubtedly

in part, because she had been so pretty

—whom he had hoped that he might

live to marry to some good farmer, in

whose kitchen he would ever be wel

come, and whose children he would

christen,—remembering all this, he would

now, at this moment, have taken her in

his arms and embraced her if he dared,

showing her that he did not account her

to be vile, begging her to become more

good, and planning some course for her

future life.

“I have come across from Bullhamp

ton, Carry, to find you,” he said.

“It’s a poor place you’re come to,

Mr. Fenwick. I suppose the police told

you of my being here.”

“I had heard of it. Tell me, Carry,

what do you know of Sam ?”

“ Of Sam ?”

“Yes—of Sam. Don’t tell me an

 
You need tell me nothing, you

know, unless you like. I don‘t come to

ask as having any authority, only as a

friend of his and of yours.”

She paused a moment before she re

plied. “ Sam hasn’t done any harm to

nobody,” she said.

“I don’t say he has. I only want to

know where he is. You can understand,

Carry, that it would be best that he

should be at home.”

She paused again, and then she blurt

ed out her answer: “ He went out o’

that back door, Mr. Fenwick, when you

came in at t’other.”

The vicar immediately went to the

back door, but Sam, of course, was not

to be seen.

“Why should he be hiding if he has

done no harm?” said the vicar.

“ He thought it was one of them po

lice. They do be coming here a’most

every day, till one’s heart faints at see

ing ’em. I’d go away if I’d e’er a place

to go to.”

“ Have you no place at home, Carry ?”

“ No, sir—no place.”

This was so true that he couldn’t tell

himself why he had asked the question.

She certainly had no place at home till

her father’s heart should be changed to

ward her.

“ Carry,” said he, speaking very slowly,

“ they tell me that you are married. Is

that true?” She made him no answer.

’*I wish you would tell me, if you can.

The state of a married woman is honest,

at any rate, let her husband be who he

nmy.”

“ My state is not honest.”

“ You are not married, then E”

“ No, sir.”

He hardly knew how to go on with

his interrogations, or to ask questions

about her past and present life, without

expressing a degree of censure which, at

any rate for the present, he wished to

repress.

“ You are living here, I believe, with

old Mrs. Burrows?” he said.

“ Yes, sir.”

“I was told that you were married to

her son.”

“ They told you untrue, sir. I know
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nothing of her son, except just to have

see’d him.”

“ Is that true, Carry?”

“ It is true. It wasn’t he at all.”

“ Who was it, Carry?”

“ Not her son; but what does it sig

nify ? I—Ie’s gone away, and I shall see

’un no more. He wasn’t no good, Mr.

Fenwick, and if you please we won’t talk

about ’un.”

“ He was not your husband?”

“No, Mr. Fenwick: I never had a

husband, nor never shall, I suppose.

What man would take the likes of me?

I have just got one thing to do, and that’s

all.”

“\Vhat thing is that, Carry?”

“ To die and have done with it,”

she said, bursting out into loud sobs.

“ What’s the use o’ living? Nobody ’ll

see me or speak to me. Ain’t I just so

bad that they’d hang me if they knew

how to catch me ?”

“ What do you mean, girl?” said

Fenwick, thinking for the moment that

from her words she too might have had

some part in the murder.

“ Ain’t the police coming here after

me a’most every day? And when they

hauls about the place and me too. what

can I say to ‘em? I have got that low

that a’most everybody can say what they

please to me. And where can I go out

0’ this? I don’t want to be living here

always with that old woman.”

“Who is the old woman, Carry?”

“I suppose you knows, Mr. Fenwick.”

“ Mrs. Burrows, is it ?” She nodded

her head. “She is the mother of the

man they call the Grinder ?” Again she

nodded her head. “It is he whom they

accuse of the murder?” Yet again she

nodded her head. “There was another

man?” She nodded it again. “And

they say that there was a third,” he said

—“ your brother Sam ?”

“Then they lie !” she shouted, jump

ing up from her seat. “ They lie like

devils. They are devils ; and they’ll go

—0l1 down into the fiery furnace for ever

and ever !”

In spite of the tragedy of the mo

ment, Mr. Fenwick could not help join

ing this terribly earnest threat and the

 

Marquis of Trowbridge together in his

imagination.

“ Sam hadn’t no more to do with it

than you had, Mr. Fenwick.”

“I don’t believe he had,” said Mr.

Fenwick.

“Yes—because you’re good and kind,

and don’t think ill of poor folk when

they’re a bit down. But as for them,

they’re devils.”

“I did not come here, however, to

talk about the murder, Carry. If I

thought you knew who did it, I shouldn’t

ask you. That is business for the po

lice, not for me. I came here partly to

look after Sam. He ought to be at

home. Why has he left his home and

his work while his name is thus in peo

ple’s mouths ?”

“It ain’t for me to answer for him,

Mr. Fenwick. Let ’em say what they

will, they can’t make the white of his

eye black. But as for me, I ain’t no

business to speak of nobody. How

should I know why he comes and why

he goes? If I said as how he’d come

to see his sister, it wouldn’t sound true,

would it, sir, she being what she is?”

He got up and went to the front door,

and opened it and looked about him.

But he was looking for nothing. His

eyes were full of tears, and he didn’t

care to wipe the drops away in her pres

ence. “ Carry,” he said, coming back

to her, “ it wasn’t all for him that I

came.”

“ For who else, then?”

“Do you remember how we loved

you when you were young, Carry? Do

you remember my wife, and how you

used to come and play with the children

on the lawn? Do you remember, Carry,

when you sat in church, and the singing,

and what trouble we had together with

the chants? There are one or two at

Bullhampton who never will forget it.”

“Nobody loves me now,” she said,

talking at him over her shoulder, which

was turned to him.

He thought for a moment that he

would tell her that the Lord loved her;

but there was something human at his

heart—something perhaps too human—

which made him feel that were be down
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low upon the ground, some love that

was nearer to him, some love that was

more easily intelligible, which had been

more palpably felt, would in his frailty

and his wickedness be of more imme

diate avail tohim than the love even of

the Lord God.

“ Why should you think that, Carry?”

he said.

“ Because I’m bad.”

“If we 'were to love only the good,

we should love very few. I love you,

Carry, truly. My wife loves you dearly.”

“ Does she ?” said the girl, breaking

into low sobs. “No, she doesn’t: I

know she doesn’t. The likes of her

couldn’t love the likes of me. She

wouldn’t speak to me. She wouldn’t

touch me.”

“ Come and try, Carry.”

“ Father would kill me,” she said.

“ Your father is full of wrath, no doubt.

You have done that which must make a

father angry.”

“ Oh, Mr. Fenwick, I wouldn’t dare

to stand before his eye for a minute.

The sound of his voice would kill me

straight. How could I go back ?”

“ It isn’t easy to make crooked things

straight, Carry, but we may try; and

they do become straighter if one tries in

earnest. Will you answer me one ques

tion more.”

“ Anything about myself, Mr. Fen

wick.”

“Are you living in sin now, Carry?”

She sat silent—not that she would not

answer him, but that she did not com

prehend the extent of the meaning of

his question. “If it be so, and if you

will not abandon it, no honest person

can love you. You must change your

self, and then you will be loved.”

“I have got the money which he gave

me, if you mean that,” she said.

Then he asked no further questions

about herself, but reverted to the subject

of her brother. Could she bring him in

to say a few words to his old friend?

But she declared that he was gone, and

that she did not know whither—that he

might probably return this very day to

the mill, having told her that it was

his purpose to do so soon. When he

 

expressed a hope that he held no con

sort with those bad men who had mur

dered and robbed Mr. Trumbull, she

answered him with such naive assurance

that any such consorting was quite out

of the question, that he became at once

convinced that the murderers were far

away, and that she knew that such was

the case. As far as he could learn from

her, Sam had really been over to Pycroft

with the view of seeing his sister, taking

probably a holiday of a day or two on

the way. Then he again reverted to

herself, having, as he thought, obtained

a favorable answer to that vital question

which he had asked her.

“ Have you nothing to ask of your

mother ?” he said.

“ Sam has told me of her and of Fan.”

“ And would you not care to see

her ?”

“ Care, Mr. Fenwick!

give my eyes to see her? But how can

I see her? And what could she say to

me? Father ’d kill her if she spoke to

me. Sometimes I think I’ll walk there

all the day, and so get there at night,

and just look about the old place, only I

know I’d drown myself in the mill

stream. Iwish I had. Iwish it was

done. I’ve seed an old poem in which

they thought much of a poor girl after

she was drowned, though nobody

wouldn’t think nothing at all about her

before.”

“ Don’t drown yourself, Carry, and

I'll care for you. Keep your hands

clean—you know what I mean—and I

will not rest till I find some spot for

your weary feet. Will you promise me ?”

She made him no answer. “I will not

ask you for a spoken promise, but make

it to yourself, Carry, and ask God to

help you to keep it. Do you say your

prayers, Carry?”

“ Never a prayer, sir.”

“ But you don’t forget them? You

can begin again. And now I must ask

for a promise. If I send for you, will

you come ?”

“ What—to Bullhampton ?”

“ Whencesoever I may send for you?

Do you think that I would have you

harmed ?”

Wouldn’t I
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“ Perhaps it’d be for a prison, or to

live along with a lot of others. Oh, Mr.

Fenwick, I could not stand that.”

He did not dare to proceed any

farther, lest he should be tempted to

make promises which he himself could

not perform; but she did give him an

assurance before he went that if she left

her present abode within a month, she

would let him know whither she was

going.

He went to the Bald-faced Stag and

got his gig, and on his way home, just

as he was leaving the village of Laving

ton, he overtook Sam Brattle. He

stopped and spoke to the lad, asking

him whether he was returning home,

and offering him a seat in the gig. Sam

declined the seat, but said that he was

going straight to the mill.

“It is very hard to make crooked

things straight,” said Mr. Fenwick to

himself, as he drove up to his own hall

door.

CHAPTER XXVI.

THE TURNOVER CORRESPONDENCE.

IT is hoped that the reader will re

member that the Marquis of Trowbridge

was subjected to very great insolence

from Mr. Fenwick during the discussion

which took place inpoor old Farmer

Trumbull’s parlor respecting the mur

der. Our friend, the vicar, did not con

tent himself with personal invective, but

made allusion to the marquis’ daughters.

The marquis, as he was driven home in

his carriage, came to sundry conclusions

about Mr. Fenwick. That the man was

an infidel he had now no matter of doubt

whatever; and if an infidel, then alsoa

hypocrite, and a liar, and a traitor, and

a thief. Was he not robbing the parish

of the tithes, and all the while entrapping

the souls of men and women? Was it

not to be expected that with such a pas

tor there should be such as Sam Brattle

and Carry Brattle in the parish ? It was

true that as yet this full-blown iniquity

had spread itself only among the com

paratively small number of tenants be

longing to the objectionable “ person ”

 
who unfortunately owned a small num

ber of acres in his lordship’s parish;

but his lordship’s tenant had been mur

dered! And with such a pastor in the

parish, and such an objectionable person

owning acres to back the pastor, might

it not be expected that all his tenants

would be murdered? Many applications

had already been made to the marquis

for the Church Farm; but as it hap

pened that the applicant whom the mar

quis intended to favor had declared that

he did not wish to live in the house be

cause of the murder, the marquis felt him

self justified in concluding that if every

thing about the parish was not changed

very shortly, no decent person would be

found willing to live in any of his houses.

And now, when they had been talking of

murderers and worse than murderers—

as the marquis said to himself, shaking

his head with horror in the carriage as

he thought of such iniquity—this infidel

clergyman had dared to allude to his

lordship’s daughters ! Such a man had

no right even to think of women so

exalted. The existence of the Ladies

Stowte must no doubt be known to such

men, and among themselves probably

some allusion in the way of faint guesses

might be made as to their modes of life,

as men guess at kings’ and queens’, and

even at gods’ and goddesses’. But to

have an illustration, and a very base

illustration, drawn from his own daugh

ters in his own presence, made with the

object of confuting himself—this was

more than the marquis could endure.

He could not horsewhip Mr. Fenwick,

nor could he send out his retainers to

do so; but, thank God, there was a

bishop! He did not quite see his way,

but he thought that Mr. Fenwick might

be made at least to leave that parish.

“ Turn my daughters out of my house,

because— Oh, oh!” He almost put

his fist through the carriage window in

the energy of his action as he thought

of it.

As it happened, the Marquis of Trow

bridge had never sat in the House of

Commons, but he had a son who

sat there now. Lord St. George was

member for another county, in which
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Lord Trowbridge had an estate, and was

a man of the world. His father admired

him much, and trusted him a good deal,

but still he had an idea that his son

hardly estimated in the proper light the

position in the world which he was called

to fill. Lord St. George was now at

home at the castle, and in the course of

that evening the father, as a matter of

course, consulted the son. He consid

ered that it would be his duty to write

to the bishop, but he would like to hear

St. George’s idea on the subject. He

began, of course, by saying that he did

not doubt but that St. George would

agree with him.

“I shouldn’t make any fuss about it,”

said the son.

“ What ! pass it over?”

“ Yes; I think so.”

“ Do-you understand the kind of allu

sion that was made to your sisters?”

“It won’t hurt them, my lord; and

people make allusion to everything now

a-days. The bishop can’t do anything.

For aught you know, he and Fenwick

may be bosom friends.

“ The bishop, St. George, is a most

right-thinking man.”

“No doubt. The bishops, I believe,

are all right-thinking men, and it is well

for them that they are so very seldom

called on to go beyond thinking. No

doubt he’ll think that this fellow was

indiscreet, but he can’t go beyond think

ing. You’ll only be raising a blister for

yourself.”

“ Raising a what?”

“A blister, my lord. The longer I

live the more convinced I become that

a man shouldn’t keep his own sores

open.”

There was something in the tone of

his son’s conversation which pained the

marquis much, but his son was known

to be a wise and prudent man, and one

who was rising in the political world.

The marquis sighed and shook his head,

and murmured something as to the duty

which lay upon the great to bear the

troubles incident to their greatness; by

which he meant that sores and blisters

should be kept open if the exigencies of

rank so required. But he ended the

 

discussion at last by declaring that he

would rest upon the matter for forty

eight hours. Unfortunately, before those ‘

forty-eight hours were over, Lord St.

George had gone from Turnover Castle,

and the marquis was left to his own

lights. In the mean time, the father

and son and one or two friends had been

shooting over at Bullhampton; so that

no farther steps of warfare had been

taken when Mr. and Mrs. Fenwick met

the marquis on the pathway.

On the following day his lordship sat

in his own private room thinking of his

grievance. He had thought of it and of

little else for now nearly sixty hours.

“Suggest to me to turn out my daugh

ters! Heaven and earth! my daugh

ters !” He was well aware that, though

he and his son often differed, he could

never so safely keep himself out of

trouble as by following his son’s advice.

But surely this was a matter per se-—

standing altogether on its own bottom;

very different from those ordinary details

of life on which he and his son were

wont to disagree. His daughters l The

Ladies Sophie and Caroline Stowte! It

had been suggested to him to turn them

out of his house because— Oh! oh!

The insult was so great that no human

marquis could stand it. He longed to

be writing a letter to the bishop: he was

proud of his letters. Pen and paper

were at hand, and he did write:

“RIGHT R1-:v. AND DEAR Loan BISHOP:

“I think it right to represent to your

lordship the conduct—l believe I may

be justified in saying the misconduct

of the Reverend Fenwick, the

vicar of Bullhampton.” (He knew our

friend’s Christian name very well, but he

did not choose to have it appear that his

august memory had been laden with a

thing so trifling.) “ You may have heard

that there has been a most horrid mur

der committed in the parish on one of

my tenants, and that suspicion is rife

that the murder was committed in part

by a young man, the son of a miller who

lives under a person who owns some

land in the parish. The family is very

bad, one of the daughters being, as I
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understand, a prostitute. The other day

I thought it right to visit the parish with

the view of preventing, if possible, the

sojourn there among my people of these

objectionable characters. When there I

was encountered by Mr. Fenwick, not

only in a most unchristian spirit, but in

a bearing so little gentlemanlike that I

cannot describe it to you. He had ob

truded himself into my presence, into one

of my own houses, the very house of the

murdered man; and then, when I was

consulting with the person to whom I

have alluded as to the expediency of

ridding ourselves of these objectionable

characters, he met me with ribaldry and

personal insolence. \i/hen I tell your

lordship that he made insinuations about

my own daughters so gross that I can

not repeat them to you, I am sure that

I need go no farther. There were

present at this meeting Mr. Puddleham,

the Methodist minister, and Mr. Henry

Gilmore, the landlord of the persons in

question.

“ Your lordship has probably heard

the character, in a religious point of view,

of this gentleman. It is not for me to

express an opinion of the motives which

can induce such a one to retain his

position as an incumbent of a parish.

But I do believe that I have a right

to ask your lordship for some inquiry

into the scene which I have attempted

to describe, and to expect some protec

tion for the future. I do not for a mo

ment doubt that your lordship will do

what is right in the matter.

“I have the honor to be, Right Rev

erend and dear Lord Bishop, your most

obedient and faithful servant,

“ TROWBRIDGE.”

He read this over thrice, and became

so much in love with the composition

that on the third reading he had not the

slightest doubt as to the expediency of

sending it. Nor had he much doubt

but that the bishop would do something

to Mr. Fenwick which would make the

parish too hot to hold that disgrace to

the Church of England.

When Fenwick came home from

Pycroft Common, he found a letter from

 the bishop awaiting him. He had driven

forty miles on that day, and was rather

late for dinner. His wife, however,

came up stairs with him in order that

she might hear something of his story,

and brought his letters with her. He

did not open that from the bishop till he

was half dressed, and then burst out

into loud laughter as he read it.

“\/Vhat is it, Frank?” asked Mrs.

Fenwick, through the open door of her

own room.

“Here’s such a game!” said he.

“ Never mind: let’s have dinner, and

then you shall see it.”

The reader, however, may be quite

sure that Mrs. Fenwick did not wait till

dinner was served before she knew the

nature of the game.

The bishop’s letter to the vicar was

very short and very rational, and it was

not that which made the vicar laugh;

but inside the bishop’s letter was that

from the marquis. “ My dear Mr. Fen

wick,” said the bishop, “after a good

deal of consideration, I have determined

to send you the enclosed. I do so be

cause I have made it a rule never to re

ceive an accusation against one of my

clergy without sending it to the person

accused.- You will, of course, perceive

that it alludes to some matter which

lies outside of my control and right of

inquiry; but perhaps you will allow me,

as a friend, to suggest to you that it is

always well for a parish clergyman to

avoid controversy and quarrel with his

neighbors, and that it is especially ex

pedient that he should be on good terms

with those who have influence in his

parish. Perhaps you will forgive me if

I add that a spirit of pugnacity, though

no doubt it may lead to much that is

good, has its bad tendencies if not

watched closely.

“ Pray remember -that Lord Trow--

bridge is a worthy man, doing his duty

on the whole well, and that his position,

though it be entitled to no veneration, is

entitled to much respect. If you can

tell me that you will feel no grudge

against him for what has taken place, I

shall be very happy.

“You will observe thatI have been
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careful that this letter shall have no

official character.

“Yours, very faithfully,

“&c., &c., &c.”

The letter was answered that evening,

but before the answer was written the

Marquis of Trowbridge was discussed

between the husband and wife, not in

complimentary terms. Mrs. Fenwick on

the occasion was more pugnacious than

her husband. She could not forgive the

man who had hinted to the bishop that

her husband held his living from un

worthy motives, and that he was a bad

clergyman.

“ My dear girl,” said Fenwick, “ what

can you expect from an ass but his ears?”

“I don’t expect downright slander

from such a man as the Marquis of

Trowbridge, and if I were you I should

tell the bishop so.”

“I shall tell him nothing of the kind.

I shall write about the marquis with the

kindliest feelings.”

“ But you don’t feel kindly?”

“ Yes I do. The poor old idiot has

nobody to keep him right, and does the

best he can, according to his lights. I

have no doubt he thinks that I am every

thing that is horrid. I am not a bit

angry with him, and would be as civil to

him to-morrow as my nature would allow

me, if he would only be civil to me.”

Then he wrote his letter, which will

complete the correspondence, and which

he dated for the following day :

“ BULLHAMPTQN VICARAGE, Oct. 23, 1868.

“My DEAR Loan Brsnor:

“I return the marquis’ letter with

many thanks. I can assure you that I

take in proper spirit your little hints as

to my pugnacity of disposition, and will

endeavor to profit by them. My wife

tells me that I am given to combative

ness, and I have no doubt that she is

right.

“ As to Lord Trowbridge, I can as

sure your lordship that I will not bear

any malice against him, or even think ill

of him because of his complaint. He

and I probably differ in opinion about

almost everything, and he is one of those

who pity the condition of all who are so

 blinded as to differ from them. The

next time that I am thrown into his

companyl shall act exactly as though

no such letter had been written, and as

if no such meeting had taken place as

that which he describes.

“I hope I may be allowed to assure

your lordship, without any reference to

my motives for keeping it. that I shall

be very slow to give up a living in your

lordship’s diocese. As your letter to

me is unofficial—and I thank you heart

ily for sending it in such form—I have

ventured to reply in the same strain.

“I am, my dear Lord Bishop,

“ Your very faithful servant,

“ FRANCIS FEI\’\VICK.”

“ There !” said he, as he folded it and

handed it to his wife. “I shall never

see the remainder of the series. I

would give a shilling to know how the

bishop gets out of it in writing to the

marquis, and half a crown to see the

marquis’ rejoinder.” The reader shall

be troubled with neither, as he would

hardly prize them so highly as did the

vicar. The bishop’s letter really con

tained little beyond an assurance on his

part that Mr. Fenwick had not meant

anything wrong, and that the matter was

one with which he, the bishop. had no

concern; all of which was worded with

most complete episcopal courtesy. The

rejoinder of the marquis was long, elab

orate and very pompous. He did not

exactly scold the bishop, but he express

ed very plainly his opinion that the

Church of England was going to the

dogs, because a bishop had not the power

of utterly abolishing any clergyman who

might be guilty of an offence against so

distinguished a person as the Marquis

of Trowbridge.

But what was to be done about Carry

Brattle? Mrs. Fenwick, when she had

expressed her anger against the marquis,

was quite ready to own that the matter

of Carry’s position was to them of much

greater moment than the wrath of the

peer. How were they to put out their

hands and save that brand from the

burning? Fenwick, in his ill-considered

zeal, suggested that she might be brought
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to the vicarage, but his wife at once

knew that such a step would be danger

ous in every way. “ How could she

live and what would she do? and what

would the other servants think of it ?”

“ Why would the other servants mind

it ?” asked Fenwick. But his wife on

such a matter could have a way of her

own, and that project was soon knocked

on the head. No doubt her father’s

house was the proper place for her, but

then her father was so dour a man.

“Upon my word,” said the vicar, “he

is the only person in the world of whom

I believe myself to be afraid. When I

get at him I do not speak to him as I

would to another; and of course he

knows it.”

Nevertheless, if anything was to be

done for Carry Brattle, it seemed as

though it must be done by her father’s

permission and assistance.

“ There can be no doubt that it is his

duty,” said Mrs. Fenwick.

“I will not say that as a certainty,”

said the husband. “ There is a point at

which, I presume, a father may be jus

tifed in disowning a child. The pos

session of such a power, no doubt, keeps

others from going wrong. What one

 
wants is, that a father should be pre

sumed to have the power, but that when

the time comes he should never use it.

It is the comfortable doctrine which we

are all of us teaching—wrath and abom

ination of the sinner before the sin, par

don and love after it. If you were to

run away from me, Janet—”

“ Frank, do not dare to speak of any

thing so horrible.”

“ I should say now probably that were

you to do so, I would never blast my

eyes by looking at you again, but I know

that I should run after you and implore

you to come back to me.”

“ You wouldn’t do anything of the

kind, and it isn’t proper to talk about it;

and I shall go to bed.”

“ It is very difficult to make crooked

things straight,” said the vicar, as he

walked about the room after his wife

had left him. “ I suppose she ought to

go into a reformatory. But I know she

wouldn’t, and I shouldn’t like to ask her

after what she said.”

It is probably the case that Mr. Fen

wick would have been able to do his

duty better had some harsher feeling to

ward the sinner been mixed with his

charity.

SONNETS.

I WALKED among the solemn woods to-day

The pines, whose sigh, so like a human heart’s,

With one long, lingering monotone departs,

,A mournful minor wailing far away

And stern foreboding phantasies held sway

O’er all my being: something undefined,

In that weird, grieving, melancholy wind,

Those ghost-like trees, and the cold shuddering play

Of their drooped leaves funereal, told of death

Death and decay, that know no after bloom,

No marvelous Resurrection’s morning glow,

No second birth of rapt, celestial breath,

But dust, and rain, and the desolate tomb,

Round which, sweet Faith! no flowers of thine shall blow.
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But while this morbid fancy on my soul

Pressed with dull weight, along the forest verge

Remote I heard a murmur like the surge

Of gentle tvaters—a soft musical roll

Of fairy thunder, such as that which swells

Up the fair Southland coast when days are calm.

A blissful voice it was, a wind of balm,

Wave-born, and brightening all the shadowy dells:

Oh how it thrilled my spirit! how it spake

In homelike yet majestic harmony

Of that lone shore whereon the billows break

Melodious o’er mine own beloved sea !—

Of joy and childhood’s hope, whose splendors take

A strange, fresh radiance from lnfinity!

PAUL H. HAYNE:

GROUSE-SHOOTING

“ The Moors l all hail, ye ehangeless, ye sublime I

That seldom hear a voice save that of Heaven 1

Scorners of Chance and Fate and Death and Time,

But not of Him whose viewlcss hand hath riven

The chasm through which the mountain stream is

driven l

How like a prostrate giant, not in sleep,

But listening to his beating heart, ye lie l

With woods and winds dread hamwny ye keep l

Ye seem alone beneath the boundless sky ;

Ye speak, are mute, and there is no reply.”

Eeenezn ELLIOTT, Cam-Law R/qmes.

URRAH for the Moors ! and wel

come, thrice welcome, the long

looked-for twelfth of August! At last

the great day, no longer at hand, is here,

and what a glorious morning it is ! The

sun is not yet an hour high, and his

light is over all the earth. The gray

clouds are sailing grandly in seas of

azure and gold, their crests tossing in

the breeze and flooded with crimson fire.

All the eastern sky is full of glory and

color, of pomp and solemnity, like the

vision ofa painted window in some vast

cathedral of immensity. The heavy

mists have roned away from the black

moorlands, and the great dumb moun

tains stand out piteous and lonely against

the pitiless blue of heaven. They are

to me the very embodiments of inexplic

able and unfathomable sorrow. But

 
then how finely they harmonize with the

lonely moors !—lonely, but not sad, for

behold how they deck themselves with

the garlands and singing robes of Na

ture! How gayly they flaunt to the

breeze or dally with the gentle winds in

their summer mantles of flowers! Only

a month ago and they were all green,

and gold, and purple, the gorse and the

heather blossoms flashing like jewels

upon their tumultuous and passionate

bosoms, as if they were celebrating the

bridal of the earth and sky, and wishing

they were their own.

Look at them on this bright, delicious

morning—how the dews sparkle over

them, turned into diamonds by the sun’s

alchemy! How proud they look! how

free, joyous and happy! Hark! there

is music too in the sky—such music as

our instruments made by hands cannot

approach for wildering ecstasy and

ravishment. That is the lark’s song—

the lowly, bonny lark, whose speckled

breast, which also glitters with the pearly

drops of morning, is so full of melody

and joyousness that he must soar away

up to Heaven’s gate to charm the

angels, and tell God how happy he is,

and what a grateful heart beats and
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burns in his tender little bosom. Oh

how wondrously he trills and thrills up

yonder! Surely there is no song like

his—none that, of the earth, is less

earthy ;—none that speaks to us of such

unspeakable things, as if it appealed to

a new passion in the soul, and opened

the windows of a new world that we

dreamed not of.

“ Up. up he mounts, to heaven away,

The bird of lowly nest :

Hark to his wildly-gushing layl

The dew is on his breast.

“ He meets the morning in the skies,

Upon his dappled wings:

It seems to rain down melodies

In the gland song he sings.

“ Over the landscape green and brovm

Bright golden shadows fall ;

But oh the lark's song cometh down

More golden than them all!

“ The forest minstrels all are mute:

No other sound is heard,

Save low wind-breathiugs like the lute,

Witlt which the leaves are stirred.

" He singeth yet a wilder strain,

As nearer heaven he soars :

What visions float within his brain

That these fresh notes he pours?”

Alas! no one can tell. He is joy

and love on wings, to teach man how

impious are repining and despair. At

any rate, we may be sure that there is a

divine meaning to his song and in all

melody. Shall we pity the lark, there

fore, that he cannot speak English! His

language is universal—known alike to

beast and bird, as well as to man, I

doubt not. So sing away, thou merry

little heart! The morning, glorious as

it is, would be less bright, beautiful and

welcome without thy song, and that is

the reason I have allowed thee to occupy

so much space in the picture of the

landscape.

As I stand here, before the old stone

house, the simple hostelry of the moors

where I have passed the night, that I

might be up betimes—on the Twelfth,

any way, if never again—and mine eyes

greet the sun rising, I seem to be pres

ent at a new creation. The old world,

at all events, is a renovated world. It

shows itself in a spick and span new

Vot..IV.—x8

dress, and so fresh in looks that sin

appears to be but a harmless myth, lying

far away back among the traditions of

impossible things. Indeed, so very

lonely is this region that for aught I

know I maybe the only man alive in it,

barring my friend, whom I left asleep by

the way—in unbleached linen, it is true,

but linen sheets which smelt sweet last

night of wild thyme and lavender. There

is no sign of any human habitation as

far as the eye can reach in any direction.

A few small birds flit and chirp from

shrub to shrub, and the ever-present

sparrow, that so dearly loves the English

homesteads, and builds his nest in the

most open and exposed places—even in

the spouts and holes of the house

makes a social twittering round about

me; but that is all the life that shows

itself in these green wilds. The silence

is intense. I see the long, meandering

roads, trailing white through the moor

lands, now lost to view, and now glitter

ing again in the surrounding blackness ;

descending into deep valleys, and rising

up the sides of frowning mountains to

their very summits, and then vanishing

beyond them: great fragments of gray

rock are scattered at intervals along the

roadside, or half buried in the black peat

bog through which it runs. Muddy

pools lie about, and in the ravines which

abound on the moors there is sure to be

a stream of crystal water flowing slowly

or swiftly over a rocky bottom, accord

ing to the volume and violence of the

cataract which hurls its roaring waters

through the mountain gorge above.

And then I think of the many happy

days I have spent in rambling over this

wild country, both with and without my

dogs and gun, and my one companion.

The ghosts too of many a dead Twelfth

loom up before my imagination, weary

and heavy-laden with grouse, woodcock,

snipe, partridge and hares; and I won

der what this new day will bring forth

that I have looked for so long, and came

so many miles to try and make as mem

orable as those of the past. And whilst

I am indulging in these pleasant morn

ing reflections, I hear the dogs bark in

the stables, eager for liberty and sport;
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and presently my friend comes down the

stone stairs which lead from his cham

ber with its composition floor, as hard

as any stone and much harder than

wood, and joins me to get a breath of

fresh air, as he says, to give him an

appetite for breakfast. We are both

dressed in tip-top style: a velveteen

shooting-jacket, with pockets wide and

deep enough to carry a brace of hares

and two or three brace of grouse; a

vest of the same material, containing at

least four more pockets; and corduroy

breeches, with buckskin gaiters, and a

pair of water-tight boots, lacing above

the ankles. This is our rig for the day

and the season, and we congratulate

each other upon the fine morning and

the prospect of a good day’s sport.

My friend is a thoroughbred hunter, a

crack shot and a most excellent good

fellow; but Nature is nothing to him

but a great game preserve. He is a

man of senses and appetites, to whom

poetry is “all d—d stuff,” as John Clare

called it. poor fellow! when he could no

longer sing in tune in that Northampton

shire asylum for lunatics. I knew bet

ter than to talk of flowers, and birds,

and “ wee moist bits,” and vast cartoons

of mountains in his presence. It would

have been like throwing the pearls of

Osiris before the swine of Typhos—

“ simply this and nothing more.” He

could understand anything that related

to shooting or the natural history of

birds, but as for what the woods and

clouds and waters and singing birds say

to the heart of an understanding man

who is intimate with Nature, he was as

green as a lizard. He had not yet

rubbed the drowsiness of slumber from

his eyes, and came to me rubbing them

with foolish fingers.

“ For shame, Bob,” quoth I, “ to have

overslept yourself this bright morning

of the Twelfth—the brightest of all the

year! Why, man, I have been up this

hour, and have already made myself

acquainted with the landscape around

us, and with its invisible, innumerable

intelligences, who have whispered to me

such secrets as I dare not so much as

hint at to you, on pain of a perpetual

excommunication henceforth and for

ever.”

“ Stuff and nonsense!” said Bob:

“ what can you see in the landscape

more than I can? Ican see all that

there is to see, and if you can see any

thing more, you ought to let yourself out

to some show-folks and go on exhibition

at fairs, marts and wakes. You would

earn a pretty penny, I can tell you.”

“No doubt,” quoth I; “ only I pre

fer to keep the secrets which have been

entrusted to me until I get a full au

dience to listen to them. You, Bob,

were born with a caul over your face,

and you have the epidermis of a rhi

noceros ; so that you can neither see nor

feel the things that I speak of. But

when you go to the dog-kennels. and the

question is a matter of breeding—or

when you go to the moors, and the ques

tion turns about game and the best

manner of hunting and shooting—I will

back you against the world.”

. “ And you would be sure to win!’

replied Bob. “ Moreover, I should like

you to tell me what else is worth know

ing,” he added. “ Will your poetry and

stuff make you shoot better to-day than

I shall shoot? Will they till the game

bag. or make the dogs behave better?

Not a bit of it, my fine fellow! So you

shall have your satisfaction out of the

moors, and I will have mine.”

“ Why, Bob,” said I, “ you are a rep

robate! You abjure things sacred and

unseen. You might just as well have

been a heathen. You rob Nature of her

poetry and beauty when you say there is

nothing else but point-blank knowledges,

and that a man’s soul can live and get

fat on external experience, without look

ing for an arcanum.”

“ Fiddle-de-dee with your arcanums !”

he cried out in a rage. “ Will they fill

a hungry man’s belly? Will they put

dollars into his pocket, or make him a

good shot and a dog-master? If they

won’t, what’s the good of arcanums ?”

“ Bob,” said I, “ there was once a man

who lived in the palace of a poet’s mind,

and his name was Peter Bell. He used

to drive a donkey on these very moors

before the poet aforesaid picked him up,
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and he lived like a wild Ishmaelite, in a

tent, and had a dozen wedded wives,

which was bigamy multiplied by twelve.

'Now leave out the bigamy, and you are

just such another chap as Peter Bell

was. He could see nothing but matters

of fact, and he had the impudence to call

a spade a spade.

’ A primrose by the river’s brim

A yellow primrose was to him,

And it was nothing more l’ ”

“And,” said Bob, “ in the name of

common sense and all his policemen,

what else was it but a primrose? That

rascal piece of rhyme means to impute

it as a sin against righteousness and all

manner of godliness in Peter Bell be

cause, being possessed with a pair of

ordinary inspectors, he could only see a

primrose in a primrose! Would the

fool of a poet have had him see a bul

lock in it? or a windmill? or a flock of

sheep? Isn’t a thing a thing, I should

like to know?”

“Certainly,” quoth I, “O thou well

reasoning autocthon ! A thing is a

thing, undoubtedly; and being a thing,

it must have qualities, faculties, poten

tialities, and a sufficient reason for its

existence, if we could only come at it.

This primrose, for example—”

“ Ah, this yellow primrose!” said he,

interrupting the argument. “ Where are

its qualities, and what are they? A

yellow primrose is a yellow primrose,

and that’s all about it !”

“ Hold on !” said I : “that’s flat pro

fanity; and let me tell you, Bob, that you

inherit the blasphemy of Peter Bell the

potter.”

“ Oh, he was a potter, was he?” said

Bob. “I am glad of it. That’s a far

more respectable trade than a poet’s.

But, come now, to’t! To the quality, I

say. What of the quality?”

“\/Vell, Bob, you must own that the

primrose in early spring, when you come

upon it at unawares in the woods, nod

ding its golden flowers over a bed, per

haps, of purple violets, whilst the throstle

sings hard by in a thorn-bush which is

spangled all over with white blossoms

just tinged with carmine and full of de

licious odors—you must own that at

such a time the yellow primrose is very

beautiful.”

“Ah !” said he, interrupting me

again; “it is kind o’ pretty, certainly,

but what’s that to do with a quality?”

“Well,’being beautiful, it must have

the quality of beauty in it; and there

fore it is something more, by this ex

pression of beauty, than a yellow prim

rose; just as your nose, Bob—pardon

me for using the ar,gznnentmn ad

lmmine/n in this case—being red at the

nob of it, must possess the quality of

redness in its interiors, and so be, by

that expression, something more than

a common and ordinary nose,

’ Which is the grace

And proscenium of your face ’

I hope that is good chop-logic, Bob?”

“ It’s d—d personal, any way you like

to fix it, old fellow; and if my olfactories

did not scent out a much more odorous

kind of chop than your logic is to me, I

should be inclined to say it is particu

larly offensive. But my breakfast al

ways puts me into a good-humor, and I

now smell it in the making.”

With this his lips watered and his

eyes brightened, for indeed the odor of

cooking had very grossly by this time

polluted the morning air; and presently

a buxom, rosy-cheeked Yorkshire lass

came outside to call us in to breakfast.

Bob rubbed his hands briskly at the

goodly sight which the table presented.

“ What’s so pretty as a chop nicely

cooked?” said he—“ done brown, in the

true sense, with all its juices inside it—

juices of long life and strong limbs and

steady nerves! Talk of ’yellow prim

roses’ and such twaddle! Why, it’s a

sin against the flesh, a crime against

the stomach, when a good mutton-chop

is set before a hungry man. So, I pray

you, let’s have no more of it, but address

ourselves, with proper decorum, to the

materialities, leaving all the spiritualities

to women and fairies, and such-like.”

Thus ended our talk; and I must

confess that we did honor to the break

fast. It was a noted house for good

eating, was the house with the sign of

“ Dog and Gun.” The landlord was a

jolly, red-faced farmer, who was also
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addicted to sport, and loved it for its ‘ no sooner emptied than they were filled

own sake—a fellow of mirth and wit,

who drank strong ale, ate heartily and

cared for nobody. The landlady was a

busy, bustling woman, as clean as a sil

ver penny, and looked charming in her

pretty white cap and snow-white apron.

She and her maids had prepared us a

breakfast—not a miserable Roman jen

taculmn, but a solid Yorkshire break

fast, fit to set before Prince Albert, or

any other good man who loves shooting

and the twelfth of August. Our host

and hostess sat with us at meat on this

occasion, by our own particular request.

At each end of the table there was :1

large silver tankard of foaming ale, which

the landlord pushed round with a will

and a welcome the moment we were

seated, praising the brew as his best, his

very best. “ A year old, come October,

and no slop, sir, but five gallons to the

bushel—what I call ’knock-‘um-down,’”

he said. I confess we were powerfully

refreshed by it. It was a genuine malt

liquor, and had a mighty relish to it.

Clear, fine and clean it was, like an old

wine. Pelusium itself— that city by

Nilus’ mouth, or rather by one of his

mouths, and I forget which—so famous

for its good ale, would have smacked its

lips approvingly over the liquor in these

tankards; for assuredly if, as Herodotus

says, the art of brewing was discovered

by Isis, the wife of Osiris, our Yorkshire

friend had considerably improved upon

the first mash, which was as thick and

glutinous, no doubt, as the Pelusium

carmi, and could hardly have been so

good as the zyllmm of that city, which

was an expensive liquor and much

affected by the nohs. A man’s appetite

comes to him strangely in a strange

place. He eats with a gusto unknown

to city gourmands, and so did we on

this occasion. The coffee was delicious,

and its flavor was increased by the rich,

sweet cream, like pale gold in color, and

odorous with the dainty moorland herbs

and grass. And then the hot cakes and

sweet, sweet butter, and the plenteous

new-laid eggs ! It was a treat to be re

membered. There was no stinginess at

this Yorkshire table. The tankards were

 

again; and this time our pretty waiting

- maid brought in also a dozen sheets of

oaten cake and a fat cream cheese, rich,

rare and old. The host and hostess in

sisted upon it, after we had each de

voured food enough for half a dozen

ordinary breakfast-men, that we had not

eaten anything, forsooth, and ordered

in the “ cold ham that was cooked yes

terday,” they said.

But in truth we laid in a solid foun

dation for the day, and were soon ready

for work. We had with us four dogs,

two of which had been sent off in

advance, with a guide on pony-back, to

meet us at noon some six miles off, at a

place on the edge of the moors called

“ Cook’s Study” — a rude stone hut

which a certain clerical recluse had built

for his own private meditations, some

miles away from l—lolmfirth. The other

two dogs we took with us, and a boy to

ride the pony, upon whose back a couple

of panniers had also been placed, well

stocked with provisions and that York

shire ale. We hoped, if we had good

luck, to bring them back filled with

grouse. All being now in readiness, off

we set, although at a much later hour

than we had intended. We had some

distance to travel before we reached the

ground over which we had received per

mission to shoot; for even the moors

are preserved in England, and no one

has any right to shoot over them unless

by the sanction of the lord of the manor.

It often happens, however, that these

petty lords let their rights over hundreds,

and even thousands, of acres to sporting

men, who build what they call a “ hunt

ing-box” upon them, and make this place

their headquarters, being more con

venient in all respects, they think, than

an inn. Here they lodge at night and

entertain their sporting friends, the house

being usually well appointed, and having

good stables and kennels attached. We

had to wend our way along the weari

some road for nearly three miles before

we came to “Preacher’s Nab,” a high

hill, or mountain as it was called, where

our range began. Here and there, like

a speck on the wild landscape, we saw
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the stone hut of a poor shepherd; and

presently on a mountain burn, and scat

tered far and wide over the moors, we

beheld for the first time a great number

of black sheep and a few horned cattle

cropping the sweet, short grass.

At last we reached the summit of the

long road, and had to descend by a ra

vine to the left, through which a moun

tain stream was rushing and tumbling

over the rocks to its bed below. There

was not a tree visible. A few stunted

shrubs grew on the sides of the savage

gully, which, narrow at the top where

the torrent descended, gradually widened

into a little valley paved with flat rocks.

We came out presently upon the moors,

but were not yet on “our own land.” so

we did not attempt to hunt, although

the dogs were greatly excited, and we

had more than enough to do to keep them

quiet.

The moors are unlike any other un

cultivated lands. Our own prairies are

the best external image of them, but

they are mostly dry and contain good

pasturage, and the soil is unequaled.

But the moors, which from this part of

Yorkshire run without a break into

North Britain, are boggy, wet, unpro

ductive, and literally terrible in their grim

barrenness. If a man wants to know

what the solitude of desolation is, let him

go alone on these moors. And yet to

me there is in them a wondrous fascina

tion. It is like the surface of some old

geological world in the times of the

monsters—the ichthyosaurus, plesiosau

rus, and the rest of that fish-lizard

creation. One might almost fancy that

he had a right to see the brutes wallow

ing and tumbling about in the muddy

waters. It is a new experience one gets

there, and all the aspects of Nature are

new. One can hardly hear the little

birds sing when they are close to him

for the great loneliness that aches around

him. Their voices are lost in the voids

of the air. But there is a strange, grand

beauty in the savage features of these

moorlands, nevertheless—something Af

rican and mysterious about them; and

they seem lorded over by the mountains.

Much, too, as they look alike—and there

is undoubtedly a characteristic sameness

in them—there is an infinite variety in

the surface and in all objects upon it.

Here are tiny hillocks, bulges of peat

soil, covered with rank sere grass;

knolls, too, of delicious green, and hum

mocks crowned with purple heather;

and little garden-like patches with out

lying pools of water, starred all over with

flowers of every color and hue. Now

you come to a solid piece of earth, brown

and parched; now to a treacherous

morass, whose ugly depths of mud, de

scending fathomless, are veiled over as

with rich, bright-green velvet. Then,

again, the fires of last autumn, surging

over immeasurable acres in one vast sea

of flame, have left the earth black and

scraggy, the grass and heather burnt up

like a scroll. You can trace the wind

ings and eddies of the all-devouring ele

ment for acres and acres ; and the char

red and ruined gorse bushes stand out

like the skeletons of unknown birds and

wild animals, twisted and shriveled

against the sky. And yet most ravish

ing colors delight the eye on the grassy

knolls. The prevalence of the young

heather gives a marvelous beauty to the

landscape. It is as if Nature had drop

ped her jewel-box over the land as she

came from her toilet at some mountain

pool. Gay, bright flowers are scattered

all around, and the earth is flush with

amethysts, rubies, sapphires and gold

wherever the young broom is in blos

som. The contrasts are charming. Look

what a deep tawny russet prevails where

the old vegetation has been ! See those

yellow stalks and their brown dead

leaves! And behold, farther on, how the

intent beauty of Nature sweetly threatens

to encroach upon that oasis of desola

tion and cover it with the green furze,

which already approaches its borders,

with all its banners of gold flying in the

triumph of life and the glory of immortal

youth! Who would believe that there

was such a series of bright pictures in

the dark galleries of these moorlands?

I was always lagging behind, if only for

a few moments, to admire them, whilst

my matter-of-fact friend could think of

nothing but the game he meant to kill,
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and see nothing but a good game-cover

on these moors.

As we passed along we started many

a bevy of quails, which rose with a whirr

of thunder on their wings, and made off

with great daubs of sunlight on their

beautiful brown backs, thus increasing

their chances of death within the range

of the sportsman’s gun. A solitary hare

got up under the very feet of the pony

from a bit of dry grass, and galloped

away in a zig-zag course for some dis

tance, when he struck out in a straight

line for a cover he knew of some dis

tance off, his white tail bobbing up and

down as he tore over the uneven ground.

I examined his “ form,” as his resting

place is called. It was simply a piece

of dry grass, as I said, that fitted his

body like a skin, so snug it was and so

warm. There were two or three bits of

bloody fur on the stalks which told a

tale. He had been shot at and hit by

some clumsy gunner who ought to have

killed him. I know, however, that he

will get away with a “ deal of shot” in

him, but he rarely lives in such cases;

and, if he be too far from his “ form,” he

will ensconce himself in the first hedge

bottom among the dry leaves, or the

first secure place he can find, and lie

down to die. “What a spanking shot!”

said my friend, as the hare went away.

“ What a chance for a good course,”

said I, “if we only had leave to run him

down and the greyhounds were at hand!”

Coursing, indeed, is quite as much the

vogue in England as shooting, and, with

the exception of fox-hunting, it is the

most exciting of all field sports. Some

gentlemen hunt hares with a pack of

harriers, the harrier being a smaller kind

of foxhound, but not nearly so hand

some as his big brother, although he is

of much the same color, being usually

marked with yellow and brown—yellow

head and ears and legs, and a great

brown mark, like a saddle, on his back—

and a heavy white tail. I do not care

for this sort of hunting: it is too slow,

although a pack in full cry, with the

horsemen in red coats galloping after

them, and every now and then the sound

of the huntsman’s bugle round the woods

or on the uplands. is a cheering, exhil

arating sight, and purely English.

We met with the wee little tit-lark

every now and then—a bird not much

bigger than a humming.bird—and the

little creature seemed to be sadly out of

his place in these savage wilds. At a

short distance he looked no larger than

a humble-bee; and the idea of these

mighty moors ever having been in la

bor to bring forth such a midge of a

bird seemed to me profoundly comical.

Amongst the swampy places, and at the

well-heads, and along the larger water

courses near the hills, we started several

snipes and woodcocks, and the curlews

wheeled around us. shamming lameness

and broken wings—now almost dropping

to the ground, and anon sheering off in

rapid sweeps and circles, trying hard to

make us believe that we could put some

salt on their tails, an we would ; and all,

I suppose, because they had a nest hard

by.

As we neared the foot of the Nab,

where we were to begin our sport, the

lad who rode the pony called out, “Yon’s

the squire’s ston’ wall. maesters; and

yon’s his sheeps wi’ the black facens!

There’s plenty of red grouse at bottom

o’ t’ Nab. I’se been there afore, and I

allus knows, when there’s black sheeps

about, that there’s plenty o’ game near

by. ’Cause why? They both likes the

same soort of eatings. See yonder!

the sheeps is all pecking away at the

young, tender heather, which has growed

up in the places where the fires has

been; and its nist eating too for the

red grouse all about yonder, maesters.

Plenty of springs and young sprouts !”

We were heartily glad to see the

shooting-ground, and presently we pass

ed through a stone gateway and were

“ at home.” We had hardly set foot on

the ground before we started another

bevy of quails, and no sign from the

dogs. “Well, that’s queer!” said the

boy. “I suppose these ‘ere dogs be

good yons, bean’t they?”

“You’ll soon see, my man,” said

Bob, “what they’re made of.” And

then turning to me, he said, “ Can you

account for these birds getting up so
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close to the dogs and they giving us no

warning?”

“In good truth, Bob,” quoth I, “I

confess my ignorance.”

“ And yet you profess to be a poetical

naturalist!” he replied, with a good

natured sneer. “Did you never hear,”

he continued, “that quails have the

power of withholding scent ?”

“ Yes,” said I, “ but I never believed

it.”

“ That’s just like you chaps who know

so much! You believe in things that

never had an existence, such as your

ispiritualities’ and ‘arcanums,’ and the

like fiddle-de-dees! Now, I believe a

fact—matters of fact and experience. I

know all about quails—where they fre

quent, what they eat, how they live,

breed, hatch and court; and, better still,

how they taste when well roasted and

basted, and served up on a toast swim

ming with port-wine sauce. There!”

he added, “don’t make faces. I know

you eschew the port-wine sauce as a

damnable innovation that destroys the

flavor of the game. So be it. But now

let me tell you that quails have the

power of withholding scent. Some

sportsmen, such as Frank Forrester,

Skinner and Lewis, say that it is'an act

of volition in the bird, and that, like a

woman who has a pretty face, she

knows it. But I am a close student of

the physiology of things, as you know.”

“ Oh l oh !” said I, interrupting him:

“ that is news, Bob. You are not so

far off the ’spiritualities’ and ’arcanums,’

then, after all! Physiology unlocks the

unseen of ’things’—makes us acquainted

with the inner structure of facts, looks

into causes, and often finds them with

mighty queer faces, giving the lie to

ready-made, cut-and-dry theories, and

upsetting preconceived notions.”

“That’s just it,” said Bob, triumph

antly ; “and that’s just what physiology

has done for me in this case. Now I

know that quails can and do withhold

scent, and we have just seen a specimen

of the fact. But I don’t believe they

know they have that power, nor that

they can wield it at pleasure. What is

scent? It is a thing, as I say, and a

quail’s scent is a thing particular to the

quail. It is an invisible odor which is

expressed through the feet of the bird;

and is so far a part of the bird in homeo

pathic doses, just as the odor of a rose

is an invisible part ofthe rose. Now, I

believe, from my physiological investi

gations, that this odor, or natural secre

tion, is arrested in the birds by fear or

any sudden emotion, so that they might

be under the nose of the best dog alive

and he be none the wiser. Do you

smell the rat? Have I hit the true phi

losophy of the physiology? Let us

reason together from analogy. Here is

a woman in a certain cottage that I

know in Northamptonshire. She is

nursing her new baby, called Bob after

your humble servant, who stood god

father to it. I am sitting by the fire

smoking my pipe. The cottage door is

open, and looks into the garden, where

I can smell ladslove, rosemary, gilly

flowers, carnations and roses. She is a

very pretty woman, and I like her, and

am talking to her well pleased. On a

sudden a great black dog comes bound

ing over the fence, into the cottage, his

large red tongue lolling out of his foam

ing mouth, his eyes red, wild and blood- ‘

shot. She utters a loud scream and

cries, ’ Oh my child! my child !’ I

seize the poker and brain the dog, and

fling him over the fence on to the road.

But the mother loses her milk, and poor

little baby finds the fountain of his life

dry. Do you take it? See the analogy.

In the one case fright dries up or checks

for a time the lacteal secretion; in the

other, it arrests the scent of the birds.”

I agreed with Bob that the thing was

reasonable, and that if he had not struck

upon the true doctrine, then we should

have to fall back upon the theory of an

unspeakable subtlety in the bird—an in

telligence and understanding, a reason

ing in short, which enabled it to dodge

the hunter by and through its own voli

tion; a theory which demanded too

much from us, implying as it did the

faculty of forethought and deduction, as

if the quail had anticipated the Novu»:

Organum of Lord Bacon.

We rested a few minutes at the bot
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tom of the Nab, and found it a delicious

spot. Old Nab himself was a grand old

fellow, scarred, knotted, jagged and bulg

ing outwith great rocks covered with

moss and lichens. Up to the middle of

him he was adorned with whortleberry

bushes and great flaunting flowers, red,

yellow and violet. His old pate was

quite bald, and he had long been familiar

with the clouds, and the sun, and the

rain, and the mighty storm-winds, and

the fantastic shapes of the mist—shapes

terrible and appalling to mortal eyes,

and not particulafly cheery to old Nab’s;

shapes of ghost-monsters, grinning with

ghastly peepers out of the world of fog

—appearing but for a moment, however,

and then vanishing into other brutal and

obscene shapes, as if they were the

dreams of the moor-god in a night of

pain and agony brought on by a remorse

ful conscience for black deeds done in

mystery and darkness. But now he

was as blithe as the rest of us, and shone

with a grand beauty in the sunlight. To

the left there was a shaggy gorge, or

g/’ryll, made by the waters, and through

which they now went roaring along in a

mad bass, relieved at intervals by some

treble notes as they came to a more

level surface. The only living things

that we could see were the black-faced

sheep, some of which were feeding on

the sides of the gorge, while others

drank at the stream.

As if it were but yesterday, all the

objects and delights of the landscape

come back to me like photographs.

There stands the pony with his head

down, his bridle on the grass and the

panniers on his back. The boy is dig

ging into their deep recesses for some

of that Yorkshire ale and some sand

wiches made from that ham which “ was

boiled yesterday,” as the old farmer said.

We make a hasty lunch. The dogs are

still coupled, and the boy holds the

chain, while we sit contented yet excited

at the foot of the mountain.

But I must introduce the dogs. Here

is a slut which I got from the kennels

of Lord Fitzwilliam—a rare breed, thor

oughly broken to point and back and

retrieve. A cleaner hound never beat

cover. She is a pointer, liver-colored

and white. Her head is superb. and

beautifully marked with a mottled nose.

Her ears are long, thin and fine as silk.

Her upper lip lops over the under, and

the nose is full and prominent. She has

the spring of a tiger in her legs, and the

body curves gracefully to the hind quar

ters; and the tail is so fine that it

almost loses itself at the end in a mathe

matical point. The other animal is a

large dog-pointer, strong, bony, rough—

one of whose near ancestors had grown

so fine that a foxhound was introduced

to give him foot and leg, and this ac

counts for his strength and size. He

is full of courage. and of the same color

as the slut, and thoroughly broken ; only,

like many of his breed, he will chase a

wounded hare or bird. But otherwise

he drops to charge the moment a gun is

fired, and never stirs until the ramrod is

driven home.

Here, then, we were refreshed and

ready, with the sun in our faces. The

ground was a lovely bit of cover, and

full of heather-blooms and flowers, with

dark green patches at hand, and holes

called wells, or well-heads, at every few

paces. Little runlets percolated through

the moorland grass and ling crops, giving

to all things they influenced by contact

or near approaches a new life and a new

coat of green. We began to beat up

the wind, and away went the swift slut

at a rasping gallop, followed by the big

dog, Rover: the slut’s name was Polly.

Oh, I tell you it was a pretty sight to

see those noble dogs do their work!

They knew well enough what they had

been brought there for, and rejoiced in

the sport quite as much as their masters.

Away they go, with heads erect and tails

down, ranging five or six hundred yards,

and, without a wave of the hand or any

sign from us, crossing and recrossing

the ground; each dog on his own book,

yet each conscious of the other’s pres

ence, and ready to back or point at a

moment’s notice. Presently the slut

pulled up as she neared the last quarter

of her range, not far from us, and drop

ping almost on her belly, her head and

tail out, she made a handsome point.
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The dog backed her instantly, and we

stole silently up to the spot. The slut’s

eyes were as red as fire, she trembled

with excitement, and her mouth was

dropping with saliva and all afoam.

“ Hold, Polly!” and she creeps softly to

ward the game, making her teeth rattle

at regular intervals—one, two, three;

when at last, “Whirr! whirr!” and up

got a ruflied grouse, which, as it flew to

my hand, I shot at and brought down.

Having reloaded and given the word

again, “Hie on,” the slut pointed the

dead bird, and then she was told to

“ fetch,” which she did, and presently

made another point. By this time the

dog was close to her, and there they

stood in different attitudes, but with the

head and tail well out and the lips

quivering, whilst the slut always added

the tooth-music aforesaid. It was a

beautiful sight; and once more at the

word of command in they went and up

got two brace of grouse. Bob fetched

down two, right and left, in splendid

style, for, as I said, he was a magnificent

shot. I killed one, and hit one badly,

though it flew off, for it left quite a

shower of feathers behind it.

About a mile from the Nab we came

to a piece of water and low swamp'land.

I am always afraid of letting a dog, un

less he is very staunch, hunt after snipe.

The scent does not lie well, and besides,

he is a shifty bird, and is enough to

aggravate any dog and make him wild.

But I knew I could trust the slut; so,

feeling sure from certain signs that there

MYRA’S

IT is no story of my own that I have

now to tell: it is Aunt Clementine’s.

Dear old Aunt Clementine! A vision

of her rises before me as I write : a thin,

pale, stooping and wrinkled old woman

of almost ninety, sitting in her stuffed

easy-chair by a window on the sunny

were snipe there, I bade her “ Hie on!”

But she pointed false once or twice,

owing to the imperfect scent. At last

her nose got the “ hang” of it. She

knew now snipe from snipe’s shadow,

and presently put up a brace of jack

snipe, which rose with a shrill. scared

cry of “Sceap!” “sceap!” and then

“ Bang!” “bang!” went both guns, each

bringing down a bird, which we made

the dog retrieve ;—and then “ Hie on !”

But hardly had the dogs splashed about

the swamp for a few moments before

they pointed faintly again, and up got

three or four brace, and away they went

—all but one, to Bob’s gun—as fleet as

the wind, and we marked them for a

good half mile. As we crossed the

swamp to get on the other side of the

water, a fine mallard duck rose from the

flags, and this was my quarry; but it

fell in the water, and as soon as I had

reloaded and told the slut to “ fetch,”

she retrieved it as well as if she had

been a water-spaniel broken to the busi

ness.

In this way we passed the best part

of the morning, and then returned to the

' Nab, where we made another luncheon.

We had bagged quite a satisfactory num

ber of grouse, besides quail, snipe, a

woodcock and a hare. . We then loaded

the panniers with our “figurings up,”

made the return journey to the house,

intending to finish the day with the

other two dogs near Cook’s Study; and

thereby hangs a tale.
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side of the room, with her crutch within

easy reach—quaint, vivacious, cheery

hearted, and glad to talk by the hour, in

her merry, chirping voice, with any of

the young folks, among whom she was a

general favorite. Extreme age had not

soured her, nor taken away any of her
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interest in life : she loved to hear laugh

ing voices, and to see bright, fresh young

faces about her; and it needed but little

inducement to set her gossipy tongue

going about the “ days of auld Iang

syne.” I was a boy then, hardly out of

my aprons, and I used to sit and listen

with a kind of fascination to her stories;

and I remember a dozen or two tardy

marks and one or two ferulings which

poor old Aunt Clementine innocently

caused. The grass has greened over

her for many a year, but her kind heart

lives in a hundred memories; and I

presume the tales with which she used

to amuse us youngsters are repeated by

at least that number of firesides. Here

is one of them.

Do I believe in dreams, children?

No, I think not: as a general thing, I

don’t allot much on them. I never had

halfthe faith in signs and forerunners,

and tokens of all kinds, that most house

wives have: in fact, I think some of your

mothers could tell you more about these

things than I can. But about dreams!

\/Vell, I lmm known some queer ones,

and some that were fulfilled in a way

that was mortal strange, to say the least.

There was Myra Denslow’s, now !—but

I will tell you about that.

You know, perhaps, that when I was

a girl, maybe eighteen years old, my pa

rents lived near Marksville, over there

on the river. It was not so near, either,

for it was all of thirteen miles down, but

Marksville was the nearest place, and

the stage made one regular trip a day to

and from, in good weather; so it did

not seem very far. There was a little

kind of settlement there where we lived,

and father thought it better to locate

there with his store than at the village,

because he thought a large place was

going to grow up right off around him.

And Marksville was not what would be

called a place of any size: it had a tav

ern, and two stores, and a post-office,

and an academy, and a church, and may

be a thousand people. I wanted to live

there for one reason more than any

other: that was on account of Myra

Denslow. Myra and I were mates, and

 
had been ever since we were little chil

dren. We were born within three days

of each other, and our parents had never

lived more than half a mile apart before

our great breaking up ; and then we ex

pected to go to the same place. But it

didn’t happen so: her folks went to

Marksville, and mine to the Settlement ;

so there was an end put to our cronying

for a while. She had promised me faith

fully that she would make me a visit

within the first three months, but more

than six passed, and Myra made one ex

cuse and another in her letters, but no

visit. I knew, from the way she wrote,

that something queer had happened;

and one day I sat down and wrote her a

good, sharp letter, in which I told her

that I knew she was keeping something

from me that I ought to know, and that

I’d never write to her again till she told

me what it was. An answer came in

two days, which told the secret.

“I should have told you before, my

dear Clemmy,” she wrote: “ and I be

lieve I deserve all your reproaches for

not telling you. I am coming to the

Settlement, by the stage, on Friday af

ternoon, and then-I will give you the

whole history. ’At present it will be

enough to tell you that I am engaged to

be married to Freeman Thayer, one of

the students in the academy here.”

So the letter said. I don’t know

what possessed me to do it, children:

I suppose it must have been one of

those freaks that can’t be explained;

but I wrote right away, and sent the

letter by the driver on his first trip back,

asking Myra to bring Mr. Thayer with

her. It never struck me till after it had

gone that this wasn’t exactly the thing

for a young woman. to do with the man

she was engaged to; but I was a flighty

young thing in those days, like two or

three of you that I know of, and I always

acted first and thought afterward. Oh,

if I only' hadn’t written that dreadful

letter! It seemed harmless enough

then, but what an untold weight of mis

ery it _was to bring upon poor Myra!

So little can we tell what may be the

consequences of our most trivial acts!

Remember this, children—and I haven’t
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been a lifetime in finding it out, either

remember that there are no tri es in

this world. Everything is working for

good or ill, if we could but know it; and

what seems the most insignificant often

works the gravest results.

Myra came in the great stage-sleigh

on Friday afternoon, as she had prom

ised. Father was absent for a week—I

think he had gone to Boston for goods

—and mother had one of her bad head

aches and went to bed early; so we two

had the coast clear for a nice long talk,

such as girls have always liked to have

together since the world began, I sup

pose. We told each other everything

that had happened, of any account, in

the last six months; and then she told

me all about her betrothed—how she

first met him, how it happened, and how

they were to be married as soon as he

had completed his year at the academy,

which would be in about three months.

He was suL'/t a nice fellow, she said—

just twenty-three, six feet high, as

straight as an arrow, and just as hand

some as could be. He was an orphan,

and had ever so much money in his own

right, “ or will have, some time: I don’t

exactly know how it is,” Myra rattled

on. “I should like him just the same

if he hadn’t a cent.”

“ Shall I see him here before long?”

I asked. She looked puzzled at the

question, and I asked another: “ Did you

get my last letter?”

“ No—not if it was written since that

scolding one,” she replied; and then I

told her of the one I had sent, inviting

her to bring her lover with her. She

merely said that it would have been im

possible, even had she received it before

she left Marksville; that Freeman’s

studies monopolized all his time, and

that she had no idea that he could have

accepted the invitation. We chatted

thus till the clock struck twelve, and

then retired together, and were shortly

asleep.

I was awakened in the morning by

Myra. She had her arms around my

neck, and was sobbing and crying piti

fully.

“ Why, Myra, you child, what is the

 

matter?” I asked. Iwas so surprised

to find her in such trouble and distress

of mind that I could do nothing for a

moment but ask her what was the mat

ter; and I was the more surprised be

cause she had been so gay and light

hearted the night before. “ Myra Dens

low, what does grieve you?” I asked,

over and over again, before I could get

her to say a word; and when she did

speak, it was with continual shuddering

and with fresh tears:

“ Oh, Clemmy” (she always called

me by that pet name), “ I’ve had such a

frightful, hideous dream! It was so

dreadful! so dreadful !” and she hid her

face in the pillow and sobbed again.

“Now, Myra Denslow,” I said, pre

tending to be angry, while I really pitied

the poor girl’s distress, “ if you don’t

tell me instantly all about your silly

dream, I’ll—I’ll shake you, good and

hard. What was it?”

“Clemmy, you can’t think how awful

it was.” The poor child tried to smile,

but it was the most woeful smile I ever

saw. “I thought I saw Freeman’s face

in a mirror, and it was stiff and staring,

just like a dead face. And the mirror—

it was so different from any other mirror

I ever saw. There was no frame to it:

it was all brilliant, shining white, all over

it; and his face looked out through it,

so cold and staring-—”

She grew so distressed and excited

by her own language that I feared she

would work herself into hysterics; so I

forbade her to speak another word for a

quarter of an hour, and tried to soothe

her by guessing what had prompted this

dream. I- had lately been reading a

curious old book, in which the author

took the ground that all dreams are sug

gested by something which happens to

us before sleep, and I had been applying

the theory to some of my own visions

with tolerable satisfaction. Myra’s was

very easy to explain in this way, and my

explanation partly reassured her.

“ You’ll allow that it was very natural

for you to dream of Mr. Thayer,” I said,

half laughing. “In fact, it would have

been strange if you had not: you have

hardly talked of any one else since you



:84 [Sen-.AITRA ’S MIRROR.

have been in the house. And then the

mirror! Don’t you remember how long

you stood in front of my glass, there,

combing out your hair, just after you

came ?”

“ Yes, but the mirror in my dream

had no frame. How do you explain

that?”

“I don’t suppose I am bound to ex

plain all the crazy notions you take into

your head when you’re asleep,” I said, a

little testily; and Myra forgot her imagi

nary fears for a moment while she

laughed at my warmth in the defence of

my theory. Then she became grave

again in an instant, and said,

“I never had such a life-like dream.

I can’t, Clemmy—I can’t help thinking

that it forebodes something awful to

Freeman.”

“Forebodes a fiddlestick!” was my

answer; and understanding by this time

that the vision had taken a powerful hold

on her imagination, I talked fast and

cheerfully on many subjects, and at last

succeeded in winning her mind away

from it. She only alluded to it once

during breakfast, when I laughed it off

before mother had an opportunity to ask

about it; and during the whole day

after that I kept her well occupied, and

succeeded in driving the hateful subject

from her thoughts.

The stage-sleigh—for all this happen

ed in January, when there were two feet

of snow and the river was frozen hard

and fast—the stage-sleigh from Marks

ville drove up to our house that after

noon. We were expecting nobody since

Myra had come, and were surprised to

see it ; but it was only to deliver a letter,

addressed to “ Miss Myra Denslow, care

of Mr. Kinsley, Kinsley’s Settlement.”

“I don’t often carry letters,” the driver

said: “that’s for the post-office to do;

but the young fellow as handed me that

one was so distressed-like to have it

delivered right away that I agreed to

do it.”

Myra opened and read it: her whole

face lighted up with pleasure as she

read, and, tossing the note to me, she

clapped her hands gleefully. “ It’s from

Freeman,” she said. “He’s alive and

 
well, of course : read for yourself.

Thank you a thousand times, dear

Clemmy, for writing that last letter, which

I never got.”

I read the letter which Myra handed

me. It was written in a swinging round

hand, and full of all such expressions as

lovers use when they write to each other.

With all these clipped out, the substance

of the letter was about this: that Mr.

Thayer had called at Mr. Denslow’s

shortly after Myra had left for the Set

tlement, for the purpose of getting a little

cane which he had left the night before;

and there he found that a letter from

the Settlement had been received for

Myra. How it came to be delayed. and

what the driver had done with it, or who

had at last delivered it, did not appear.

Fearing that something had happened at

the Settlement which she ought to know,

Mrs. Denslow had opened and read the

letter as soon as she received it, and

finding that it related entirely to Mr.

Thayer, it was immediately handed to

him when he entered. He now wrote

to say that he was too much occupied at

the academy to admit of his coming by

the sleigh; but since the skating on the

river was excellent all the way from

Marksville to the Settlement, he could

and would come down on the ice that

(Saturday) night and stay till Monday

morning, if it was convenient. He would

leave Marksville at seven, and hoped to

be with us about nine.

I looked from the open letter to Myra.

Her eyes shone, her cheeks glowed and

her whole face fairly beamed with hap

piness. “I am so glad he is coming!

You were so good to ask him !” she re

peated over and over again. She did

not tell me her secret thought, but I

well understood that the foreboding of

that disturbing dream still lingered with

her, and that nothing short of Freeman

Thayer’s appearance before her in the

flesh, alive and well, could dispel it.

The tea-table was spread, the meal

eaten and the table cleared again; and

as it grew dark and night came on, the

candles were lighted and we gathered

around the fire. Poor mother’s tor

mentor, the sick headache, came on
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again, and I went up to put her to bed

and get her to sleep, After that was

done I returned to the sitting-room, and,

taking up my work, sewed a while.

Myra took one of the volumes of The

C/u‘la'ren of l/ne AMay and tried to read,

but I soon perceived that her heart was

not in the book. She turned over the

leaves and looked at the pictures, and

then, putting it down, walked to the win

dow and looked out. The clock struck

eight while she stood there. In a few

moments she came back to her seat and

took up the volume again. I began

talking to her, but she seemed nervous

and ill at ease, and answered only in

yes and no. After a time she went to

the window again, and she still stood

there as the clock struck nine. She

turned quickly around and said,

“ It is time he was here, Clemmy.

Let us go down to the river, and we

shall meet him. Come: it is a beauti

ful moonlight night, and we shall enjoy

it.” -

I much preferred to wait there in our

cozy, warm room, but I saw that she

was anxious, and it would have been

cruel in me to refuse. We put on our

hoods and cloaks and went out together.

The air was keen, but not over-cold:

the night was brilliant with moonlight,

and the white coat of snow which cover

ed the earth flashed and shone beauti

fully in the bright rays. The river was

but a few rods from our house, but some

buildings between completely hid it.

Turning the corner around these, we

came out upon the low bank, in full sight

of the channel for miles up and down.

It was covered with smooth, shining ice,

blurred here and there with a ridge of

snow. It looked like a dazzling silver

shield, so bright and glowing was its

surface, and I stopped to admire it, but

a cry from my companion turned my

eyes to her. At the sight of the ice her

face had blanched almost to its own

whiteness, and grasping me by the arm,

while she pointed with the other hand to

the smooth field glittering before us, she

whispered faintly,

“ Clemmy, my dream! There is the

smooth, white mirror that I saw—the

 
mirror without a frame.

there! there !”

She shuddered so that I put my arm

about her to keep her from falling. Far

as I could see up stream there was no

human figure to be seen, nor could my

ears detect the faintest ringing of steel

shoes on the ice. I looked again at

Myra, and found her fast yielding to the

stupor of her fear.

“ Come, Myra, this is foolish!” I

said, with all the sternness I could com

mand. “ If your dream means nothing

more than this, I’ll soon show you that

it means just nothing at all. Come with

me.”

I knew that the ice was firm, for

loaded wagons had been driven across

the day before. She did not resist or

hang back, but yielded passively; and

locking her arm in mine, I led her out

upon the slippery surface. The river

was about a hundred rods wide at this

point, and I thought I would lead her

far enough to assure her that there

was nothing at all in her dream. Slip

ping, sliding and walking, we had almost

reached the middle, when—

God in heaven shield me from another

such moment, my children! With a

shriek that seems to ring in my ears

now, Myra stood motionless, her eyes

riveted and her outstretched finger

pointing at her feet. I looked. There,

as all about us, the thick white ice was

pure and transparent, and beneath it the

current of the river, influenced by the

stiff tide running into the bay, ran per

fectly clear and visible. And almost

under our feet, as we stood there, horror

stricken—under the ice, swept along by

the rushing tide-current—-the body of a

drowned man floated past, his white,

stark face turned up to the moon with a

fixed look of unutterable agony, and his

feet shod with the skates that told how

he had met his doom !

“Freeman! Freeman! 0 God! the

ice—lhe mirror z:/ithaut a frarmr ./ ”

The' words were faintly gasped by

poor Myra, and then she fainted in my

arms. Half-stunned myself with the

horror of this spectacle, I managed to

drag her to the shore and up to the

There it is;
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house. Dear, unhappy girl! there never

was a moment, after that, in which she

clearly knew herself and her friends.

She lay at our house almost a year after

her brain-fever left her, and never seem

ed to know or care for anything but the

river. She would go and sit on the

bank opposite to where we saw her

lover’s body, and gaze at the water by

the hour; and when any one tried to

lead her away she would submit, crying

gently like a grieved child. After that

year she seemed to notice things more,

and her parents took her home to

Marksville, but she never grew better

there. In less than six months more

she was in her coffin.

Freeman Thayer’s corpse, stiff and

cold, was found floating far below in

the bay on Sunday afternoon. A great

hole in the ice for pike-fishing, a mile

above the Settlement, was fixed on as

the place where he must have gone in

as he came at top-speed down the river.

He and Myra were buried side by side

in the graveyard there at Marksville;

and manv and many’s the basket of

 flowers I’ve strewn over their graves.

God rest them both! I can’t doubt

they’ve had a blessed meeting up above,

long before now.

“Thayer was a splendid skater,”

somebody told me, long afterward. “I

have often seen him make his mile in

five minutes against the wind. Poor

fellow! he must have blundered into

that wretched hole without dreaming of

its being there. He left Marksville at

just seven o‘clock, full of life and hap

piness.”

“ How do you know?” I asked.

“ Because I went down to the river

with him and helped him strap on his

skates.”

Who do you think that person was?

It was my husband—afterward. It so

happened, in this strange world, that I

married Freeman Thayer’s room-mate.

And after all this—though I’m free to

say that I don’t believe in dreams—yet I

do think there was something more than

strange about Myra Denslow’s dream,

.and its terrible fulfillment.

JAMES FRANKLIN FITTS.

LAND MONOPOLY.

MORE than forty years’ study of

general history, and more than

twenty years’ study of sociological his

tory, have brought me to the conclusion

that civilization is congenital with the

white and Chinese races, and has ever

been the necessary result of their phys

ical and moral natures. On the other

hand. I hold that all the other races of

mankind, when not commingled with the

whites or Chinese, have ever been, and

must ever remain, when left to them

selves, uncivilized; and that this is a

necessary result of their moral natures.

(I avoid the word “ savage,” because I

think that the uncivilized and unciviliz

able races are far more amiable and less

savage than the whites and Chinese.

 
And I avoid the term “intellectual na

ture,” because I can detect no character

istic difference between the intellectual

natures of the various races of mankind.)

I have not discovered from my read

ing that there ever were tribes, com

munities or nations of uncivilized Cau

casians or Mongolians (white or Chinese),

or civilized tribes, communities or nations

belonging to other races. But some

persons, adopting Greek and Roman ar

rogant pretensions and prejudices, hold

that the Northern peoples that overran

the Roman Empire were uncivilized bar

barians; and others believe that the

Mexicans and the Peruvian Indians were

civilized when discovered by the whites.

I shall not attempt to argue with such
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well-meaning, half-informed, simple peo

ple, but shall proceed to prove, or try to

prove, to those who are capable of think

ing for themselves, that the civilized and

uncivilized races, from innate disposi

tions, tempers, temperaments, etc., differ

from each other, and hold the same rela

tion to each other now that they ever

have held and must ever hold.

Land monopofy is the sole parent of

civilization, and land monopoly has been

universal, in all ages, with the white and

Chinese races, and wholly unpracticed by

the uncivilized races. These latter races

are incapable of land monopoly, and

therefore can never have self-sustaining

civilization. But we see around us,

every day, that they-may have an exotic

civilization. Where a few whites have

monopolized the lands, the landless

whites and landless negroes must prac

tice the arts of civilized life or perish,

for they can no longer live, like brutes,

on the voluntary fruits of the earth.

They have become the subjects of cap-

ital (and all capital results from land

monopoly), and they must fabricate the

necessaries, comforts and luxuries of life

for the capitalists, or be without homes

or food or fuel or clothes. In fabricating

necessaries, comforts and luxuries for

the rich, they learn, and continually prac

tice, all the arts of civilized life. Prop

erty, or capital, has ever been a close

monopoly among the civilized races, and

ever unknown, as an institution, among

the other races. Any people who are

capable of land monopoly, and will prac

tice it, will at once become civilized.

Were it possible to divide lands

equally among all the whites, each man

would have to labor for his own sup

port; for there being no landless, no

one could command the labor of others.

The consequence would be, that nothing

but the merest necessaries of life could

be produced, and the whites thus circum

stanced would at once become decivilized.

Men never fabricate luxuries for them

selves, but make them for others to pro

cure necessaries for themselves. None

but a madman would build a fine house

or make fine furniture or clothing or

equipage for his own use. Were he to

 
attempt it, he would have no time left to

produce the necessaries of life, and must

starve. If lands ‘were equally divided,

or if lands were in common among the

whites, civilization would perish. It is

the dominion of capital over labor that

begets, sustains and advances civiliza

tion. Were there no inequalities of

property, there could be no civilization.

There is no accumulated wealth, no

capital, no inequalities of property, no

land monopoly among the uncivilized

races. Liberty (in its broadest sense)

and social equality are enjoyed by all.

They are all ignorant, half-starved pau

pers. Place them among whites, and

subject them, like poor whites, to the

dominion of capital, and they necessarily

acquire civilization, but it is in most

instances a feeble, sickly, exotic civiliza

tion. They are contented beings, and

content dooms them to eternal ignorance

and pauperism. A little coarse, common

labor will procure for them the merest

necessaries of life, and that is all they

care or hope for. Not one in a thousand

will undergo the labor of mind and body

requisite to make them good mechanics,

or artists, or scholars, or professional

men. Invested with equal political

rights, as the negroes soon will be, a

very few of them will acquire property,

become educated and occupy respectable

social positions. The great mass of

them will continue to be a useful, robust

and productive laboring class—much

better situated in all respects, however,

than the negroes of Africa or the Indians

of America.

The whites are ever discaulented,

rivalrous, emulative, rapacious, ambi

tious, proud, provident, selfish, jealous,

aspiring and accumulative. The most

ambitious, powerful and rapacious from

time immemorial have monopolized the

lands, and compelled, by virtue of the

dominion of land monopoly, the landless

to labor for them. The wages of the

laboring classes have ever been pro

portioned to the industry, skill and in

ventiveness exhibited by each individual

laborer; and this graduated apportion

ment, acting upon the moral qualities of

the whites, such as we have just enume
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rated, has stimulated them to untiring

industry, skill and inventiveness, and

thus sustained a continually-improving

and progressive civilization. The civil

ized races are decidedly unamiable, and

if they were not so would cease to be

civilized. Yet we do not think that man

is endowed by Nature with any evil

moral qualities, provided such qualities

are not indulged in to excess. Discon

tent is a virtue while it only serves to

make us moderately industrious, provi

dent and accumulative : content becomes

a vice when it begets indolence and im

providence. The white becomes vicious

and criminal only when he indulges to

excess such passions and propensities

as we have mentioned, and this he is

sure to do if not restrained by law, pub

lic opinion and (at least) respect for the

teachings of Christian morality. The

native African is by far the most amiable

of human beings when the harvest is

just in and game abundant. As such,

Homer described him almost three

thousand years ago, and as such is he

described by all the African travelers of

our day. The native Africans brought

to this country as slaves were simple,

guileless, affectionate, obedient and in

dustrious: their descendants have con

tracted many of the faults of the whites,

without acquiring any of their good

qualities. But even now the negro is a

much more amiable being than the

white man; and the great question to

be solved by the friends of humanity is,

Can so amiable a being long live when

thrown into free competition with the

unamiable white man? The negro is

eminently contented, unselfish, improvi

dent, generous, wasteful, unambitious,

unaspiring—ready to divide the little he

may have with the first comer, and

hence incapable of acquiring, holding or

wielding capital or property. In fine,

all the uncivilized races are, ever have

been, and, left to themselves, ever will

be, communists. Private property is

an institution almost unknown among

them, and equally unknown to them are

all other institutions of civilized society.

They have no laws, no courts, no judges,

no legislators, no executive officers; in

 

fine, no government, for their chiefs or

kings only lead them in war or on forays,

and when these are over all government

ceases. It is force of nature, not want

of education, that makes the uncivilized

races communists, agrarians, paupers

and anarchists.

The question recurs, How will such

people get along when made the po

litical and legal equals of the whites, and

thrown into free competition with them?

Very well indeed, we think, in the South.

In that climate they are more efficient

field-hands than the whites, can rent

lands as cheaply as the whites, and for

much less than the whites have to pay

for them in rent elsewhere. As com

mon laborers, they receive the same

wages as whites. Their wants are fewer

and less than those of the whites, for

they care not for fashion or appearances,

and their earnings, while they work, are

equally great. They have worked well

in the section where I live, have plenty

of money, spend it profusely, live waste

fully, and are sometimes, from sheer im

providence, a little pinched for the neces

saries of life. They are quite as re

spectful, kind and obliging as when they

were our slaves. That scarecrow, hos

tility of race, ceases to exist when an in

ferior race, invested with equal legal and

political rights, is blended in one com

mon mass with a superior race. Society

soon subsides and stratifies : the inferior

being becomes a contented laborer, and

the superior a kind and protecting em

ployer. The white laborer frets under

his galling chain sometimes, because he

feels himself naturally the equal of his

employer, but finds himself, in social po

sition, far beneath him. It will be the

fault of the whites at the South if we do

not have the most contented laborers

to be found in the world. We should

cherish and protect them, for we can

get none other. White men will not

and should not come South to work as

hirelings beside negroes. Workingmen

from the North are fast settling among

us, but they come to tend their own

fields, not to hire themselves out as

farrn-hands, by the year or by the month.

It is this immigration that will soon re
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5 to be found on any statute-book.

store the South, if the negroes will but

continue to perform their part as well

as they are now performing it.

The English capitalists take good

care of their laborers when from any

cause there is a dearth of employment,

not only from considerations of human

ity, but still more from a sense of self

interest. Banish the poor, and the rich

instantly become paupers—paupers un

used to labor, who would assuredly

starve though gold were as plenty as

blackberries. Gold ceases to be valu

able when it ceases to command labor,

for human labor alone possesses value,

and the measure of every man’s wealth

is just the amount of human labor he can

command. If he can command none,

he is a pauper not worth a cent. Though

I may offend “ ears polite,” I must pub

lish the unwelcome but wholesome truth,

“ There is no property possessing value

except property in man.” Take away

the negroes from the South, and the

South would be impoverished. Take

away the white laborers from England,

and England would be pauperized. I

publish these unpleasant truths in the

cause of a sound, fearless, healthy hu

manity. The laboring class, whether

black or white, has more rights than are

I be

lieve the Southern people are as gener

ous and warm-hearted as any people,

and will take good care of the negroes

—quite as much from the impulses of

the heart as from the calculations of the

head.

I am no revolutionist: I would not

change in the least that legal and political

equality which is the beau ideal of our

day. But I would have men understand

that they have but half performed their

duties when they have fulfilled the re

quirements of the law. In the field of

free competition the penurious, the sel

fish, the cunning and designing are con

tinually defrauding the honest laborer of

the fruits of his labor. Wealth is too

often the result of exploitation rather

than of honest labor. This is an evil

which law never has and never can

remedy. Let us all try to do justice to

the poor, and—whilst relieving their wants

Vol.. IV.—19

 
—not insult them by calling such relief

charity. They produce everything, and

have a right to a decent support; yet,

like Africans and Indians, they would

produce nothing but for land monopoly,

which compels them to work or starve.

Taxed as the poor are in civilized so

ciety, still their situation is better than

that of even the kings and chiefs among

the Indians of America or the natives of

Africa; for those chiefs and kings have

very rarely a week’s provisions on hand,

have no certain means of procuring food

for the ensuing week, and are, if not

starving, at least pinched for food more

than half their time. The necessary

condition of civilized society is, that

there shall be a few rich and a great

many poor, and that the rich may live

without labor by commanding the labor

of the poor. This is the best possible

condition of society, except for those

who have a taste for Indian and African

life. There is much complaint just now

that the tendency of our political, social

and legal arrangements is to beget a few

millionaires, and to absorb, destroy and

swallow up all small, independent pro

perties; that is, to diminish the number

of idle non-producers, and to increase

the number of laboring producers.

The most worthless and noxious mem

bers of society are the small property

holders, who have just enough to live on

without labor, and not enough where

with to educate their children or to pur

chase those elegancies and luxuries the

fabrication of which stimulates skill and

inventiveness. These men of small in

dependent properties, who live coarsely

and vulgarly without labor, are the use

less and noxious drones of society—mere

consumers of the results of other men’s

unrequited labors; and the sooner they

are expelled the better. Millionaires,

without intending it, are the benefactors

of mankind. They wish to make money,

and to do so are compelled to invest

most of their incomes in building houses

for the poor, in internal improvements

and in the purchase and improvement

of Western lands. They thus increase

the productive capacity of the country

more rapidly than population increases.
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Millionaires carry on business on a large

scale, and one of them, with a hundred

clerks in his employ, will do more busi

ness, and do it better and more cheaply,

than a thousand independent, petty, vul

gar shopkeepers. Small property-hold

ers, whether they be shopkeepers or

petty landowners, are mere consumers,

and but obstacles in the way of progress

and improvement. I see nothing un

promising in the aspect of public affairs

except the alleged corruption of legis

lative bodies. This evil the people may

correct. Most men are honest, and

the people should elect honest men,

regardless, almost entirely, of other

qualifications.

I am writing in a wandering, dis

cursive way, simply because my subject

is too novel and too great for a single

essay. My sole object is to teach men

that land monopoly—or, to speak more

accurately, the monopoly of property, or

capital, by the few, and the consequent

subjection of the many to the dominion,

taxation and exploitation of these few—

is not an evil, as generally esteemed,

but the greatest of human blessings, be

cause it is the only means of begetting,

sustaining and advancing civilization.

It is often loosely and improperly

termed, “ Slavery to capital.” But it is

a very different thing, every poor man

feels and knows, from actual, hopeless,

debasing domestic slavery. Although it

is undoubtedly true that the employer or

capitalist exploits more of the results of

the labor of the freeman than the master

does of the labor of the slave, and hence

free labor is cheaper than slave labor,

yet, all things considered, the condition

of the free laborer is infinitely better

than that of the slave, unless the free

laborer be a worthless, improvident

being: for such a one, whether black or

white, domestic slavery is the appropri

ate condition.

Teaching negroes to read and write is

very commendable, but to raise them in

the social scale and to make them par

ticipants of a high civilization, they must

be taught to amass money, to hold it

and manage it properly. I think they

cannot be so taught, except in extremely

I

 

rare instances, but the experiment is

worth trying; and I assure the human

itarians that so soon as the negro learns

to amass money he will be admitted to

social equality with the whites. Should

the negroes ever become richer than the

whites, their black skins and woolly hair

will be as much admired as the wry neck

of the Macedonian Alexander.

I do not wish to see the negro race

in the South die out. The adults, male

and female, in the villages and in the

country are the most healthy people in

the world : none of them die except

from old age. But negro children have

strangely disappeared. Marriage is be

coming rare among the negroes, and

births equally rare. Could the marital

and parental relations between them be

properly regulated, they would become a

prosperous, happy and prolific people.

Before dismissing my subject, I think

it due to the reader and to the general

public to give them some curious in

formation as to the social state of Vir

ginia for some months past. During this

time, in most of our counties, we have

had no law-officers, and in consequence

no law or government; yet our people,

black and white, even on the eve of most

exciting elections, were as pacific, as or

derly and as free from crime as any peo

ple in the world. Indeed, many ingen

uous persons begin to maintain that

government is a needless thing, and that

public opinion and correct views of self

interest would enable us to dispense with

the cumbersome and costly machinery.

I hold no such opinions, but cite these

facts to prove that there is not the slight

est foundation for the popular rumor and

opinion that there is cause to apprehend

a war of races at the South. Our pros

pects are very hopeful, and we rejoice to

find that many sensible persons at the

North are becoming aware of it, and are

rapidly settling in our midst.

The negroes, when first emancipated,

were turbulent and disorderly, and com

mitted many crimes, but at no time since

their liberation have they been half so

lawless, so turbulent, so beggarly or so

criminal as were the emancipated serfs

of England for several centuries, accord
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ing to the unanimous testimony of his- whole South, were I not to add that

torians, and the still better testimony of since the war, although exposed to try

very many acts of Parliament enacted ing provocations and temptations, they

to punish their mendicity, vagrancy and have been peaceable, quiet and order

crime. ly, and crimes and misdemeanors have

I should fail in doing justice to the been of extremely rare occurrence among

whites of Virginia, and I believe of the them. GEORGE FITZHUGH.

THE UNHEARD REPLIES.

EVER, oh nevermore can he behold

The early willow put forth tender green,

Or hear the bluebird pipe returning May.

“ Grieve not, O faithful heart! for now, e’en now,

I can behold the willow waving green,

And hear the bluebird pipe returning May.”

On the red field, ’mid volleying flame, he fell:

The battle-tide rolled by and left him there:

The cold, cold rain blew on him dying there.

“ Fighting for right, for liberty, I fell;

But to the end, dear love, I thought of thee:

My laurel crown will never, never fade.”

No more for him the red ray of the dawn,

The glow of noon, the tint of parting day,

VVill glad the eye, will glorify the life.

“ Oh blind lament! L0! here a fairer dawn,

A brighter noon, a lovelier ebbing day,

Than ever mortal viewed, or dreamed he viewed!”

Around the hearth the near and dear will meet,

And from their grief will grow a tender joy;

But he will heed, will know thein nevermore.

“Do I not heed the murmur of thy heart

Ere thine own thought can apprehend it well?

Do I not know thee better than before?”

White, white the covering of that narrow bed,

And drear the moaning of the wintry gale:

There will he lie till the great judgment-day.

“ But look! Behold me more alive than thou!

With all my human love immortal grown,

Beloved, I wait; and thou wilt quickly come !”

EPES SARGENT.
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BEYOND THI'IBREAI(ERS.

CHAPTER XXXI.

GRANGULA’S MOUNT.

“Charity for his fellow-creatures arrested half his

words.“--—Manama on Sriv1onfi, s;Mzkingaft/mgood

lllaruieur de Gourx/‘7le.

N the lower portion of the lawn in

front of Sydenham’s house stood a

stately elm, which, when the axe leveled

the surrounding forest, the woodcutter

had spared. Under its broad shelter, in

full view of the village, sat two ladies-—

Mrs. Clymer on a rustic chair, calmly

knitting, and our friend Leoline on a

camp-stool, a small table with drawing

materials before her.

The latter seemed greatly discom

posed. “It’s no use, Aunt Hannah,”

throwing down her pencil: “I can’t

draw a steady line this morning. I wish

some old man would marry that horrid

creature and carry her 01? to California.”

“ Thee shouldn’t talk so, Lela dear.

We should make much allowance for

Catherine Wolfgang. Thee is too young

to remember much of her husband, but

she must have been sorely tried with

that man.”

“ If his tongue was half as abusive as

hers, I think she must, auntie. ’Seems

to me if we have suffering ourselves, that

ought to make us’ feel compassion for

the sufferings of others.”

“ Yes. But she didn’t know Celia

was within hearing, and had no intention

of hurting her feelings.”

“ She’s too cowardly to say it to her

face: these creatures always are. They

haven’t a bit of real courage. She only

abused the darling child, and insulted

the memory of her parents, behind her

back.”

“ Maybe it wasn’t so bad as thee

thinks. People sometimes exaggerate

without intending it.”

“I wonder if there ever was anybody

you could not find some excuse for,

aunt.”

“ We all need forgiveness, Lela.”

“ More or less. But I think if I had

 

ten thousand Aunt Hannahs, just like

you, they wouldn’t need as much for

giveness for the sins they committed all

their lives through, as Mrs. Wolfgang

needs for the backbiting she does with

that bitter tongue of hers in a single

year. I’m wicked myself, _I know: if

that woman had waited for Jean to carry

her out to the garden gate, I’d have

liked, of all things in the world, to be

passing, just tlien. on the other side'of

the way: it would have been a sight to

see. But I’m not vicious: I don’t wish

anybody any harm: if Mrs. Wolfgang

were on her deathbed, and had nobody

else, I’d be willing to sit up with her all

night, provided they didn’t insist on my

crying if she died next morning. Then,

you know, auntie, I’ve heard you repeat

the texts about breaking the bruised

reed and crushing the soul already nigh

to perishing. I think anybody who

would do that is too mean and cruel to

live in this world.”

“ God does not think so.”

Hannah Clymer was almost startled

out of her equanimity when the warm

hearted girl sprang from her seat, threw

her arms round her neck and kissed her:

“ You’re an angel, auntie. that’s the

truth—an angel with a good-for-nothing

niece. I wonder I don’t contrive to be

better, with you in the house all the time.”

“Do I ever complain of thee, dear

child?”

“ Never, nor of Mrs. Wolfgang either.

Ah, here comes papa. Who is that he

has just parted from?”

“Some one who brought him a letter

of introduction this morning.”

“ Who is it, papa ?” as he came across

to them.

“ An Irishman. He and his wife are

coming to live in the coachman’s house

and manage the farm and dairy. You re

member Mr. Kullen, Hannah ?”

“ The temperance lecturer? I remem

ber him well.”

“ He recommends this man highly.
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The poor fellow, it seems, suffered three

months’ imprisonment on a false charge.

Kullen proved his innocence, and he

was released on the spot. A hard case.”

“ This foolish child,” said Mrs. Cly

mer, with her kind smile, “ has been

grieving so sorely over another hard

case, this morning, that she has scarcely

touched her drawing.”

“ Celia Pembroke’s? Mrs. Wolf

gang_’I

“ Ah, you’ve heard of it, papa? And

you said nothing to me about it ?”

“ Why should I vex you, my child, by

repeating the coarse slanders of a cruel

woman ?”

“ Poor, dear Celia! And no father,

no mother, nobody to stand up for her !”

“Except you, my child, and sister

Hannah; and myself, if you think me

worth counting; and the Meyracs, and

the I-Iartlands—the uncle has come out

most creditably—and Mr. Harper, and

the Creightons, and ever so many more

of those whose good opinion is worth

having. Mrs. Wolfgang has a party who

hold with her—I’m very sorry it num

bers as many as it does —people who

like gossip seasoned with scandal, and

take comfort in the misfortunes of others.

They will run Celia down, of course;

talk of pride having a fall, and justify

Mowbray in casting her off—that will be

their version of it—because her father

deserved the penitentiary and left a stain

on her birth.”

“Mowbray!” said Leoline, her eyes

flashing—“ is that broken off ?”

“So Ethan tells me—by Celia her

self.”

“ Brave girl! I want to kiss her.”

“Mowbray behaved badly—some

jealous quarrel, I believe—”

“Just like him; all a pretence to

shirk out. I’m so glad! I’m scarcely

sorry Celia lost her money, since that

selfish Adonis is gone along with it.”

“ You are harsh in your judgments,

my child.”

“ So Aunt Hannah says; and as both

of you agree about it, no doubt it’s true.

But consider, papa. How would you

like me to marry a young man who had

made up his mind it was better to do

 

nothing in this world except to live on

the money you might be able to give

me? How would you like a son-in-law

without either trade or business or pro

fession—the laziest young fellow about

town, who spent half his time riding a

horse he couldn’t afford to keep, while

his mother was slaving at home, teach

ing school and keeping house too? I

won’t say a word of the scandal about

Ellen Tyler: I despise such things, and

wouldn’t hear them if I could possibly

help it. But what is he good for, papa?

What has he ever done in this world?

What is he ever likely to do, except to

wear kid gloves and a stylish necktie?

Compare him to Ethan or to Mr. Creigh

ton— By the way, I wonder if it wasn’t

Creighton he was jealous of?”

“Possibly. But, Lela, let me advise

you not to meddle with your friend’s

love-affairs. I believe that Celia will

not marry Mowbray now, and I am not

sorry for it: there is too much truth in

what you say about him; but she loves

him still, depend upon it, and could not

bear a disparaging word said to his dis

credit. And pray don’t go recommend

ing anybody else that you might think—”

“ Papa, what do you take me for ?”

“ For a dear, kind, impulsive child,

that is so indignant against wrong, and

so eager to help her friends and make

them happy, that I never do know what

strange thing she will do next.”

“Well, I’ll try to behave well this

time, papa,” said Leoline, recommencing

her drawing. “ Please tell me how you

like Mr. I-Iarper’s church.”

“I think you’ve done the church cor

rectly enough, but I can’t say so much for

the steeple. You must have been think

ing of Celia when you drew these lines?”

“ No, papa; it was not that.”

“Your steeple leans all to the left.

Look at it.”

“ It’s not my steeple. If I had built

it, I’d have made a better job of it.

Here, papa,” handing him a large opera

glass, “judge for yourself.”

“ Upon my word, you have a quick

eye, Lela.”

“ You see it does lean on one side

to the north. The builder ought to have
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been ashamed of himself. It’s a crooked

steeple, and nothing else.” Then, with

mock gravity: ’“The truth of history

must be vindicated,’ as somebody said

in the newspaper the other day. As a

crooked steeple it shall go down to pos

terity in my drawing.”

“ Now, Lela dear,” said Mrs. Clymer,

in her gentle, coaxing tone of remon

strance, “ why cannot thee let the poor

steeple alone ?”

This was too much for the young

girl, and even Sydenham joined in her

merriment. But the old lady took it so

good-naturedly that Lela, repentant, ex

claimed, “ Well, I’ll forgive the steeple

for your sake, Aunt Hannah: I’ll rub

out the builder’s transgression and set

his work upright, as all men and all

steeplcs should be.”

“ After that good deed is done, my

child,” said Sydenham, “I want you to

walk down to the village and invite Celia

to join our riding party this afternoon, as

soon as school is dismissed.”

“ Yes, papa: I’m so glad.”

“ What with the communication from

Cranstoun, then that scene at the Mey

racs, and finally this rupture with Mow

bray, no wonder if the poor child feels

miserable and forlorn. The ride, at all

events, will do-her good.”

When Celia rode over, she found that

Lucille Meyrac had come to practice

duets with Leoline; so the latter was

unable to join the riding party.

“ You prefer the forest road?” said

Sydenham to Celia.

“Very much.” She was quiet, but

with a look of much sulfering and de

pression.

Sydenham tried to win her from sad

thoughts, relating to her Aunt I-lannah’s

compassionate plea for the steeple, then

branching off to talk of the school and

of Ellinor Ethelsidge. “ She is like a

sister to me,” said Celia.

“ It is good for both that you are as

sociated,” said Sydenham. “I am not

acquainted with the details of her early

history, but I know it is a melancholy

one. Adversity has given her strength

of mind and courage.”

“ I’m so weak and worthless! I have

no fortitude.”

“ The best of us have days when the

heart asks if there be any sorrow like

unto ours.”

“ Ellinor has suffered far more than I,

yet she—”

“ Did not win the battle in a day.

Darkness and tempest must be. The

soul must cry out sometimes in the

gloom—as poor Burns did when the

burden was more than he could bear

’ O life l thou art a galling load,

Along a rough, a weary road,

To wretches such as I !’ ”

Celia started. The very words that

had been haunting her ever since that

terrible scene with Mowbray! And the

tears rose, do what she would.

“ To all of us the road is barred some

times,” Sydenham added, after a pause ;

“ but how can we tell whether it may not

be in mercy?”

Celia thought of Sydenham’s widowed

life, and of all the good he had done.

Gradually she became calmer: but little

more was said till they reached Gran

gula’s Mount, the scene of Creighton

and Emberly’s political discussion. A

little way down its eastern slope, as our

readers may remember, was a sparse

clump of umbrageous forest trees. Pa

triarchs were they, that had survived

the fate of their companions—isolated

patriarchs; not, as their fellows still in

the crowd of the dense forest, shooting

up tall and slender and restricted in their

spread, like the constant indwellers of a

populous city, cramped, by the crush

and press around them, in scope of ac

tion and circle of habit; but spreading

erratically out, like the lone-dwelling

pioneer, who has taken root apart from

his fellows, and whose uncribbed notions

and doings dilate to the ample propor

tions of the wild and exuberant nature

in which they grow.

It was one of those afternoons, typi

cal of human life, when detached clouds

flit across the sky and the landscape lies

in chequered patches of light and shade.

The riders drew rein and turned to the

charming scene. “ Shall we rest a
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while?” said Sydenham. “I seldom

pass this spot, especially on so beautiful

an evening as this, without stopping to

enjoy a prospect that never tires.”

Celia assenting, they dismounted :

Sydenham made fast each horse’s bridle

rein to :i depending branch, then led the

way to the shelter of the grove.

Sydenham had too much wisdom and

delicacy to advert to Mowbray. Though

he well knew that the girl’s disappoint

ment in her lover weighed far heavier

than loss of property or even of name,

yet he knew also that time is the only

styptic for a bleeding heart. He sought

to divert her thoughts from what, for the

nonce, admitted of no cure. When they

were seated, “Celia,” he added, “ have

you ever felt what a good thing it is to

get away from one’s fellow-creatures now

and then, and renew acquaintance with

inanimate Nature ?”

“ Of late more then formerly. I used

to prefer—who is it that so expresses it?

—having some one to whom to say how

sweet solitude is.”

“ Yes ; it is with years the conviction

comes that to be alone, sometimes, with

Nature in her beauty not only refreshes

the feelings, but also invigorates thought.

I don’t know what world it is that Young

bids us shut out before we can wake to

reason and let her reign alone. If he

spoke of the noisy world as it swarms

in the thoroughfares of men, good and

well; but if he meant such a glorious

world as spreads out before us here, he

is quite wrong. It is precisely before so

grand a tribunal as this that the mind

can grapple with the sublimest questions.

If I had to argue against a man’s prej

udices, I’d like to undertake the task,

not within the four walls of a room, but

where we are now sitting. I’m glad we

came here this evening, Celia.”

“Have you some prejudice of mine

to combat?”

“ Perhaps.”

The color rose in her cheeks.

“ You have guessed aright,” Syden

ham continued. “ It is of your mother

and your own birth and position that I

wish to speak to you.”

Celia struggled for composure. “ Speak

to me freely,” she said at last. “I know

it is right that it should be talked over.”

“ Tell me how you feel about this

matter. It grieves you more than your

loss of property?”

“ Much more. I confess I have felt

dreadfully about it. I can scarcely tell

you how: as if I had been debased, de

graded—as if every one had obtained

the right to look down upon me, to de

spise me. The Pariahs of India came

into my mind.”

“ Now I can answer your question.

I ha1/e a prejudice of yours to combat.”

“ Is it a prejudice? Yet we must

often suffer for the evil-doing of a parent.

Are we not told that God visits the sins

of the fathers on the children?”

“ The sentiment is Jewish, not Chris

tian : you would look for such an one in

vain among Christ’s teachings. But I

will answer you more directly. In one

sense—often in a terrible one—it is most

true that the sins of the fathers are

visited on the children.”

“Just so.”

“ It is patent to all of us that a child

neglected by ignorant or vicious parents

often suffers through life the penalty of a

crime or a neglect not his own. And

the curse may descend more surefy still.

A parent persisting in a career of reck

less dissipation may transmit to his off

spring terrible disease. Nay, phrenolo

gists assert, and I partly believe it, that

violent passions or vicious inclinations,

which years of indulgence have stamped

on the nature, may go down—a frightful

inheritance! — from parent to innocent

child. If there be one motive, outweigh

ing all personal considerations, that ought

to warn off from excess of body or in

temperance of mind, it is to be found in

the reflection that we are becoming the

deadly enemies of our posterity-—that

we are consigning to misery or vice the

beings to whom we have imparted ex

istence. In this sense well may we be

reminded that God visits on the chil

dren the fathers’ sins.”

“I see that. Then, since so many

thousands must suffer for the miscon

duct of their parents, why not I for the

sin of mine ?”
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“ How are you to suffer? By God’s

fiat? Has He doomed you to misery?

Did your parents neglect or mislead you ?

No: from the wise training of one or

both—”

“ Oh, of both, Mr. Sydenham—of

both. Let my father’s misconduct in

other respects have been what it may,

to me he was always the kindest, the

best—” She stopped. Warm recollec

tions of past days melted her heart and

filled her eyes, but she mastered her

emotion and resumed: “ Mr. Sydenham,

I cannot tell you what consolation I feel

in the favorable opinion of me you ex

pressed the other day; but I should be

most unworthy of it if I could forget

that I owe whatever good may be in me

not to my mother only, but also to the

care and instructions of my dear, dear

father.”

“ Your parents, then, both trained you

in the way you should go. You have

inherited, chiefly perhaps from a mother’s

gifted organization, health, beauty, talent,

good dispositions. If you are to suffer

for a father’s sin, it will be man’s doing,

not God’s.”

“ But if God does visit on children

parents’ sins, can it be wicked in man to

do so ?”

“ Yes, Celia, wicked. You shall judge.

Suppose that in the school you are now

teaching you find some scholar ill-nur

tured, untrained, sickly too perhaps, suf

fering sorely for a parent’s faults. Have

you a right to add, by your act, to the

heavy burden? Have you a right, be

cause the sins of others may have been

visited on that poor creature, to neglect

or vilify him ?”

“ Oh, none, none! I see it would be

wickedness. I feel that such a cast

away should have more kindness than

those who have been favored by Nature

and Fortune.”

“ Your sense of justice informs you

what is your duty to others. Be not

less just to yourself. Because of your

father’s misconduct you will probably

lose a comfortable fortune ; but whatever

you suffer, on the same score, beyond

that, you will suffer through the base

prejudice, or the baser malevolence, of

 worthless people, just as any other in

nocent person might.”

“ But there is so much prejudice in

the world, especially on this very point.”

“ It is daily diminishing. But you are

right, Celia: there is much of it still.

Try to listen to it as you do to the

growling of a thunderstorm or the pat

tering of sleet against your windows.

Try to encounter it as you would any

other evil thing—envy, malice, hatred

and all uncharitableness. That which

is unmerited may, by a brave heart, al

ways be borne. Lift up your brow with

a noble confidence, and if offence come,

bear in mind that the woe and the

shame attach not to you, but to the of

fender. Be independent—h0w well you

can afford it !—of the self-installed arbiter.

Even in the slanderer’s evil pride there

may be real benefit to you. If any one,

puffed up with self-righteousness or

blinded by false conceptions of right and

wrong, seek to disparage you because

of your birth, and assume that you ought

to stand aside—he or she, spotless-born,

being holier than you—remember that

any such Pharisee is utterly unfit to be

an associate of yours. If by any such

you are avoided, how great the gain to

you! The good-for-nothing are often

winnowed from our acquaintance by what

the world calls adversity.”

The conversation continued for some

time longer in this strain. Then they

began to talk over the business points

in the case, and Celia related all that

had passed between her and Cranstoun,

showing his letter, which she had been

looking over just before she started from

home.

Sydenham read it in silence. “ It is

his writing,” he said at last: “ one must

believe one’s eyes. Well, the frankness

of that man’s villainy is refreshing. Do

you know what he expected, Celia ?”

“ No.”

“ Either that you would marry him,

or buy him off: I don’t think it matter

ed much to him which. And I verily

believe the scoundrel thinks you will do

the one or the other yet before the week

is out. What a sealed book to such a

rascal is an honorable heart!”
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“ But it is true—is it not?—that

whether I write or he writes, the result

will be the same to me.” '

“No: the fellow knows well enough

that by turning informer he places you

in a false position.”

“ How is that?”

“Had he suffered you to write, this

Mr. Dunmore could not, for very shame,

have demanded more than the original

sum that Mr. Hartland received from

your father’s estate. But, getting the

information from another, and having to

pay heavily for it, he may possibly bring

suit, in addition, for the mesne profits.”

“I don’t understand that term.”

“It means the intermediate rents or

profits that may have accrued from a

property during the time it had been in

the hands of a person to whom it did

not belong: in this case the rents and

profits of your father’s property from the

time it came into Mr. Hartland’s hands

up to the present day.”

“ That is terrible: then I or my guar

dian would have to repay all that he has

paid out for my education and support.

I shall be heavily in debt, besides losing

all I have. How shall I ever be able to

pay it?”

“I do not think any court in the

United States would, under the circum

stances, award more than the ten thou

sand dollars which the good manage

ment of your guardian has added, as

your aunt informed me, to the thirty

thousand originally put into his hands.

At all events, dear child, do not vex

yourself, in advance, about so uncertain

a thing. Your affairs are in good hands.

Don’t let your thoughts dwell on them

if you can possibly help it: better think

of your school. Shall we ride ?”

As Sydenham assisted her to mount,

“ By the way,” he said, “ what did you

mean, that last day we rode together, by

talking about parting with a favorite?”

“I cannot afford to keep Bess now.”

“I don’t know about that,” said

Sydenham, as they rode on. “ I’m not

sure that you can afford to part with

her. You are right in wishing to hus

band your resources, but there is such a

thing as false economy. Health, spirit,

 

energy—these are now part of your

stock in trade. It’s a very wearing

thing, Celia, to teach school day after

day: the world underrates the import

ance and the labor of such work. We

mustn’t have you worn out.”

“ Ellinor’s school hours are but five a

day—limited to that on your recom

mendation, I think she told me.”

“Yes: it is enough for pupil and

teacher. Children, properly taught, can

learn more in that time than in six or

seven hours of daily lessons. But as to

Bess, I’ve a proposal to make to you.”

“I must support myself and pay all

my own expenses, or I shall not be

happy-”

“ Be sure that I respect that feeling.

But which do you think will be prefer

able—to teach five hours a day and walk

on foot, or to teach five hours and a

half and have the advantage of a ride

whenever you desire it ?”

“ The latter, certainly.”

“I agree with you. Now, Celia, you

must have given Lela, in the last two or

three years, at least a hundred music

lessons.”

“It has been a great pleasure to

me.”

“ I don’t doubt it; and I accepted the

kindness,” he added, smiling, “ from

Celia, the capitalist, thankfully and with

Out scruple. Vi’ill the teacher let me

talk to her very frankly?”

“ Surely, Mr. Sydenham. You wish

to speak to me on business: that is

what I must learn now.”

“Right. I have been thinking seri

ously of sending Lela to Philadelphia to

prosecute her musical studies. But I

dislike, more than I can tell you, to part

with the dear child. I should so much

prefer to have her taught here. She

ought to have three lessons a week,

partly in singing.”

“If you think me capable, I shall be

delighted to teach her.”

“You may remember that, two or

three years since, in Philadelphia, I was

present, more than once, when Madame

Schonbach was giving you a lesson: a

friend wished to know my opinion of

her system of teaching. I thought it ad
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mirable; and I have observed that you

adopted it, faithfully and skillfully, in

giving Lela lessons. I shall commit her

musical education to you with entire

confidence.”

“ How much I thank you!”

“I shall be the gainer. Probably you

have not yet thought of your scale of

prices.”

“No. Mrs. Mowbray charges sixty

cents—fifty cents only, I believe, to her

youngest pupils; but I am quite inex

pericnced—”

“ Celia, I have usually been thought a

good judge in musical matters. You are

a better musician, and have a much bet

ter system in teaching, than Mrs. Mow

bray. Besides, you understand thorough

bass: she does not. And then her les

sons, at sixty cents, are but three-quarters

of an hour long. If you charge less than

a dollar an hour, there can be but one

good reason for it.”

“ What reason?”

“ Because those who apply are too

poor to be able to pay what your lessons

are worth. Do as you please in their

cases. I am not too poor to pay a just

price. Indeed, there is-a reason why I

should pay more than they. ’I propose

that you should give Lela her lessons at

my house, and you will have to travel

each time more than two miles.”

“I shall greatly prefer it. Your

Chickering is so much superior to Mr.

Hartland’s piano.”

So it was arranged that Celia should

give Lela three music-lessons a week,

of an hour each, for a hundred and

fifty dollars a year. “It will pay for

Bess’ keep.” Sydenham remarked, “ and

leave something over for farriers’ and

saddlers’ items. Depend upon it, the

mare is a good investment. She may

save you several doctors’ bills. And on

her back you can come to Rosebank and

return in twenty minutes, instead of

three-quarters of an hour, which you

would have to spend on foot. You save

time, and time is money.”

Sydenhanfs delicate thoughtfulness

for her welfare and comfort touched

Celia to the heart. As they parted, her

thought was: “Should I ever, but for

 

the loss of fortune, have thoroughly

known how good a man he is ?”

Then the thought would obtrude

itself: “ How different the revelation

in Evelyn’s case!” But alas ! alas !

Though the eyes were opened, the heart

was sick. Celia thrust back the thought

as a disloyalty. Like the king of Israel

when he learned the fate of his insurgent

son, she still suffered love to cover a

multitude of sins. By and by she might

come to feel, as Sydenham had hinted,

that the beautiful path of flowers she had

been treading was barred in mercy. Not

now. All she could do was to turn her

thoughts resolutely to other .things.

There was comfort there.

As she rode home on the graceful

little mare that was still to be hers, how

marvelous the change a few short hours

had wrought! Not in the external.

She was still the daughter of an unmar

ried mother, and of a father who had led

a life of deceit. She felt, as before, that

her fortune—large for her, with simple

tastes and living in a quiet village—was

to go to another, leaving her almost

penniless. Without, all was still the

same.

fought and won. The kingdom in the

mind, that had been distracted by rebel

lious malcontent, was comparatively at

peace. It had overcome its enemies

and achieved independence.

It would have been a curious psycho

logical inquiry how much of the victory

which the young girl had that day ob

tained was due, as the greatest victories

often are, to a petty incident.

“ Small sands the mountain, moments make the year,

And trifles, life.“

Let Wisdom smile and Age forget

youthful weakness. It is none the less

true that full half the grief with which

Celia Pembroke encountered loss of

name and fortune was lifted from her

heart when she felt that, in giving up

forty thousand dollars, she was not call

ed upon to surrender, along with it, her

petted favorite—her daily companion

her spirited little beauty, Bess.

Sydenham was a sagacious man.

But within, a battle had been’
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CHAPTER XXXII.

\Vl-IAT THE LAW SAID.

SOME one has said that law is but

the crystallization of natural justice, and

Aristotle claimed for Jurisprudence that

it is the most perfect branch of Ethics.

To a certain extent, especially as regards

the great legal maxims underlying all

statutory provisions—the leges legum, to

adopt Bacon’s phrase—this is true. But

many of the Common Law usages are

essentially barbarous; and while the

guards set up under that system to pre

serve the public rights of the subject‘

have done much for human liberty,

some of its rules touching private rights

in social life and the regulating of pro

perty are much less liberal and equitable

than the corresponding provisions under

the Institutes of the Roman Law.

Both systems are, in our own country,

gradually undergoing grave and wise

modifications, dictated by that merciful

and Christian spirit which is stealing

over the world as it grows older and

calmer, and which finds expression, from

time to time, in amendments to the

Statute Law of our several States.

This occurred strongly to Creighton

as he looked up the various law-points

in Celia’s case. Ohio, he found, had

enacted remedies for an injustice which

older commonwealths have left unre

dressed. It was with a feeling of en

couragement that, on the same afternoon

on which Sydenham and Celia had been

moralizing on Grangula’s Mount, he

sought an interview with Mr. Hartland

the elder to report progress. The facts

he had to state were these:

That an Ohio statute, passed in 183l

and re-enacted (with a mere verbal

alteration) in the Code of 1854, pro

vides, “ The issue of marriages deemed

null in law sltall nevertheless be legiti

mate.”‘

That an almost identical provision is

found in the Missouri Code.1 And that,

although a Missouri circuit court decided,

under that law, that the children of the

second marriage could not inherit, the

Supreme Court of the State reversed the

decision.1

That there had been no decision by

the Supreme Court of Ohio on this

point.

“ My sister, Mrs. Wolfgang,” sug

gested Hartland, “ says Cranstoun told

her that just such a case as Celia’s had

been decided adversely, not long since,

in one of the counties of this State.

Do you believe that?”

“ It may be a mere blind or it may be

true ; probably the latter, for that would

explain the grounds of Cranstoun’s con

fidence. But it would be an endless

task to look through the records of

eighty counties in search of a decision

made in one of them ; nor is it import

ant. Since a circuit court in Missouri

decided against the rights of the children

by the second marriage, one in Ohio

may have fallen into the same error.”

“ But on what plea could a circuit

court decide adversely ?”

“ Probably by construing the expres

sion, ‘deemed null in law,’ as applic

able only to marriages that are what the

law calls z/oidable—that is, marriages

which require a judicial sentence to

establish their nullity.”

“ You think that a false construction?”

“Decidedly. I do not see how the

language of the statute can, with any

propriety, be so limited. I think the

innocent child or children of the mar

riage de fado, though that marriage be

deemed in law a nullity, come clearly

within the letter and the spirit of the

enactment.”

Hartland sat for some time absorbed

in thought. “Your opinion seems a

logical deduction from the wording of

the law,” he said at last; “and I cannot

help hoping, for Celia’s sake, that you

are right; yet I very much doubt whether

. Act of February 24, 1831, § xiii.

1 “ The issue of all marriages deemed null in law,

G’ dissolved by divoree, shall be legitimate.”

3 Linucum v. Lincennn, 3 Ma. Ref. 44x. A case

of bigamy, both wives being alive at the time of the

husband's death. The children of the second marriage

had sued, in a circuit court, for their share of the

father’s property, and had lost the suit. The case

being carried to the Supreme Court of Missouri. the

decision of the court below was reversed, and the right

of the children to inherit affirmed In giving judg

ment the court said : “ Where a person is once clearly

and positively legitimated, he ought not to be bastard

ized by implication or construction.”
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such a law is conducive to public morality.

We are getting altogether too lax and

lenient in our modern notions, Mr.

Creighton. At this rate there will soon

be no distinction between virtue and

vice.”

“ We cannot punish crime until it is

detected,” replied Creighton. “ Had

Mr. Pembroke been detected and con

victed, he would have been sentenced to

hard labor in the penitentiary for one

year at all events, and for six more at

the option of the court.”

“ But if a man knew that after his

death his wife and children might still

suffer for his fault, it would be an addi

tional motive to deter him from so

heinous a crime as bigamy.”

“ Mrs. Pembroke and Miss Celia

were as innocent in this matter as you

and I, Mr. Hartland. Ought we to mete

out punishment to the innocent by way

of reforming the guilty? On the same

principle we might enact that the widow

and children of a bigamist like Pembroke

should be condemned to years of im

prisonment and hard labor. It is possi

ble that such an enactment might oc

casionally exert a deterrent influence,

but I think you would not recommend

it.”

“ We shall not agree on such matters,”

said Mr. Hartland, coldly.

“ Very true; and we are straying from

the practical points at issue. On one of

these points I think you may set your

mind at rest. You are not at all likely

to be held responsible for any reasonable

sums which, having good cause to be

lieve the property hers, you expended on

your ward’s behalf, nor can she be held

to reimburse them.”

“ That is satisfactory.”

Then they parted; Mr. Hartland

somewhat nettled, as he always was

when he came into contact with modern

innovators who gave plausible reasons

in support of their heresies, and with

some misgivings also. “ These san

guine world-reformers,” he thought,

“ are not much to be trusted: their

vagaries mislead them.”

The next morning he called at Creigh

ton‘s office. “ You know,” he said, “by

reputation at all events, Mr. Marshall of

Buffalo ?”

“Joseph Marshall, who practiced law

for some twenty years in this State ?—

one of the clearest-headed lawyers in it.”

“ The same, and a very intimate friend

of mine. I should like, if you do not

object, to obtain his opinion in this mat

ter. The amount at issue is large, and

my duty to my niece requires that I

should neglect no reasonable precaution.”

“ You are quite right, Mr. Hartland.

I do not know Mr. Marshall personally,

but I shall be much pleased to have him

associated with me in the case.”

“ Then, if you will be so good as to

make out such notes of your own opinion

as you may desire to have submitted

to him, I shall start for Buffalo next

Monday.”

“With great pleasure.” Then, after

a pause: “ Mr. Hartland, I begged you

not to say anything to Miss Celia about

the hopes I entertained to bring matters

out all right ; but if you see no objection,

I think, now that I have substantial

grounds to go upon, I ought to lay these

before her.”

“I have no objection,” said the other,

apparently with some hesitation.

Creighton noticed it: nevertheless the

same afternoon he called to see the

young lady. Mr. and Mrs. Hartland

had driven out, and he found her just

returned from school and alone.

They had met twice already since the

day when Celia heard of her father’s

misconduct, and his manner had puzzled

her. It had certainly changed. For

merly, in the days of her prosperity-‘—

for so in her thoughts she now regarded

her past life—he had frequently spent

his evenings with them; and his some

what off-hand style of addressing her

(strictly within the bounds of good

breeding though it was) had left an un

pleasant feeling—a vague impression, as

she had told Mowbray, that he thought

her vain of her position as a village

heiress.

All this seemed to have passed away,

and within the last week he had treated

her with marked respect—with a delicate

reverence, she almost thought, for her
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misfortunes, but expressed in tone and

manner, not in words.

Etymologists derive the term “ lady”

from two Gothic words, meaning bread

giver: “ gentleman” has a less assured

derivation, usually referred to birth rather

than to disposition; yet I prefer to take

it in the modern sense of our beautiful

word gentle; so that the terms employed

to designate those above the vulgar, and

which ought to be restricted to Nature’s

arisloi, may both imply inherent nobility

of character—in one sex that Charity,

vicegerent of Deity, which dispenses

earthly blessings; in the other, the same

godlike attribute in a broader sense—

that spirit, gentle and easy to be en

treated, which Christianity has substi

tuted for the stern, vengeance-dealing

systems of an older world.

There are various qualities which

mark the cultivated, well-bred man ; yet

not one perhaps is more characteristic

than a gentle, deferential tone in address

ing woman, especially in her season

of sorrow. Celia felt this as Creighton

spoke:

“I come, after consulting with your

guardian, to talk a little law with you,

Miss Celia. In a general way, I don’t

talk law with my younger clients, espe

cially when I have hopes of success

which may or may not be realized. But

you have fortitude and a mind equal to

adverse fortune, and with you I run no

risk: you will not mistake probabilities

for certainties.”

Celia’s color deepened: a wild hope

sprung up in her breast, but she dis

missed it, saying, “ It is surely not prob

able—possible even—that there was no

English wife living when mamma was

married.”

“ Unfortunately, no ; but that reminds

me”—he took from a green bag a bun

dle of papers, selected one of these and

handed it to Celia. “ Will you have the

kindness to look over these extracts, and

to tell me if they correspond to what

you read in your father’s letters to Mr.

Cranstoun ?”

Celia read them carefully and said,

“ So far as I remember they correspond

exactly.”

 

“I did not doubt it. Cranstoun is

not a man to commence, or even to

threaten, a suit without some foundation.

I grieve to think your father sinned,

Miss Pembroke. I cannot remove from

you the burden of that remembrance.

Would to God I could !”

“ But you spoke of hopes, Mr. Creigh

ton—of probabilities ?”

“Very important ones they are, but

they regard yourself only; and I fear

they will cause you less pleasure than

your father’s misconduct has caused you

pain. You will forgive my speaking

plainly to you ?”

“I shall think you deal kindly with

me,” but the cheeks flushed.

Creighton colored slightly himself, say

ing in a low tone, “Miss Celia, you

think yourself an illegitimate child?”

“I know it only too well,” her eyes

cast down. “I heard it,” she added,

shuddering, “ from coarse and cruel

tongues.”

“ What they said was false: you are

mistaken. You are as legitimate as your

aunt or uncle, or any inhabitant of

Chiskauga.”

Celia had not a word in reply, so

astounded was she: and Creighton, add

ing, “ You shall see the law,” handed

her another paper from the bundle, con

taining two lines only—lines almost of

life and death to the poor girl. When

she had read them, he said, “ That was

the law of Ohio at the time of your

mother’s marriage, and it is the law

still. The marriage, at the time it took

place, was null in law, but you see by

that paper that you are nevertheless

legitimate.”

Creighton may have been right when

he said that the joy would not be equal

to the past sorrow. Yet it was a great

joy, gushing over her heart, as if the

breath of summer had penetrated, with

sensible warmth, to its core. The badge

of shame—a fancied letter B, which

stung almost like the terrible A of old

Puritan law,‘ the badge of shame which

' General Laws and L‘’b¢r!z’¢s of lilarrazfiusefts

Bay, chap. xxviii.. sec. 1 : “A capital A of two inches

long, cut out in cloth of a contrary colour to their

cloaths," etc.
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she had thought to wear through life

had suddenly dropped from her as by

magic, yet the magician was a young

lawyer, and his wand, two lines from a

musty statute-book. A great mistake

/ze made who applied to laws what Pope

said of forms of government:

“ \Vhate’er is best administered is best."

Laws, in their despotism, may save or

destroy both soul and body. If the

thirteenth section of that Act of 183I

had declared that “ the issue of marriages

deemed null in law shall be bastards,”

by what mode of administration would

it have helped this poor guiltless orphan

out of the pit of her grief?

Creighton sat watching Celia’s coun

tenance. It was a very interesting one,

and—if love be dangerous—a somewhat

dangerous one to watch. She had had,

from early youth, a habit—very painful

it had often been to her—of blushing at

the touch of any emotion whether of joy

or sorrow—at trifles, even, as at the

unexpected sight of some 'girl-friend;

and when deeply and suddenly moved

the flush would overspread face and

bosom. ‘

Just then the changeful heaven of that

countenance seemed suddenly overcast

again, as if some cloud were crossing the

sun of her new-found hope. It puzzled

Creighton.

At last she looked up and said in low,

eager tones: “ Mr. Creighton, was mam

ma a legal wife?”

“I have looked carefully into that

matter, knowing it would interest you,

and I believe that during the three last

years of her marriage she was. I will

tell you why I think so. Kent, one of

our best legal authorities, says that, by

the Common Law, no peculiar ceremonies

are requisite to the celebration of the

marriage: the consent of the parties is

all that is required.‘ And it is the

opinion of a learned writer on the Do

mestic Relations that the marriage, if

made at Common Law, without observ

ing any statute regulations, would still

be valid.T We have no statute, though

 

I think we ought to have, providing that

a woman who contracts a marriage in

good faith, ignorant of a previous im

pediment, shall, as soon as the impedi

ment is removed, become a legal wife ;

but this is the rule under the Spanish

law, as it existed formerly in Florida

and Texas ;I and our State legislation

tends in that direction. When the Eng

lish wife died your father was free. Out

of regard for your mother’s feelings—

mistaken regard, but doubtless most sin

cere—he did not renew, and cause your

mother to renew, by the usual ceremony,

the formal expression of that “ consent

of the parties” which undoubtedly suffices

to legalize marriage. But that consent

had been publicly given and recorded

nine or ten years before, had never been

withdrawn, and was substantially re

newed by the continuance of your father

and mother to live together as husband

and wife until Mr. Pembroke’s death.

Thus the case seems made out. I must

remind you, however, Miss Pembroke,

that this is my opinion only, and that I

may be mistaken, since I find no de

cision on the subject. But whether I

am mistaken or not, the moral right of

the case remains the same. And then,

even if it should appear that the law fails

to afford relief where justice cries aloud

that it should, we must bear in mind—”

He hesitated, as men who have been talk

ing of worldly business often do when

their thoughts stray off to a higher

sphere.

“ You promised to speak plainly to

me,” Celia said. “ What must we bear

in mind ?”

“ That your mother is now in a world

which calumny cannot reach, and where

legal injustice is unknown.” He said it

reverently and with emotion. Then,

after a time, he added: “ No law could

have made her life more pure, nor her

relations to your father more holy than

they were. Do not, I entreat you, vex

yourself without cause by imagining

how, if the point had come up, legal

technicalities might have caused it to be

decided. It has no practical bearings

on yourself or your future.”
' Kent’s Cammenlarin, vol. ii., p. 86.

1 Reeve’s Danustic Relations, pp. 196, zoo, zgo. 3 I Texas 122)., 611.
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He paused to. see whether the ques

tion of property would suggest itself.

No. She was thinking of her mother,

and of that untried phase of being far

better than the earthly phase—of that

world whose denizens serve God, not

Mammon. .

“I thank you from my heart,” she

said. “What you told me about my

mother did me so much good.”

“I have done nothing for you, as yet,

Miss Pembroke, but I do hope to render

you substantial service.”

Still no sign that the question of

heirship had crossed Celia’s mind. It

seemed left for Creighton to moot it.

“ Have you no curiosity,” he said at last,

“ as to whether the fact of your legiti

macy affects your property?”

“I thought that question was settled

against me. Mr. Cranstoun said so.”

“He told you also that you were an

illegitimate child, but you see what that

assertion was worth.”

“Is it possible that I am still my

father’s rightful heir ?”

“I think so, because the fact of legiti

macy carries with it the right to inherit.

But I am not sure that the courts will

ultimately decide in your favor. Let me

tell you exactly what the facts are.”

“ Did not Mr. Cranstoun say to Mrs.

Wolfgang that it had already been de

cided somewhere against the children of

the second marriage in just such a case

as mine ?”

“ She says so; and such a decision

may have been made.”

“ How, then, can there be any hope?”

“ Because the decision spoken of ‘is

said to have been made in a county

court only. But when county—or, as

we call them, circuit—courts make blun

ders, we appeal to the Supreme Court

of the State to correct these.”

“ But the Supreme Court may think

it is not a blunder?”

“I see I was right in trusting you,

Miss Pembroke. The Supreme Court

may think so; and in that case your

property will be lost.”

The telltale blush showed that this

did affect her. The new-found hope was

about to die. Creighton came to its re

lief, adding: “ But I feel convinced that

our Supreme Court would declare such a

decision to be contrary to law.”

“ Yet it is uncertain.”

“Is any future event. certain, except

death? Then, too, law is proverbially

uncertain. You do well to be prepared

for the worst, yet I firmly believe we

shall beat them.”

As he toolohis leave he said: “ You

can afford to look with comparative in

difference on the legal battle that is

about to be fought in your behalf; for

you will succeed in the world, Miss

Pembroke, and will win the respect of

the good, let it terminate as it will.”

In pursuance of the purpose he had

expressed to Creighton, Mr. I-Iartland

set out for Buffalo, taking a Lake steamer

at Cleveland. On board the boat, to his

surprise, he met Nelson Tyler. The

miller was on his way to Buffalo, to

purchase a pair of burr-stones and some

additional machinery for his mill. In

conversing of Chiskauga matters, Mow

bray’s name came up, and the two did

not differ materially in their estimate of

the man.

VVhen Mr. Hartland, soon after his

arrival at Buffalo, called on Mr. Marshall,

he found that that gentleman had almost

withdrawn from the practice of law, and

was residing at a pleasant country-seat

a few miles out of town, where his time

and thoughts were occupied in the col

lection and arrangement of a valuable

cabinet of autographs—not of signatures,

but of letters, more or less important,

from most of the distinguished authors

and statesmen of our own country since

the days of the Pilgrims, and of Eu

ropean countries from a still older date.

Hartland spent several days with his

old friend, and had occasion to remark

that never, in earlier years, when he had

known him making ten or twelve thou

sand dollars annually from his practice,

had the lawyer seemed so busily engaged

as now, from morning often till late in

the night, he was; sometimes in the

delicate manipulation of old, creased,

scarcely-legible letters of some great

poet or philosopher; sometimes in
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mounting rare and valuable portraits

and landscapes with which to illustrate

some favorite work. It was a labor of

love, in the performance of which he

seemed never to tire. Hartland marveled

to see a man whom learned courts and

dignified assemblies had once listened to

with admiration, engrossed by such ob

jects as these; and could not under

stand how, one day when a long, cha

racteristic letter of Dr. Samuel Johnson,

written near the close of the great lexi

cographer’s life, unexpectedly reached

his friend’s hands, he should evince as

much delight as a child just possessed

of a new toy. He forgot that human

character is far more interesting than

insect life, and that it was ever a white

day in his own calendar when some un

described beetle or butterfly first blessed

his sight. Men seldom comprehend the

attractions of any hobby except their

own.

It was a sacrifice to friendship which

Hartland did not sufficiently appreciate

when Mr. Marshall, with a sigh, locked

the small fire-proof chamber that con

tained his precious manuscripts, and

spent the greater part of two days

among his law-books, studying Celia’s

case. In the end he came to nearly the

same conclusions as Mr. Creighton, and

wrote out an opinion endorsing the lat

ter’s views. This Mr. Hartland imme

diately despatched to Chiskauga, promis

ing to follow it in a steamer which was

advertised to leave Buffalo four days

later; and in which the miller, having

completed his purchases, had also en

gaged a berth.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

THE LAKE STEAMI-IR.

“ Roth, wie Blut,

Ist der Himmel;

Das ist nicht des Tages Glut l

\‘Velch Gettlmmel l”

Scmeum, Lied von der Glocke.

‘NE are living through a period of

transition, and our young country ex

hibits the exuberance incident to such a

state. In legislative hall or traveler’s

 caravansary, in “ silver palace car” or

gorgeous steamer, we are wont to over

look the fitness of things, mistaking tin

sel and glitter for appropriate enrich

ment, and often neglecting substantial

comfort for worthless gauds.

Yet if there was extra gilding and

carving and superfluity of mirrors and

silk hangings in the stately “Queen of

the Lakes,” on which Hartland and the

miller embarked, she was nevertheless

a magnificent vessel, gracefully modeled

and well appointed—a craft of which her

genial captain might well be proud.

Full three hundred and fifty feet long,

she had two decks stretching throughout

her entire length. The lower of these

was partially occupied, on either side, by

the omcers’ berths, close to which rose

the smoke-stacks, while the spacious

forward deck and the open central space

were crowded by a large number of steer

age passengers, chiefly decent-looking

German and Irish emigrants ; a few of

whom, however, had engaged bunks in

the small, plain after cabin. Of the

upper deck three-fourths were occupied

by the main cabin for first-class passen

gers, handsome state-rooms being par

titioned off on either side, and the after

portion, which was appropriated to the

ladies and their friends, was separated

from the gentlemen’s cabin by rich bro

caded satin drapery. From the opposite

end of this spacious room double doors

opened on the upper forward deck, the

favorite resort of the cabin passengers

in fine weather.

Upon these two decks, on the present

occasion, upward of four hundred pas

sengers had found accommodation.

Captain Drake—for so the autocrat

of this floating colony was named—had

his wife and family on board, and had

invited a number of friends on a pleasure

trip to Cleveland. A gay and thought

less party they were; among them

several young people of each sex, whom

the captain, bent on the happiness of

his guests, had apparently selected with

special reference to their individual pref

erences, for they dropped naturally into

couples, some secluding themselves in

the ladies’ cabin and looking over books
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or prints together; others, deep in con

versation, promenading the forward deck.

The captain entertained them gener

ously: champagne circulated freely at

the upper end of the long dining-table.

In the evening there was music. One

young lady, of distinguished appearance,

but somewhat inappropriately attired in

an elaborate ball-dress, was a charming

ballad-singer ; and her rendering of the

old song, “I’m sitting on the stile,

Mary,” called forth, from a good many

eyes, the tribute of tears. Then there

was an impromptu ball, two negro vio

linists composing the band. Captain

Drake, his fifty-odd years forgotten,

joined jovially in the dance, which was

kept up till past midnight—in honor of

May-day, the captain said, for they had

left Buffalo on a warm, bright first of

May. ‘

Among the sober spectators of this

gay scene were Thomas Hartland and

Nelson Tyler; the latter cordially en

joying it, the former sitting unmoved,

with a silent protest in his heart against

the levities of fashionable life. VVithout

waiting the termination of the dance,

Hartland retired to his state-room.

Having delayed to secure his passage

until the day before the steamer started,

he had been fain to put up with a some

what undesirable berth, the upper one in

a state-room alongside the wheel-house.

As this room could have no door or

window opening outside, it was lighted

bya frame projecting from its roof and

glazed, so that any one occupying the

upper berth could, by raising himself,

see, through the side-panes, what passed

on the hurricane deck.

Hartland lay awake. At first, the

sounds of merriment and music outside

chased sleep away; and when these

gradually ceased and the cabin was de

serted, he still lay, he did not know how

long, listening to the plash of the great

wheel hard by, sinking at last into trou

bled and broken slumber.

In the dead of night he suddenly be

came conscious of the sound of footsteps

overhead. Looking through the sky

light, he discerned the figures of two

men moving silently about, one of them

Von. IV.—20

having a lantern in his hand. Then he

thought he heard their voices, speaking

in eager, suppressed tones. Thoroughly

roused, he donned a portion of his clothes

and proceeded to the upper deck. A

third man had joined the first two, and

Hartland asked him what was the matter.

In reply the latter pointed to one of

the smoke-stacks, adding in a whisper,

“Looks as if it might be fire.” Hart

land then perceived, dimly by the lan

tern-light, a slender line of light smoke

or steam rising close to the starboard

smoke-pipe, and he became aware that

one of the two men whom he had first

seen held a hose, of which he was di

recting the contents on this object of

their suspicions. At first the stream of

water seemed to quench the fire, if fire it

was, but after a time, the smoke began

to reappear and to drift aft, though still

ascending only in feeble puffs. Hart

land hesitated no longer, but returned at

once to the cabin, where he roused the

miller, and they awoke several other

passengers, the doors of whose state

rooms happened to be unlocked; mak

ing no noise, however, for they were both

men of nerve and courage, and they

knew the effect of a sudden alarm at

night among so great a crowd.

Those who had been aroused hastened

from the cabin and met the captain

speeding up to the hurricane deck.

Still that ominous line of smoke!

gradually increasing in volume, Hartland

thought. A deathlike stillness over the

boat, broken only by the dull, rushing

sound of its huge wheels.

“ These emigrants below ought to be

warned,” whisp'ered Nelson Tyler to

Hartland; and they both descended,

moving slowly and quietly among the

sleeping multitude that lay on the deck.

They awoke the men gently, speaking

in an undertone, and telling them it was

better to be ready, though there was no

immediate danger. As the officers, fear

ing disturbance, and confident, no doubt,

that they could soon master the fire, had

given no alarm, the news spread but

gradually and without arou.sing any vio

lent demonstration. W’ith a low mur

, mur the crowd arose.
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Then the two mounted to the floor

above. Men and women, their faces

deadly pale, were creeping silently from

the cabin, and soon the upper forward

deck was nearly filled. They could

dimly see, on the cabin roof, a line of

men who had been organized to pass

what few buckets they had from the side

of the vessel. The crowd watched the

result with feverish anxiety. No one

spoke above his breath. All eyes were

turned to that long, dark cylinder of

smoke. It had doubled in volume, Hart

land saw at a glance, since he first had

sight of it; and the conviction flashed

over him that the supply of water was

quite insufficient to check the hidden

flame. The horrors he had read of,

about fires at sea, rose vividly to his

mind, but he thrust them aside by a de

termined effort. He looked at Tyler.

It was evident that the miller too real

ized the situation, yet he said but a word

or two, and in a tone so low that Hart

land overheard only Ellen’s name: then

a look of stern resolution passed over

Tyler’s face. Conscious of his own

strength and skill in swimming, he was

nerving himself for the struggle before

him.

What a magnificent night it was !——

clear, cloudless; starlight serene in its

splendor, but no moon ; the wind a mod

erate breeze, fresh and balmy, just stir

ring the lake surface into gentle ripples.

Nature in her quietest, holiest aspect,

shining with calm benignance from

heaven, as if to give earnest of peace

and protection to the creatures of earth.

Solemn the hush over that awestruck .

crowd! They felt what mzlght happen,

though most of them, not having noticed

the gradual increase in that fatal smoke

column, were still buoyed up by hope.

How character, unmasked, showed itself

there! Some seemed self-absorbed;

others had gathered into groups, the

selfish instinct overcome by affection.

Here a mother had brought her children

together and was whispering to them

that they mustn’t be afraid. There a

brother, his arm around a favorite sister,

was speaking some low word of comfort

and encouragement. Hartland distin

 guished among the rest the fair songstress

of the preceding evening, half clad now,

careless of appearance, mute with terror,

a young man, lately her partner in that

gay dance, by her side; bewildered he

seemed, panic-stricken like herself: poor

protector in a strait like that ! She was

not the only one who found out, in that

terrible night, the difference between a

companion fit to enliven hours of idle

ness, and a friend who will stand stoutly

by and succor, through gloom of danger,

when life is at stake.

Even a touch of the ludicrous min

gled, as it will in the most tragic scenes.

One gentleman had a silver-bound dress

ing-case strapped under his arm ; an

other carried a hat-box, which he seemed

to guard with scrupulous care. Tyler

saw a young girl, who was standing near

him, deliberately unclasp a pair of hand

some earrings, then roll them carefully

in her handkerchief, which she deposited

in her pocket. And one old lady, walk

ing distractedly up and down near the

cabin door, kept eagerly asking the pass

ers-out if they were sure they hadn’t

seen anything of her bundle. But all

such frivolities were soon to cease.

How often, to the storm-tossed and

bewildered mariner, has there shone,

from watch-tower or pharos, a feeble

ray, welcome as Hope herself, life-guide

through night and tempest! But the

hope, the safety of this waiting crowd

was in merciful darkness.

A faint flicker of light! God in heav

en! It had shot up along the edge of

that large, dark smoke-pipe ! For a

moment it dimly showed the wan faces

—a signal-fire, omen of coming fate.

Another! A shudder crept through

the watchers—a long, low moan: they

saw it all now. The fiery element,

gathering power below, was slowly creep

ing upward upon them. The crowd

glared around with the instinct of flight.

Nothing but the waste of waters, with

here and there a star reflected from their

dark depths ! And still, as dreary mon

otone, the rushing plash of those gigan

tic wheels !

Then there were eager inquiries for

life-preservers. Not one, they were told,
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on the boat l‘ And the gilt glitter in

that luxurious cabin—what a mockery

now! The thousands squandered there

might, wisely spent, have saved that

night hundreds of human lives.

As it was, a portion of the passengers _

went in search of something to keep

them afloat in case of the worst, return

ing with chairs, stools, pieces of board,

and the like. Others, utterly unmanned

and abandoning all exertion, gave way

to wild bewailings.

A mother with several children, en

treated Mr. Hartland to take charge of

the youngest, a little girl.

“I am going below, madam,” he re

plied, “ where the crowd is dangerous,

and where she would run great risk of

being lost or crushed.”

The mother submitted, kissing the

child and taking it in her arms, and

Hartland whispered to Tyler, “ Let us

go down. We may approach the shore

before the flames gain head; and if we

have to swim for it, the chance is bet

ter from the lower deck.” So they

descended.

Below, the forward deck was a mass

of human beings. To them the danger

was even more apparent than to those

above. Flakes of flame already rose,

here and there, from the deck near the

smoke-stacks. Even the heat was be

ginning to be felt. But there was one

favorable circumstance. The wind was

westerly—a head wind, though veering

a little on the starboard quarter—and

flame and smoke were blown aft, leaving

the forward half of the vessel clear.

Soon a larger fork of flame shot up,

and there were screams faintly heard

from the small after cabin. Some of

the inmates, attempting to lower the

yawl that hung astern, had been caught

there by the drifting fire: their fate was

sealed.

That last burst of flame must have

shown itself on the upper deck, for there

was a smothered cry from above, and

then a voice—the captain’s it seemed—

shouting in loud tones to the pilot.

' The law which now requires that all passenger

steamers shall be fully supplied with these had not

then passed.

U

 
The alarm gained the crowd below,

which swayed to and fro. Women and

children shrieked in terror as the press

came upon them.' Men’s Voices rose—

a hoarse murmur, like the gathering of a

great wind. Tyler endeavored to make

his way to the bow, but found that im

possible: several stout Irish laborers

turned threateningly upon him. “I’ll

risk my chance above,” be said to Hart

land, but the latter stayed below.

When the miller reached the upper

deck a sheet of fire already rose nearly

as high as the smoke-stacks, and the

roof of the main cabin had caught. But

he saw also in a moment a change that

kept hope alive. The smoke and flames,

instead of drifting aft, now blew dead to

larboard. The captain’s command to

the pilot had been to port the helm and

run the boat on shore.

But this change, bringing the mass of

flame closer to the passengers, so that

those nearest the cabin felt the hot

breath on their cheeks, at first increased

their alarm. They crowded fearfully to

ward the bow, and many must have been

thrown into the water then and there,

had not a voice called out, “Don’t

crowd: they’re heading her for land.”

This assurance in a measure quieted the

terror-stricken throng. There was the

suppressed voice of lamentation, an

appeal to Heaven for mercy here and

there, ebut still no clamorous shout, no

wild outcry. There could be seen, by

that red glare, on some faces the calm

of resignation, on others the stillness of

despair. ‘

Though the flames spread steadily,

the engine continued to work, the

wheels did their duty, and the pilot—

noble fellow !—still kept his post, though

smoke, mingled with thick sparks, swept

in circling eddies around him.

Each mihute was bearing these four

hundred souls nearer and nearer to

safety, and all eyes were now strained

in the direction of the vessel’s course,

The blaze from that terrific bale-fire

lighted up the lake waters far and wide,

and—yes l was at last reflected on a low

shore and trees. Some one near the

bow cried out, “ Land! land !” Others
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caught and repeated the soul-stirring

cry. And though the passengers in the

rear of the crowd were already in peril

ous vicinity to the spreading flames, a

faint shout of exultation went up.

But terrible and speedy came the re

action ! The boat had been headed

more and more to the left, and ere five

minutes had elapsed—with a t/md so

heavy that she shuddered through all her

timbers—the vessel struck a hidden

sandbar, remaining fast, but before she

settled swinging by the stern till her

after cabin lay directly to windward.

Thus the breeze, which was fresh, blew

right from stern to bow.

Fearful was the result! In an in

stant the whole body of flame swept

straight over the masses that had hud

dled together on the forward decks. At

the same moment the huge smoke-stacks,

loosened by the violent shock, fell, with

a loud crash, down through the cabin,

their fall being succeeded by a sudden

and tremendous burst of surging fire.

No restraint now! No thought among

that doomed multitude save one—escape

from the most horrible of all deaths, to

be burned alive ! In the very extremity

of despair they crowded recklessly on

each other, sweeping irresistibly forward

till the front ranks were borne sheer off

the bow: then the next, then the next!

Ere three minutes had elapsed the water

swarmed with a struggling throng—men,

women, children battling for their lives.

A few of the passengers in the rear

rushed to the stairs, but they were in

flames. No escape fiom that scene of

horror. except by a leap of some twenty

feet—from the upper guards down to

the waves below, already covered with

a floundering mass. But most of those

who were left accepted the desperate

alternative, flinging themselves over the

side of the boat. Many fell flat and be

came senseless at once, sinking hope

lessly to the bottom: others, dropping

straight down, soon rose again to the

surface. Now and then an expert swim

mer, watching an opening in the liv

ing screen, dived down head foremost.

Scarcely a score remained, the miller

among them, on the extreme bow. Even

0

at that appalling moment his attention

was arrested by a brief episode in the

scene of horror before him. A young

mother—tall, graceful, with a look of re

finement and a pale Madonna face, her

arms around a baby asleep, it seemed, in

their shelter—stood on the very edge of

the deck where the rush of the headlong

crowd had broken down the guards

alone! — her natural defender — who

knows?— swept away by the human

torrent, or perhaps, under the tyrant in

stinct of self-preservation, a deserter

from her whom he had sworn to cherish

and protect. All alone, to earthly seem

ing at least, though she might be com

muning even then with the Unseen, for

her colorless face was calm as an angel’s,

and her large, dark eyes were raised

with a gaze so eager it might well be

penetrating the slight veil, and already

distinguishing, beyond, guardian intel

ligences bending near, waiting to wel

come into their radiant world one who

had been the joy and the ornament of

this.

As Tyler watched her, a tongue of

flame swept so close he thought it must

have caught her light drapery. A single

look below, a plunge, and she committed

herself and her babe to the waves and

to Him who rules them.

Tyler rushed to the spot where she

had stood, but mother and child had

already sunk. For a brief space—mo

ments only, though he thought of it after

ward as a long, frightful dream—he

gazed on the seething swarm of mortal

ity beneath him—poor, frail mortality,

stripped of all flaunting guise, and ex

hibiting, under overwhelming temptation,

its most selfish instincts bared to their

darkest phase.

The struggle to reach the various

floating objects, and the ruthlessness

with which a strong swimmer occasion

ally wrenched these from the grasp of

some feeble old man or delicate woman

—it was all horrible to behold. Then

again, many swimmers, striking without

support for shore, were caught in the

despairing clutch of some drowning

wretch, unconscious perhaps of what he

. did, and dragged down to a fate from
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which their strength and courage might

have saved them. From the midst,

however, shone forth examples of per

sistent self-devotion : husbands with but

one thought, the safety of their wives; ‘

a son sustaining to the last an aged pa

rent; but above all the maternal instinct

asserted its victory over death. Tyler,

even in those fleeting moments, caught

sight, here and there among the crowd,

of a woman with one hand clutching a

friendly shoulder or a floating support,

holding aloft in the other an infant all

unconscious of impending fate. In one

instance, even, a chubby little fellow,

thus borne above the waters, clapped

his tiny hands and laughed at the gay

spectacle of the bright flames.

Meanwhile, the wind, veering a little

to the south, and thus blowing fire and

smoke somewhat to larboard, had left, on

the starboard edge of the forward deck

a narrow strip, on which, though the

heat was intense, some ten or twelve

persons still lingered beyond actual con

tact with the flames. But each moment

the fire swept nearer and nearer, and

Tyler felt that the last chance must now

be risked. He dropped into the water,

feet foremost, and disappeared.

While these things passed, Hartland,

below with the steerage passengers, had

witnessed similar scenes. Human na

ture, cultivated or uncultivated, is, as a

general rule, in an extremity so dire,

mastered by the same impulses. The

difference inherent in race, however, was

apparent. The sedate German, schooled

to meet hardship and suffering with silent

equanimity, and now standing mute and

stolid—eyes fixed in despair—contrasted

with the excitable Celt, voluble in his

bewailings. I—lartland, like Tyler, had

kept himself aloof from the dense crowd,

and so escaped being carried along by

the frenzied fugitives when the flames

first swept the forward deck. He was

one of those men whose perceptions are

quickened by imminence of danger. He

noticed that the starboard wheel-house,

which had not yet caught, afforded a

temporary shelter from the drifting fire ;

and acting on a sudden conviction, he

climbed over the guards on that side of

 
the vessel, 2. little forward of the wheel,

and let himself down till his feet rested

on the projecting wale of the boat. Thus,

holding on by the rail, he was able to

maintain himself outside of the blazing

current until only a few stragglers were

left on deck.

There he remained some time, de

liberately thinking over the situation.

As a boy he had learned to swim, but

for the last fifteen years he had been

almost wholly out of practice. He called

to mind the rules with which he had

once been familiar, and the necessity of

keeping the eyes open so as to elude the

grasp of drowning men. As he held on

there the risk from such a contingency

was painfully brought to his notice.

From time to time several of the passen

gers from the upper deck had slid down

near him. At last one heavy body, from

immediately above, dropped so close that

it brushed his clothes and almost carried

him down with it. He turned to see

the fate of this man. After ten or fifteen

seconds he saw him rise to the surface

again, and with a start recognized Nelson

Tyler. He was struggling violently, and

Hartland observed that some one, as the

stout miller rose, had clutched him by

the left arm with the tenacity of despair.

Both sank together, and Hartland saw

them no more.

Several times he was about letting

himself down, but held back because of

the crowds that he saw rising to the sur

face and wrestling with death and with

each other beneath him. At last he was

warned that his ,time had come. Look

ing toward the bow, where several men,

imitating his example, were holding on

outside the bulwarks, but unprotected by

the wheel-house, he saw the flames catch

and terribly scorch their hands, the tor

ture causing them to quit their grasp and

fall back headlong into the waves. Still

he watched, until, seeing a whole mass of

bodies sink together, and thus leave an

empty space just below him, he com

mended his soul to God, and, springing

from his support, sank at once to the

bottom.

After a brief space, when his eyes had

cleared a little, he saw what it has sel
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dom been the lot of human being to wit

ness. On the sand, there in the lower

depths of the lake, lighted by the lurid

glare of the burning boat, loomed up

around him ghastly apparitions of per

sons drowned or drowning—men, wo

men, small children too: some bodies

standing upright as if alive; some with

heads down and limbs floating; some

kneeling or lying on the ground: here a

muscular figure, arms flung out, fingers

convulsively clenched, eyeballs glaring;

there a slender woman in an attitude of

repose, her features composed, and one

arm still over the little boy stretched to

his last rest by her side. Of every de

meanor, in every posture they were—a

subaqueous multitude! A momentary

gaze took it all in, and then Hartland,

smitten with horror, struck upward, away

from that fearful assemblage, and reached

the surface of the lake and the upper

world once more.

There he found the water, not only

around the bow, whence most of the

passengers had been precipitated, but

 
also between himself and the shore, so

overspread with a motley throng that he

resolved to avoid them, even at risk of

considerably lengthening the distance.

He swam toward the stern, where the

surface was comparatively free, and after

passing one or two hundred yards be

yond, seeing no one now in the line of

the land, which was distinctly visible, he

struck out vigorously in that direction.

Then he swam on, but with gradually

diminishing strength and courage, and a

little nervous trembling.

He estimated the distance to the land

at half a mile. It was, however, in

reality, a quarter of a mile farther. But

the air was balmy, and, though the wind

blew, the waves were not sufficient to

impede a stout swimmer. There are

hundreds among us who can swim a

much greater distance. Yes, if they

start fair, mind and body unexhausted.

But after such a terribly wearing scene

of excitement as that—the man fifty

seven years old, too—will his strength

hold out to reach the land?

A WEEK IN AN AQUARIUM.

YDROPHOBIA means an intense

dislike to water—oinophobia, an

intense dislike to wine. An old friend

of mine, who was sadly afliicted with the

latter disease, thought that there was

danger of my contracting the former

malady; so he induced me to go for a

season to Dr. Parrish’s “ Aquarium,” or

institution for regenerating wild young

gentlemen.

“ Well,” thought I, as I got into the

cars at the West Philadelphia Station,

“it'I do not like it, I can come away—

that’s one comfort.”

Still I went only half willingly—under

protest, as it were, to avoid divers moral

thunderbolts that I knew were forging

to hurl at my dissipated head. Dr.

Parrish himself met me in the cars: he

had been up to town, and was returning

to his place, some twelve miles distant;

so that I had the pleasure of his society ;

and a very great pleasure it was, in my

then state of mind, to find a congenial,

entertaining companion, like my good

friend the doctor.

While I am thus whirled along to the

Aquarium in the society of its superin

tendent, let me say a few words about

that institution, its object and plan of

working. Dr. Parrish certainly deserves

well of the republic. He is one of the

few philanthropists I have met who, in

adopting a certain theory, did not appear

to take leave of common sense, and en

deavor to twist all creation into a dis

torted conformity with their own indi

vidual views. Some years ago, while he
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was visiting one of the hospitals in

Rome, he noticed several epileptic pa

tients strapped down in their beds,

simply to prevent their tumbling out:

he was informed that they had been

treated thus for years, and that it was

no uncommon occurrence in the hospital.

Shocked at such wanton cruelty, he set

about obtaining an interview with Car

dinal Antonelli, the all-powerful Secre

tary of State for the Papal dominions.

This interview was at last granted: the

cardinal, who received him rather coolly

at first, perhaps confounding him with

that numerous crew of curiosity-seekers

who always besiege men of rank, warmed

into awakened interest as the object of

his visit was unfolded, and promised to

have these abuses inquired into. This

was done; and before Dr. Parrish left

Rome he had the pleasure of receiving

the thanks of the Pope, transmitted

through the cardinal, and was only pre

vented by his departure from enjoying a

personal interview with His Holiness.

So much for the man. Now for the in

stitution over which he presides.

In combating that terrific vice, in

temperance, which, worse than war or

pestilence, threatens the destruction of

our young generation, the doctor has

wisely accepted the teaching of all ex

perience, and starts with the fundamen

tal principle that, as cures for inebriety,

all cruelty, personal invective, physical

violence, harsh treatment of whatever

kind, are not only useless in themselves,

but in the vast majority of cases they

absolutely tend to increase and aggra

vate the very propensity they were in

tended to correct. He recognizes the

much-ignored fact, that the only effective

mentor to sermonize an inebriate should

be found in the awakened conscience of

that inebriate himself, roused to a sense

of his own degradation and spurred by

a determination to recover his own lost

manliness; and that the only effective

asylum for such an individual is one to

which he comes voluntarily, seeking

assistance to work out his own reforma

tion. Now this is just exactly what

Dr. Parrish’s institution is intended for

—to extend to fallen humanity a sup

 porting crutch, not a belaboring cudgel.

The doctor has gallantly developed this

theory in the face of manifold opposition,

with what success I leave the reader to

determine.

“ My establishment,” he exclaimed,

emphatically, “ is no prison, no insane

asylum: my young men are free to go

where they please and when they please ;

nor do I wish them to feel under any

restraint, except such as may be self

imposed by their own desire to benefit

themselves and gratify me. If they wish

to leave me, they are free to do so. I

will not act the ignominious part of

turnkey. While they stay with me I

trust to their honor that they will not

infringe any of my regulations.”

During my residence at the Aquarium

—or, to drop hyperbole and give the in

stitution the title by which it is com

monly known, the “Sanitarium”—I had

full opportunity of seeing and judging

the benefits resulting from the excellent

system pursued there, until I wondered

that men should ever have been so nar

row-minded as to attempt the cure of in

temperance by any other means. This

institution is under the charge of an as

sociation of citizens chartered by the

Legislature of Pennsylvania, so recently

as 1866, to purchase lands and erect

buildings for the cure of intemperance.

It is pleasant to turn from the long list

of failures to effect the latter object that

the records of so many other institutions

furnish, to the cheering words of the

president of the Citizens’ Association,

Dr. Joseph Parrish, embodied in his first

annual report. Young as it is, the in.

stitution prospers already, for it is skill

fully conducted, in accordance with that

system which experience indicates as the

only one offering a prospect of success.

“ Men say”—I quote the words of the re

port—“ that drunkards are beyond hope,

because they have tried everything within

their reach and have been unsuccess

ful ; but this does not prove that because

a jail, an almshouse, an asylum for the

insane, a change of residence or travel,

has been unsuccessful, everything else

will be. [t only proves tlat the means

t/mt were tried in thL’ parti£ular cases
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were not succassful, and probably be

cause they were not the best means.

If there is truth in humanity, in science,

in religion, there is truth in the declara

tion that a large proportion of cases may

be cured. We are an association for

the purpose of strengthening a class who

need strength, and of saving from ad

ditional shame those who are too often

classed as criminals, by throwing around

them the allurements of a domestic re

treat and the refinements of elevated so

ciety, that they may be relieved from a

condition for which they are not always

directly responsible.”

What cheering, hopeful, benevolent

and sensible language is this! Come

with me now, I beg you, O reader! that

I may show you how this admirable

theory has been developed into beneficial

practice.

The cars bore us southward to the

little town of Media, on the outskirts of

which the Sanitarium is situated, in the

midst ofa landscape made attractive by

alternation of swelling hill and retreating

valley. The woods were bare as yet,

for it was very early in spring, and kind

Nature only put forth, here and there,

some stray floweret, of violet, hepatica

or anemone, as an earnest of that more

profuse bounty she was about to lavish

upon her children. The town itself, as

we drove through it, looked like many

other country towns I had seen. There

was a court-house; a large hotel, where

I was informed, however, that they sold

no liquor; stores; a post-office; any

number of churches, of different denom

inations and various styles of architec

ture ; a factory or so ; private residences

ad libitzmz, some newly built, standing

out boldly in unshaded barefacedness—

others old, retreating modestly behind

their yet leafless trees; and above all—or

rather below all—plenty of mud, turning

rapidly into dust under the influence of

wind and sun. Iwas not sorry when

the ride was over, and the little carriage

stopped before a paling fence that di

vided the Sanitarium and its grounds

from the road. There was nothing to

distinguish the institution externally. I

 

saw before me, as we walked up from

the gate. an ordinary-looking house, with

high steps and a porch leading to the

principal entrance. To the main build

ing was attached on one side a sort of

wing, which looked as though it had

been recently added. The house was of

stone, painted white, with a high base

ment. Beyond the wing the ground

sloped down to a little brook, then

rose again to a grove of trees which

bounded the view in that direction.

Workmen were engaged in turfing the

nearer slope and getting the grounds in

order. There was altogether about the

place outside an unfinished look, which

I doubt not the doctor has corrected by

this time.

In the house it was very different.

My kind host led me from the main

hall into a handsomely-furnished parlor;

then to a library on the other side of the

hall ; then along the corridor that ran to

the wing of the building, having doors

of sleeping apartments opening on either

side, where he showed me the room I

was to occupy. Then we went down

stairs to the basement. Here, under

the parlor, I found the dining-room with

little tables placed along each side, like

a restaurant; then a kitchen under the

library; then bath-rooms; and finally,

in the extreme end of the wing, we came

upon the great gathering-place of the

guests, for I will not call them patients

—the billiard-room—wisely placed as far

away from the main building as the

doctor’s limited accommodations would

permit. It was an ordinary-looking

room enough: but for the absence of a

bar I should have thought myself in the

billiard-room of some country hotel. A

number of young gentlemen (the estab

lishment had some fifteen or twenty in

mates) were grouped about. The single

billiard-table was in full operation, and

the rest of the guests were reading' talk

ing, smoking, and passing the time just

as suited their fancy—except drinking.

I was kindly received by my fellow

boarders, and was not long in following

the doctor’s advice to make myself at

home. It was surprising to see how

completely the doctor identified himself
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with the amusements and occupations

of his guests: any stranger, not aware

of their relative positions, might have

taken him for a popular boarder there.

He came and went among the young

men as if his whole aim in life was to

make them enjoy themselves; nor did I

ever see him so busy that he did not

lend an attentive ear whenever they

wished to speak to him. Through the

open door of the billiard-room we passed

out into the grounds, and found Mrs.

Parrish in the garden, adding that attrac

tion to the place which the gracious

presence of woman alone can bestow. I

had wondered hitherto at the home-like

atmosphere that pervaded the institution,

at the cordial frankness manifested to

ward the good doctor by the inmates,

but now I found out his secret. He

treated them, one and all, as members

of his own family. At the genial greet

ing extended me by Mrs. Parrish my

wonder ceased.

This story of mine is no fictitious

flight of fancy. There is not one of the

many good fellows with whom I asso

ciated at the Sanitarium who, when he

sees these remark'. will not corroborate

them. I thinkI tn see some among

them now, perhaps far distant from the

scenes I am attempting to describe, as

they read this article, looking up from

the paper to exclaim, in trite but em

phatic English, “That’s so !” It were

hardly proper for me, in a paper intended

for publication, to divulge any family

secrets; and having been thus warmly

received into the doctor’s family, I must

pass over a hundred little acts of kind

ness which I should otherwise like to

mention as having been extended to

others and to me by the ladies of this

institution. The best evidence of the

benefit accruing from their sunny pres

ence—their gentle but potent influence—

was to be seen in the appreciative con

duct of the young gentlemen with whom

they came in contact. Their brightest

reward must be the happy consciousness

that they have thus succeeded in clear

ing and calming the jeunene orageuse

of many heretofore considered incorrigi

ble (including the writer of this article),

by whom they are ever remembered with

respect and gratitude.

To exemplify the pleasant cordiality

existing between the young men and the

doctor, I should like to relate one or two

Occurrences that came under my own

observation. On one occasion an ex

inebriate felt somewhat disposed to in

dulge his appetite for stimulants. It

would have been no hard matter for him

to have gone off quietly and found a

place where he could gratify his desire:

this, I must in candor admit, had been

so/neti//res done, but very rarely—so

rarely as to afford an additional argu

ment in favor of the lenient system pur

sued at the Sanitarium. During my

short stay there I saw or knew of no

attempt at any such manoeuvre. The

young man went to the doctor and told

him that he would like to have a drink,

just as he would have gone to any other

friend. Now, what did the doctor do?

Or, rather, what did he not do? He did

not want to refuse the young man’s re

quest, and yet did not deem it advisable

to grant it. To have followed the old

example of many people, and taken ad

vantage of the opportunity to deliver a

long-drawn lecture on the glory of total

abstinence and the abomination of in

toxication, would have been, under the

circumstances, equally stupid and inex

pedient: the young man would probably

have gone off, irritated, to the nearest

grogshop he could find, to poison him

self with the “kill-me-quick” generally

dispensed at such places. The doctor,

with that tact which eminently fits him

for the position he holds, made t/w young

man rq/‘use hi/nse1fand deliver to himself

his own moral lecture. Drawing the key

of the liquor-closet from his pocket, he

put it on the table before the young man.

“ There,” said he, *- is the key: you

may take it and get a drink if you wish

to ; but before you do so, as I am grant

ing you a favor, grant me one in return.

I ask you to let that key remain on the

table where it is for fifteen minutes. If,

at the end of that time, after sober con

sideration, you think it would be bene

ficial to you to take a drink, go and get

one.”
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The young man thought a moment,

and went away without taking the drink,

while the doctor returned the key to his

pocket, having not only gained his point,'

but—what was of far more importance—

having retained the young man’s confi

dence and friendship.

During the earlier part of my stay at

the Sanitarium, I noticed a well-grown

lad lounging listlessly about the house

and grounds. This was an unfortunate

youth whose imbecility made him an ob

ject of compassion to all, and who had

been sent to the institution through some

mistake on the part of his family. The

doctor had written, stating that he could

not keep him there, and requesting that

he should be taken away; but, while

waiting for some action on the part of

the boy’s friends, he was retained and

treated with the utmost kindness.

It was finally decided that the boy

should be sent, for his own sake as well

as for others’, to Dr. Givens’ private hos

pital for mental diseases, some six or

seven miles distant, where he would re

ceive proper care. This brings me to a

part of my story to which I would call

attention.

One pleasant afternoon a carriage and

pair drove away from the Sanitarium,

containing, if I remember right, eight

young men—one employé of the institu

tion and seven guests—who volunteered

to take poor and his trunk to Clif

ton Hall, as Dr. Givens’ place was called.

I happened to be included among the

volunteers. Dr. Parrish himself did not

go with us, but gave the necessary pa

pers and instructions, and off we started,

one of our number, Mr. D , naviga

ting the vehicle so skillfully as to cover

us with glory and mud. The first part

of the trip was not particularly pleasant:

all felt the responsibility entailed by the

presence of our unfortunate companion,

and we were glad at last to find ourselves

ascending a hill on the summit of which

we could see Clifton Hall standing in

the midst of pretty grounds. Dr. Giv

ens was not at home; so we waited in

the parlor till he made his appearance,

and then delivered up our charge. We

 

 

were very anxious to see the place, but

the doctor gave us no encouragement.

Perhaps he very properly did not desire

that his establishment should be made a

show-place to gratify idle curiosity by

the exhibition of the unfortunate inmates

to strangers. At all events, he frankly

informed us that he could “dispense

with us ;” so we had nothing to do but

get into our carriage and drive off, an

Irish wit in the party remarking, as we

did so, “ Faith! I thought it was an

asylum we were coming to, but it seems

a dispensary, just.”

Then, relieved of all care, we had a

right jolly drive back, and gratified our

good doctor immensely when we got

home by giving him an account of our

expedition—how we were treated, what

we saw and what we did not see. Again,

during this drive back,I saw the ad

vantage of the doctor’s system of perfect

confidence. No indiscretions were com

mitted, no liquor obtained, no halts made

at taverns by this party of exuberant

young men, who would have broken

through all restraint and “played the

devil” generally had any attempt been

made to overrule tle‘r inclinations by

stupid brute force alo

It should be borne in mind that in

dealing with his guests the doctor had

often not only to divert their desire to

drink, thus insensibly, by cultivating a

fondness for some harmless occupation,

but that he was obliged, in very many

instances, to contend with the pernicious

effects of ignorance and maltreatment on

the part of others. Young men came to

him not sick, often not intoxicated—nor

even particularly desirous to become so

when they found that no harsh measures

were employed to prevent them—but

simply with their hearts frozen by the

misjudged cruelty with which they had

been treated elsewhere. Ah ! how soon

they thawed and warmed beneath sun

shine! If I were asked in what the

wonderful treatment a; the Sanitarium

consisted, I might answer that it con

sisted as much in the absence of mal

treatment as in anything else. The

young men were treated as sensible, in

tellectual beings, not as social outcasts,
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at whom the ultra-righteous might pleas

antly throw stones ; and if they were not

weaned from their bad habit all at once,

they were at least not driven to it by harsh

and unchristian comment. Woe to any

temperance lecturer that had tried his

eloquence among us! It was held that

an unsuccessful attempt at reformation

should no more be sneered at as a fail

ure, or as an evidence that no future at

tempt would be successful, than want of

success at the beginning of any other

undertaking. The child totters and falls

many times before it learns to walk ; the

musician must practice long and wearily

to acquire facility of hand and voice;

nor, if a man fell overboard and were

drowned, would the bystanders be justi

fied in concluding that it had been im

possible for that man to learn to swim,

but simply that, from some cause or

other, he had not learned. On the con

trary, an unsuccessful attempt to reform

should be hailed as evidence of a deszfl

to do right (half, ay, two-thirds of the

battle l), and as a signal of encourage

ment to try again, and again and again

if necessary.

There is one question connected with

an inebriate’s reformation to which I

will refer now, and will quote, in this

connection, a few words from an Eng

lish writer in The Picmdilly Papers.

Speaking of the recent importation of

light wines into Great Britain, he says:

“Without any great leaning toward the

temperance movement, and utterly re

jecting the utter absurdity of total ab

stinence being a panacea for all physical

and moral ills, it is impossible to ex

aggerate the frightful case exhibited by

teetotalers of the mischief wrought by

the illegitimate craving for stimulants.

. . . I hope the light wines will drive

the heavy ones out of the market, and

that those who take beer and brandy

like sots will learn to take their wine

like gentlemen.” Now, that it is possi

ble thus to drink wine like gentlemen is

daily proved by the example of gentle

men all over the country (excuse me,

Mr. Parton). But whether it is ez7)e

dient for the ex-inebriate to drink wine

at all, after he has conquered his thirst

for stimulants, is a question which has

been much discussed, which has never

been decided, and which can only be

properly determined, in1§ropriri jtersomi,

by each individual for himself. Every

gun has its own calibre, and the proper

charge can only be ascertained by ex

periment. A man’s disposition, state of

health, former mode of life, etc., must be

considered before he can make up his

mind on this important point; and tee

totalers are not expected to take any

part in the discussion. Ca’leris[)aribus,

if a man enjoys fine health without wine,

does not care about it, and cannot well

afford to buy it, he is at perfect liberty

to let it alone if he chooses.

I do not remember ever hearing Dr.

Parrish give an opinion on the subject:

he was probably too wise, and felt the

impossibility of laying down a general

rule to meet all cases. I do not even

know whether he drank wine himself, or

not; and do not care. Once a week, at

the Sanitarium, there was a sort of in

formal meeting held in the evening in the

billiard-room. The doctor would read

or deliver extempore some remarks that

he thought would interest his “boys,”

and then we could all express our own

opinions. The conversation often turn

ed, naturally, on the vice of intemper

ance, and the experience of every man

in that room—the matter being dis

cussed without any mawkish hesitation

—would be different, showing that each

case required a treatment particularly

adapted to it. I may not here divulge

much I heard that might interest the

reader, for I must cautiously avoid say

ing anything to betray those companions

who made my stay at the Sanitarium so

pleasant. Much disgust was excited on

one occasion, I know, by the arrival of

a box or package directed to “Dr.

Parrislz’s lnstitution for Drunken In

e&riate.r,"’ and again by some individual

going to the door of a hall where

Ethiopian minstrels were in full blast

and inquiring if any of Dr. Parrish’s

bloats were in there.

It is singular how, in a little town,

people immediately find out what every

stranger is doing. On the Sunday fol
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lowing my arrival I walked to church,

expecting to take a seat unnoticed. To

my surprise, the sexton met me at the

door, inquired blandly if] were “one of

Dr. Parrish’s young gentlemen,” and on

receiving my blushing answer in the

affirmative, ushered me into a nice pew,

where I found several of my newly-made

friends already seated ; and, sooth to

say, it struck me that “ Dr. Parrish’s

young gentlemen” formed a highly re

spectable part of the congregation, and

were objects of particular interest to the

young ladies from a neighboring board

ing-school, who clustered in a charming

bevy on the other side of the main aisle.

There was a legend going the rounds of

the country-side to the effect that the

lady who conducted this school was en

dowed with more than ordinary courage,

and did not hesitate to show it when any

profane foot invaded the academic pre

cincts. Nay, that on one occasion she ac

tually drew a revolver on a daring “ Gray

Reserve,” and the rash young soldier fled

in affright before the scholastic Boadicea.

She did not even deign, like the Princess

Ida, to command “ eight daughters of the

plough” to execute her behests.

But it is time to bring this article to

a close, and I must forbear narrating

many pleasant little episodes that bright

ened my life at the Sanitarium. The

regulations there, as far as I could dis

 
cover, amounted to these: We were re

quested not to drink intoxicating liquor,

and not to take any very long trip away

from the establishment (for instance, a

trip to Philadelphia or Baltimore) with

out informing the doctor. On one oc

casion I came up and spent a day in

Philadelphia. This was all the restraint,

if restraint it could be called—we cer

tainly did not feel it as such—that the

doctor sought to exercise. He did not

want men to come there under the influ

ence of liquor: he wanted them to come

there to avoid thus disgracing them

selves, and his little establishment could

not accommodate half the applicants who

were desirous of availing themselves of

his treatment.

Breakfast was served from seven to

nine o’clock, lunch in the middle of the

day, and dinner at four or five. Every

evening, at nine o’clock, a short religious

service, consisting of reading the Bible,

prayer and singing, was held in the

parlor; and I can give no more con

vincing proof of the desire of the young

men to gratify their host than the simple

fact that they not only attended these

services, but took part in them : one of

the ladies generally accompanied our

voices on the piano, sometimes one of

the guests. Can it be wondered at if,

amid such agreeable scenes, my “ week

in an Aquarium” passed rapidly away?

MALCOLM MACEUEN.

THE NATIONAL DEBT.

N a recent report to his government,

Mr. Francis Clare Ford, Secretary to

the British Legation at Washington,

bears the following important testimony:

“The majority of Americans would ap

pear disposed to endure any amount of

sacrifice rather than bequeath a portion

of their debt to‘ future generations.”

The best evidence there could be that

Mr. Ford is right in attributing such a

sentiment to our people is that his pro

position sounds very much like a matter

of course, and might easily pass for a

commonplace. The plausible doctrine

that money should be allowed to “ fruc

tify in the pockets of the people,” instead

of being drawn out by a manful and reso

lute effort to clear off indebtedness once

for all, has made but little public pro

gress as yet among us; and as a people
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it may truly be said we believe in paying

ofl' our debt.

But while Mr. Ford’s remark would

hardly arrest the attention of a casual

American reader, Mr. Ford’s own coun

trymen have seen enough of national

debts to recognize the importance of

such an announcement, and heartily to

envy the noble economical freedom, the

royal opportunities, the energy, courage

and hope which make it possible even

seriously to think of such a thing, much

more to undertake and accomplish it.

To such higlrtalk an Englishman listens

with the same mixture of pleasure, envy

and regret with which the gouty valetu

dinarian hears a party of school-boys

plan an evening’s campaign of sausage,

poundcake and toasted cheese. Doubt

less he appreciates the privilege of the

youngsters far more than they do them

selves, and in his hopeless insolvency of

liver, brain and stomach is disposed to

give them quite as much good advice as

they are ready to receive upon the em

ployment and husbandry of their youthful

capital of health, strength and digestion.

No Englishman really expects to see

the end of his national debt, any more

than he expects to see the last of the

Thames run by Chelsea some fair day

and slip away under London bridge.

There are plans, indeed, highly approved

and eminently respectable, for its grad

ual extinguishment; there have been

spasmodic movements for a reduction

of the principal; and only just now

some forty millions of the capital have

been converted into terminable annui

ties.

England have amounted to no more

than the struggles of the swimmer to

maintain his place against the current

when he either will not or cannot strike

out for the shore ; and the present laud

able exertions for the same end will only

result in accumulating some trifling stock

of credit, on which the nation will greatly

felicitate itself, which will form the staple

of a few successive speeches from the

throne, and make the fortune of 3. Chan

cellor of the Exchequer or so, to be

utterly swallowed up in the first six

months of a Continental war.

But all efforts of this kind in‘

 
For a nation which has once com

mitted itself to the policy of a standing

national debt, and has put its obligations

into a form in whiulz they new/er come

due, a persistent reduction and an ulti

mate liquidation, if not financially impos

sible, are morally hopeless. Without

giving the weight of our authority to

either side in the great controversy

about the freedom of the will, it is safe

to assert that the laws of human nature

combine with the exigencies of national

life to make it practically certain that

those who accept a debt as a finality

will increase that debt and become sub

ject to it in hopeless perpetuity of bond

age. They may make virtuous resolu

tions against enlargement; they may

display a spasmodic heroism here and

there in reduction; but these are of

little avail against the steady, unremitting

pressure of the motives which urge an

increase, and the clamorous necessities

of war or rebellion. Debts, like bad

habits, are not to be regulated or limited

by those who remain in them. There is

but one attitude for a man or a nation

to take toward them, and that is the

attitude of aggression. Simply to stand

in defence against the insidious motives

which urge to make the future servant

to the present is wellnigh impossible.

It has been an Americanism to believe

in paying off debts; and the strong

practical sense of our people has thus

far reinforced their traditional dislike

and distrust of signed paper, in resisting

the earliest suggestions for deferring the

liquidation of their national debt to an

other generation. And so far, at least,

Mr. Ford 'correctly interprets American

sentiment as favoring payment rather

than postponement, even at the cost of

severe or distressing taxation. Our

Yankee nation would indeed have much

to unlearn before it could deliberately

settle down to the policy of endless debt;

and formally, or even consciously, such

a plan cannot be said to be “in all our

thoughts.”

Yet it is not difficult, on a more care

ful observation, to discern the beginning,

and even the rapid growth, among us of

the seductive philosophy of “fructifica
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tion.” And though it is for the present

true that this sentiment is chiefly con

fined to the exchange of private opin

ion, the freedom of expression and the

strength of conviction are manifestly on

the increase. Our people would indeed

have much to unlearn before they be

came capable of consenting to what is in

truth practical despair under the guise

of optimism; but under heavy taxation

people learn and unlearn fast; and it can

not be questioned that the first enthusi

asm with which we went to work to

liquidate the floating debt at the close

of the rebellion has been pretty well

drawn down, and that it is not an un

popular suggestion now that the country

should wait for “better times” before

applying itself in earnest to the payment

of its war-obligations.

A more dangerous feeling could not

exist. We are looking down the road

by which other nations have reached the

condition of hopeless bondage to funded

debt; from which, though it might be

financially possible for them to emerge,

it is morally certain they never will.

Whether we shall take that road to

come to the same end, depends very

much upon the courage with which the

nation bears the taxation, and the wis

dom with which it applies the surplus,

of the next two or three years—very

much, even, upon the beginning we shall

make the present year. A single vigor

ous effort now would be a wonderful

argument for continuance in well-doing.

The application of our entire fiscal sur

plus (already certain to exceed the most

sanguine estimates), augmented as it

might be by thorough and searching re

trenchment, to the reduction of the prin

cipal of the debt, would be such an

achievement, in our own eyes and in the

eyes of Europe, as to constitute almost

a bond that we would not hereafter give

way to the wretched infatuation of the

“ fructification” theory.

No issue of more moment can be pre

sented to the American people than this:

Shall the debt be paid, or shall the mort

gage remain on the estate? and as it is

decided will be the degree of economical,

if not of political, freedom which the

 
country shall enjoy. The taxation

which a people voluntarily imposes on

itself for the sake of its own future, and

in a noble scorn of debt, has none of the

depressing and degrading effects of tax

ation imposed by the annual charge of

interest on a debt from which no relief

can be expected. Taxation to meet

interest, and nothing more, is slavery:

taxation to clear off debt and redeem the

future is the bravest act of political man

hood. It is the sacrifice which the free

man gladly makes for independence,

while the other is the task of the slave,

which neither enriches him nor brings

his deliverance nearer. There has been

a great deal of very base materialism in

political philosophy; but what philoso

pher was ever materialistic enough to

assert that what a nation could do in

simple endurance of burdens bore any

thing like equal proportion to what it

could do with hope and courage and the

prospect of a speedy release ?

If any one quality has more dis

tinguished the American people than

any other in the past, and made them to

differ from less prosperous and progres

sive pedples, it has been the strong and

controlling sense that debt was always

and everywhere an evil; that it was a

good thing to “ work ofl"’ the mortgage,

even if it involved working very hard;

that it was not brave nor wise to sit

down in helpless endurance; but that

the farm was to be free, the man was to

be free, the future was to be free, cost

what of present exertion it might. This

is the best of Americanisms. The tri

umphs of our industry, to which history

can furnish no parallel, have been owing

to nothing more than this sturdy Anglo

Saxon love of economical freedom.

There will be great reason to suspect

that the genius of our people is failing

them when we find them coming deliber

ately to accept the worst maxims of that

false philosophy with which the Old

World seeks to cover its own shame,

and surrendering the glorious possibili

ties of their destiny in the desire of

immediate relief and the ignoble fear of

present exertion and sacrifice.

FRANCIS A. WALKER.
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BY THE AUTHOR OF “OLD MAM’SELLE'S SECRET,” “OVER YONDER,” ETC.

CHAPTER IV.

ERNER’S house, which lay in the

broadest and handsomest street

of the town, had also once been a con

vent. When it became a private resi

dence important alterations had been

made in it. The whole front wing,

which extended toward the street, had

been torn down, and in its place a hand

some dwelling-house had been erected,

with walls so thick and massive that

each niche of the broad windows was

almost like a little boudoir. The win

dows on the ground floor were amply

protected by those thick, stout iron bars

that always inspire a sort of respect,

seeming to announce that it is their task

to protect objects of value, and at the

same time betraying the secure existence

of said objects.

Several back buildings, which enclosed

the broad courtyard, had been allowed

to stand on account of their strength and

the later period at which they had been

erected. The tall, unusually strong wall

' of the cloister garden had likewise been

spared, and upon it, here and there, still

remained colossal statues of various

saints, embowered in the branches of

primeval linden trees.

To-day, night came on early. Over

the city hung a dark sky, full of gloomy

thunder-clouds. Not a breath of air was

moving, but rivers of flower perfume

flowed from every garden out into the

quiet, sultry streets. It had just struck

nine when the “ Dragon-fly,” accom

panied by Magdalena, appeared before

Werner’s house to make Jacob the prom

ised visit. The wings of the great door

were slightly bowed, but through the nar

row crack came such a brilliant stream

of light that the old woman could not

summon courage to widen the opening

with her own hand and allow her timid

figure to be illumined by the aristocratic

atmosphere within.

 

But Magdalena pushed the door open

composedly, and followed her aunt, who

hastened quickly across the great vaulted

hall to the courtyard door. A lighted

window opposite on the ground floor

showed them the road to Jacob’s dwell

ing. The curtains were not drawn, and

allowed a free view of the cozy little

home within. The old man stood be

fore the tall, antique house-clock, and

was winding it up with great care. His

wife was seated at the clean-scoured

table, knitting by the light of the bright

little lamp. Beside her, before the arm

chair with the high, cushioned back, lay

the open prayer-book from which ap

parently Jacob had just read the evening

service. The guests were met with great

cordiality, but with reproaches for their

late arrival, and Jacob said “ he knew

his night-raven, Lenchen, of old: she

couldn’t bear the sunshine, and only

went about after dark like a ghost,”

whereupon Magdalena replied that her

aunt was more afraid of lamplight, for

she had hardly dared to venture in the

brilliant hall.

“ Yes, indeed: it’s bright enough up

there to-night,” said old Jacob, and

around his lips played the humorous ex

pression which often rendered his face

so characteristic. “The Frau Riithin

has a grand company. She has been

for three days baking cakes and tarts,

roasting fowls and having carpets beaten

and shaken, though there’s not a bit of

dust in them, for they are thoroughly

cleaned nearly every day.”

“Every one has his own idea of

happiness,” said Jacob’s wife, teasingly;

“ and if Frau Riithin is fond of water,

you are no enemy of beer; so you needn’t

laugh at her.”

With these words she placed on the

table a jug of foaming beer, giving her

husband at the same time a light, lov

ing blow on the shoulder. They were
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a very happy couple, the old man and

woman.

Then she took from a eorner-cup

board, black with age, three beautifully

painted cups, a shining tin sugar-bowl

and a plate of wheaten bread, evidently

the forerunners of a comfortable cup of

coffee, which soon stood steaming on

the table.

During these preparations the old

wife had been talking to the “ Dragon

fly” ceaselessly and pleasantly, and ask

ing her questions. Magdalena had seated

herself, as though weary, on a little low

bench not far from the arm-chair: she

was gazing fixedly up, her chin on her

hand, at the opposite row of brilliantly

lighted windows, whose shutters were

flung wide open on account of the heat.

Vilhat did the girl see? The white cur

tains were fluttering in the night wind,

that, soft and moist, hovered gently

around them. Was she dreaming of

the mighty river that watered her native

place? Far away a boat is gliding, its

white.sails swelling in the wind. Or

from the mass of splendid climbing

plants around the window does her

father-house in the South seem to rise,

with the glorious sunlight slumbering

on its walls and its low door, through

which seemed to step the golden-haired

mother, with her clear, holy eyes?

Up there, on a pure white wall, and

illumined by the dazzling light from the

crystal chandelier, hung the life-size por

trait of a boy—a proud, handsome child,

with brilliant eyes and a wondrously

clear brow beneath the abundant fair

hair; and the blue eyes shone with such

vanquishing power that home and father

house vanished in the dim distance from

the black eyes in the poor room below.

Some chords on the piano now sound

ed through the air. and a figure stepped

to one of the windows: it was the blonde

Antonie, the granddaughter of the old

Riithin. She was dressed entirely in

white. Her bare shoulders, pure as ala

baster and beautifully shaped, were sur

rounded by a perfect mist of tulle and

lace, and on the almost white hair rested

a garland of lovely roses. She looked

very elegant and very pretty.

 

Scarcely had she withdrawn to the

window-recess when Werner joined her.

The light from the chandelier fell as

brightly on his features as on those of

the portrait above him. The likeness

between them was remarkable, but the

slender child had become a tall man,

with an almost kingly bearing.

He took the young lady’s hand in both

his imploringly. She seemed unwilling

to grant his request, but at last, when

he drew her arm thrpugh his own, she

went with him, and laughed behind her

fan when he bent his head confidingly

and whispered something in her ear.

Magdalena had witnessed this little

scene without moving. but she set her

teeth as though in bitter pain, and her

flashing eyes followed the young lady as

she stepped to the piano with a piece

of music in her hand. A moment after

ward arose a somewhat hard, sharp voice,

which gave a beautiful and touching

song without the slightest particle of

feeling.

“ She sings badly,” murmured Mag

dalena: “ her voice is as thin and hue

less as her hair.”

When the song ceased a perfect storm

of applause rang through the quiet court.

But old Jacob bent over Magdalena and

laid his hand caressingly on her glossy

braids.

“Lenchen,” said he, “that’s not the

way our bells do, is it? When they

begin, then one understands wherefore

they open their brazen mouths, but no

body can make any sense of that piping

up yonder. I don’t see what pleasure

people can find in having a knife run

through their ears.”

But the “Dragon-fly” and the old

wife did not agree with him. They

thought the song beautiful, and could not

weary of gazing at the young lady as

she sang, rolling her eyes and throwing

her garlanded head first on one side,

then on the other. They thought she

looked like an angel in human form as

she stepped immediately afterward hack

to the window-recess, where Werner’s

tall figure had leant motionless during

the singing; and as she laid her hand

confidingly on his arm, and with a grace
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ful, mischievous gesture raised a giant

bouquet to his face that he might inhale

the odor, the two old women thought

that he who did not fall in love with her

on the spot must be utterly and entirely

without a heart.

“ Now don’t make such a fuss,” said

Jacob, and the ironical smile appeared

on his face. “ You are delighted when

the old charity-women in the church

quaver till one almost loses his senses;

and when a young woman like that one

is dressed in white trash, you think an

angel is nothing to her. That girl up

there is not a whit better than the old

woman, I say. Both of them are as

proud and haughty as they can be; and

if the little one puts on such pretty

tricks, and flatters and dissembles as

she is doing now, she knows why she

does it as well as I do. She’s as poor

as a church mouse, and it wouldn’t be at

all disagreeable to feather a nice nest

for herself here, and to settle down as a

rich married woman. But Herr Werner

knows too much for that : he sees plainly

enough what the girl’s aiming at.”

He took with a great air of discretion

a pinch of snuff, which he had held be

tween his fingers during the whole ora

tion; then he continued:

“ Don’t try to persuade yourself that

my young master is going to marry any

one from this town: I know better. I

was busy to-day, toward evening, arrang

ing his room where he paints— Now,

what is it he calls it ?”

“ Atelier ?” said Magdalena, without

turning her head toward him.

“ Yes, that’s it! And a large paint

ing lay on the table. It was only

sketched, as you call it, Lenchen—not

colored. I couldn’t see the face plainly,

because I didn’t like to go close enough

up to it, but I saw it was a woman with

a white cloth on her head, like your dear

mother used to wear in those foreign

lands. Just at this very moment Herr

Werner came in: he laughed when he

saw how my neck was stretched out.

But he threw a cloth quickly over the

picture, and said: ‘ Listen, Jacob: I

can’t let you see that yet a while, but I

will confess one thing to you—the woman

VOL. IV.—n

 
on that canvas will one day be my wife.’

He was six years in strange countries,

and I expect he has seen some very

beautiful women there.”

Magdalena had listened to him with

out moving, but with the closest atten

tion. She leaned her head against the

wall, her hands lay clasped together upon

her knees, and the long black lashes

rested upon her white cheeks as though

she slept.

Meantime the music was renewed.

Antonie allowed herself to be persuaded

a few times more: she now sang an

elaborate Italian aria, whose execution

led Jacob to an expression of the fear

that somebody must be tumbling down

stairs and breaking their arms and legs.

Young Werner had left the window some

time before, and seemed also to have

quitted the room, for he was no longer

visible.

Just at this moment, when four hands

were belaboring the piano in a not very~

artistic duet, some one knocked at the

window, and when the old man opened

it, Werner’s servant handed in a basket

ful of splendid oranges for Jacob from

his master. The man added that he

would have brought them over earlier,

but had been occupied in handing tea

and then in assisting to pass the wine.

Jacob held out the basket to Lenchen

with a beaming face.

“ Look, Lenchen !” said he: “ I’m so

glad to get these, for your sake. Don’t

you remember how you longed for one

of these yellow things once, until you

almost became ill?”

“ Yes,” said the girl raising her dark

eyes to his face—they were full of tears

—“I know, dear Jacob. And you made

me well again, for you bought one at a

high price and brought it to me on the

tower. It seemed to me then as though

I had had a glimpse of my dear home.

I was most happy. But now you might

lay treasures before me, and for all the

gold in the world I would not touch

yonder fruit.”

Jacob stared at her in amazement, but

the “Dragon-fly,” who, in her simplicity,

thought the girl’s refusal fully explained

by the scene which had taken place that
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afternoon between the donor of the fruit

and herself, pulled warningly at his coat

and nodded to him to be silent.

consequently said nothing, but drawing

out his pocket-knife opened an orange

for the two old women.

Up in the house all had grown more

quiet. The music had ceased, and the

hum of voices was stilled. In their

stead the thunder growled in the dis

tance, and the night wind blew wildly

through the open windows, slamming

doors and driving the white curtains like

swans out into the pitch-black night.

The “ Dragon-fly” became nervous: she

prepared to depart, and soon the two

women were hastening across the court,

their heads enveloped in huge necker

chiefs. In an open glass door, which

separated the steps from the hall stood

Antonie, the old Riithin’s granddaughter.

She had just kissed all her female friends,

wrapped in their hoods and cloaks, one

after another, and turned away laugh

ingly because some of them rallied her

about her “handsome cousin,” when she

perceived the “ Dragon-fly” and Magda

lena, who were about to withdraw in

alarm. The maiden raised her blonde

eyebrows, glanced down once more at

them, while a haughty expression settled

around her mouth, and then nodded to

one of the servants, who, with a lantern,

was awaiting her ladyship’s pleasure, and

who at once demanded rudely what the

women wanted. As they made no re

ply, the supercilious blonde turned to

ward the staircase with a systematically

nonchalant manner, and cried, in the

tone of a proud, spoilt child, “ Grand

mamma, there are strange people in the

hall.”

The old Riithin, who was coming

slowly down stairs, engaged in conver

sation with a very stout gentleman, hur

ried her steps as much as possible, and

when she stood below, her false toupée

shaking angrily under her large cap, the

young ladies gathered timidly around

her, like lambs around a faithful shep

herd, and on their lovely, innocent fea

tures appeared an unmistakable expres

sion of alarm, united with an endless

amount of curiosity. Even the man

-.

He'

servant joined the flock, and disregard

ing the brilliant light which streamed

from the ceiling, raised his lantern over

the heads of the delinquents, so as to

deprive them beforehand of all hope of

hiding their guilty faces in protecting

darkness. The old woman, without fur

ther ceremony, seized the black kerchief

over the head of the “Dragon-fly” and

pulled it off.

“That’s the ‘Dragon-fiy,”’ said she

in a hard, cold voice. “ And who is this

demoiselle ?” she continued, pointing her

withered forefinger at Magdalena. “She

conceals her face, as though she were

bad conscience personified. Instantly

tell me what your business is here.”

Magdalena did not reply, and the

“Dragon-fly” was so terrified she could

not bring out a word.

“ Well, can’t you answer?” cried the

stout gentleman, doubtless some mighty

functionary, out of whose eyes, nose and

forehead—nay, out of whose very coat

pockets—justice seemed peeping. With

these words he struck his cane violently

upon the marble floor, and gazed at the

unfortunate “Dragon-fly” as if looking

through and through her.

This manoeuvre brought the palsied

tongue of the woman into the desired

motion, and she explained stammeringly

that she had been to see Jacob.

“ Ah, dear Egon,” cried the old

Riithin, turning at this moment and

speaking in the gentlest, softest tone

imaginable, as young Werner appeared

over the banisters above, “here is a

convincing proof that my well-meant

representations were not unfounded. In

this Jacob you have brought upon your

self—to say nothing of me—a regular

torment. Under the pretext of visiting

him, all sorts of people introduce them

selves into the house under cover of

darkness, and before long we will have

to keep our hands on our silver spoons.”

At this horrible conclusion Magdalena

stepped quickly in front of the speaker.

The kerchief had fallen back upon her

shoulders, and with sparkling eyes, the

ideal head thrown proudly back, she

stood before the old woman, who looked

at her startled and alarmed.
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At the same moment Werner sprang

down the steps. A deep flush glowed

on his cheek, and when he began to

speak his voice trembled as though with

anger.

“ What are you thinking of, aunt,”

cried he, “ to insult these people in this

unprovoked way? Is it a criminal of

fence to visit an acquaintance? I have

already told you, more than once, most

respected aunt,” continued he, with a

scornful ring in his voice, “ that I posi

tively will not suffer these attacks upon

Jacob, and now feel myself compelled to

confirm this declaration by not allowing

his friends to be insulted.”

With these words he stepped to the

hall door, opened it, and with a slight

reverence gave “ goodnight” to the two

women, who hastily slipped out.

Shortly afterward a violent thunder

storm burst over the town; and when

the yellow lightning hissed around the

old cloister, making Magdalena’s little

room as bright as day, it illumined the

figure of the girl, seated, white and ghost

like, upon her bed, her hands twined in

the masses of her rich, unbound hair,

victim to a wilder storm than that which

rattled the convent walls.

CHAPTER V.

“AH, Jacob, is this a destiny which

is come upon Lenchen ?” sighed the

“ Dragon-fly,” as, a few days later, she

entered Jacob’s little room.

“ Why, what can be the matter with

the girl?” asked the old man, in sudden

alarm.

“ \/Vould you have believed she would

treat me so in my old days ?” replied

Suschen, as the hot tears ran down her

cheeks. “ I have been a poor, harassed

woman my whole life long; I have

borne meekly everything that Heaven

has decreed to me, but this is almost too

much: this is the worst that I ever had

to endure. Lenchen is determined to

leave me—to go into the wide world—

and I shall be alone once more. I am

now sixty years old, and may expect my

death at any time; and I will not have

 

 

a human being to close my eyes. Woe

is me! woe is me !”

“ Why how did the girl get such an

idea into her head, all of a sudden?”

asked Jacob, in surprise.

“I don’t know,” said the “ Dragon

fly,” drying her eyes on her apron.

" But she seems completely changed

since that evening when the old Rblthin

—she will be punished for it some day

was so rough with us. She will not eat

nor drink ; and yesterday evening, when

we were sitting quietly together, before

we had lighted the candle, she put her

arm around my neck, like she always

used to do as a child when I gave her

anything or was putting her to bed.

’Dear, good aunt,’ said she, ‘you love

me, don’t you ? I know you do—as dear

ly as though I were your own daughter.

A true, kind mother makes every sacri

fice for her child, and never asks if it be

an easy or a difficult one. That is what

you have always done for me. And

when a mother sees that her child is suf

fering, and that nothing but separation

from her can heal him, she makes even

that sacrifice, aunt, does she not?’ Oh,

Jacob,” the “ Dragon-fly” interrupted

herself—and fresh tears rose to her eyes

—“ I didn’t entirely understand her even

then; but one thing I saw clearly, that

she was going to leave me, and I wept

bitterly. She tells me now that she

cannot bear it here any longer—that

people are not kind to her, and she is

going to seek service in some distant

town. She says she is able and willing

to work, and promised that all she earned

she would send to me. My entreaties

might as well have been spoken to the

wind; and when I had lighted the candle

she took out her savings-box from the

closet and counted the money—six

thalers: how hardly had she earned

them! She said she knew this would

not carry her far away, but it would

at least serve to take her to some

larger town. Oh, Jacob, I implore of

you,” she cried, turning to the old man,

“ persuade her out of it ! I should never

be able to sleep in peace if I knew

Lenchen was amongst strangers. She

is so odd! Others wouldn’t be as pa
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tient with her as I am, and she would

be unkindly treated.”

Jacob’s wife, a very practical woman,

viewed the subject in a different light,

and thought that perhaps, after all, it

would be a good thing for Lenchen.

The “ Dragon-fly” couldn’t expect to live

for ever, and at her death the maiden

would have to depend upon herself.

But neither Jacob nor Suschen would

hear to this, and the former promised

the troubled old woman to go that very

night to the convent and “set Lenchen’s

head straight,” as he expressed it.

The “Dragon-fly” had not exag

gerated when she‘ said that Lenchen

was completely changed. Where was

the elasticity of her movements, and the

proud, firm poise of the head, that made

her so remarkable, and which, in con

nection with the expressive features and

dignified glance, told of powerful mental

force? The girl’s altered looks seemed

to strike even the inhabitants of the

cloister, for to-day, when she had carried

the basket for her aunt as far as the

outer door, and then was walking slowly

back through the court, their neighbor,

an industrious weaver, pushed open his

window and cried,

“Lenchen, are you sad because the

naughty children have thrown down the

old image of the Virgin in the cross-way

from its pedestal ?—your Mary, before

which you have sat thinking so often?”

Magdalena looked up, as though

awaking om a dream. The old man

continued:

“ Why, didn’t you know it? Go in

there and look ! I saw it this morning.”

On hearing the weaver’s communica

tion, Magdalena opened the door, and

saw in the distance the statue lying at

the foot of its pedestal.

A few weeks before, when one of the

boys had climbed upon it. and was just

about to adorn the wooden face with

black eyebrows and a black moustache,

she had bestowed on the young vandal

such a passionate and stern lecture, and

gazed at him with such angry eyes, that

he sprang down frightened. Now, how

ever, she only raised the ill-treated image

quietly and in silence, wiped the earth

 
from its face, and then leaned it care

fully against the wall in a corner by the

pedestal. She walked slowly through

the open space out into the grass-plat

which lay so tranquil and bright in the

sunshine, enclosed by the cloister and

the church. How often had she hasten

ed nimbly over the green space, and

mounted on some projections in the

wall, so as to attain the open church

window, in which she would disappear!

Then she would be alone in the quiet,

solemn church, undisturbed save by the

sound of her own footsteps and the

twitter of some bird, that, settling on

the elder-bushes without, stuck his head

curiously into the cool, dim porch, and

then, frightened, soared away to bathe

his wings once more in the golden sun

shine.

Here, among the mighty pillars, she

seemed to breathe more freely, and her

soul spread the pinions repressed and

confined in the narrow walls of her home.

Her imagination conjured up the days

when incense floated through the air,

when the Hora echoed and magnificent

adornments glittered on the high altar.

She seemed to see the forms of the pale

Sisters seated before the ruined organ,

while their wan hands touched the yel

lowed stops. How often may those

notes have breathed forth the passionate

agony of an aching, only half-subdued

heart! She looked at the sunbeams

that glided through some remains of the

beautiful stained glass in the lofty win

dows, making brilliant colors quiver upon

the slender pillars, and strewing them

among the scrolls and ornaments of the

cornices, untouched by human finger

since the last stroke of the chisel given

by the master hand long since crumbled

to dust. She could sit for hours before

that old image of the Madonna, dream

ing herself back to her Southern home,

where she had seen thousands kneeling

in the deepest fervor before such an

image, which her father never passed

without respectfully baring his head and

making faithfully the sign of the cross.

But Magdalena was not thinking of

all these things now. She almost shrank

shivering from the dark church, and felt,
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for the first time, the deathlike stillness

of the deserted temple, which lay amid

the sunlight like a giant corpse under

gold and purple coverings. She had

turned her back on the church and

seated herself beneath an old apple tree,

on whose weatherbeaten trunk only one

solitary but broad and full branch re

mained. Long, upstart grasses, over

which gold and green beetles were busily

running, waved their feathery heads at

her knee, and a large family of chamo

mile flowers bloomed at her feet.

And if she left aunt, cloister and town,

and went forth into the wide world

another heaven over her troubled head

—wherever she looked strange faces

nothing friendly or familiar to greet her

—her rebellious heart plunged in a hu

man stream that rushed heedlessly by,

taking nothing, giving nothing! Yes,

that was what she wanted—to be alone,

to hear no more of the past, to meet no

loving, anxiously-questioning gaze—to

forget! to forget! That was the reme

dy for her aching heart, which the

mighty tempest of new, hitherto unsus

pected, emotions threatened to shake to

the very foundations.

Truly the tears of the faithful old aunt

fell heavily in the opposite scale, and

struck a thousand tender chords in her

struggling soul. But how slight was

this pain compared to that which she

imposed upon herself by remaining, and

beneath whose tortures she must suc

cumb did she not seek refuge in flight!

How terribly had she striven in these

last few weeks! She thought herself

contemptible because she could not hate

this man as she imagined she ought to

do! What golden glory had her heart

shed around him as he shielded her

aunt and herself from the insults of the

old Riithin ?

The next day she had met him in the

convent yard, as he was going to the

“ Dragon-fly’s” room to get the church

key. His icy face, the proud repose

of his manner and the few indifferent

words he addressed to herself, all seem

ed to show how foolish she was in fan

cying that warm sympathy could dwell

in that cold heart. He had only been

 
desirous to assert his rights as master of

the house to the presumptuous aunt, and

did not care what was the occasion of

this assertion. ’ .

A bird that had been hopping about

for some time on the branch above her,

flew quickly away. She did not heed it,

but noticing suddenly the delicate per

‘fume of a cigar, she rose in alarm and

gazed around her. A man, his back

turned toward her, was seated not far

off on a mossy stone, occupied in draw

ing. That man was Werner! He ap

peared so absorbed in his work that

Magdalena, whose heart was beating

violently, hoped that‘ he had not seen

her, and that she could slip away un

perceived. She rose noiselessly and

glided like a shadow beneath the over

hanging branches, her anxious eyes fixed

upon the diligent artist. But she had

only taken a few steps when Werner,

without looking up, called to her:

“ Forgive me for having invaded your

kingdom.”

He then turned around and raised the

light straw hat that rested on his blonde

Curls.

Instantly Magdalena’s whole face and

bearing changed : the timid anxiety gave

place to a dark defiance.

“ My kingdom!” she exclaimed, bit

terly, and pausing in her flight. “ Not

a foot of this ground could I call such

without involving myself in a difficulty

with the worthy town authorities.”

“Well, I don’t wish to interfere with

their rights,” said Werner, indifferently,

as he erased an unsatisfactory line. “I

cannot believe, however, that they lay

claim to the mystic air that hovers around

the old tower: that is the kingdom to

which I referred. I cannot sit here, even

for a moment, gazing at yonder gloomy

walls, without beholding dusky forms

soaring around them and peopling every

niche and aisle. For instance, in that

window yonder, which no longer can

boast even a solitary pane of glass, I sg

a maiden-like form ever appearing an

disappearing whenever I look there.

Perhaps the shade of some unhappy

young nun who wholly misunderstood life

—beautiful life !—and now is restlessly
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seeking the happiness she once disdain

ed. What do you think about it?”

Magdalena felt the blood rush to her

cheeks. Doubtless Werner had been

watching her when she was in the church.

She was annoyed at her indiscretion, but

replied with tolerable calmness: “ I have

no opinion on the subject. The spirits

of the cloister have so far considered me

unworthy to behold them. At all events,

I would advise the supposed nun to con

fine herself for the future to her narrow

house, for it might be displeasing even

to a shadow for a stranger to play the

spy upon it.”

A slight smile, which, however, in

stantly vanished, appeared upon the face

of the young man. He gazed attentive

ly at the church window, traced the pure,

beautiful Gothic form in graceful lines

on the paper, and then said, tranquilly,

“ Certainly not; especially when this

shadow, filled with bitter thoughts of the

world, sees in the harmless beholder a

hostile foe, who must at once and with

out further ceremony, be pursued with

fire and sword. \Voe is me if this bride

of Heaven so thinks! Perchance on

my next meeting with her I may fall a

guiltless victim to some terrible form of

vengeance invented by the worthies of

the sixteenth century.”

“How easy it must be to mock at

bitter experiences when one is cradled in

the lap of luxury !”

“ Very easy, doubtless, but certainly

not quite right, and, maybe, also a little

frivolous ; but I think this dangerous

wantonness perhaps much less blamable

when a young heart, after sorrows and

sad life-lessons, withdraws into its shell,

and thenceforth, in its intercourse with

the world, never appears otherwise than

armed to the teeth. Ah ! your face be

trays you are not of my opinion !”

He laid down his pencil, leaned his

elbows on the drawing-board which

rested upon his knee, and measured the

‘l with a sarcastic smile.

“ Well,” he continued, “ you yourself

are an example of such a heart, for the

simple reason that you would act pre

cisely in that way, or perhaps have al

ready so acted. But really I do not see

 

what justifies your thus throwing down

the gauntlet to mankind in general.

You stand here on a narrow enclosure

of ground; over yonder the -cloister

walls terminate; without are a few

streets and the few dwellers therein;

beyond, the fields and woods, with the

lonely steeple of a village church or the

long arms of a signpost here and there;

and then the mountains rear their sharply

defined boundary-line, over which the eye

cannot reach. I wager that even your

eye and your foot have explored no far

ther than to that narrow horizon—”

“ And therefore it is unpardonable pre

sumption in me to form any opinion of

the world and its inhabitants?” inter

rupted Magdalena, striving to imitate

his sarcastic tone, though her voice

trembled perceptibly. “ There are other

ways,” she continued, “of surmounting

narrow horizons and confining circum

stances; therefore I take the liberty to

believe that the moral defects of man

kind are the same all over the world,

even as the dark spots on the moon are

reflected just as faithfully in the smallest

lakelet as they are in the boundless

ocean. For the rest,” she resumed,

after a pause, and heaving a deep sigh,

“I must beg of you not to ’wager’ so

readily. I have once already crossed

these mountains, and know since that

moment but too well how our unhappy

first parents must have felt when the

gates of Paradise closed behind them:

I was leaving my beloved Southern

home to come and dwell in the North.”

“Ah! but you were only a child

then.”

“ But not a child that played thought

lessly about on its native soil—that, from

long acquaintance with them, had lost

all appreciation of the beauties or faults

of its surroundings,” replied Magdalena,

excitedly. “ Oh I knew that my home

was beautiful! The sea-foam kissed my

feet, and above me rustled the laurel.

And the sunlight! how it flamed there!

and how the moon glowed as she floated

up so solemnly! There are light and

glory! there is life! You call this faded

space above you ’the sky !’ On Sun

days, when the church-bells are silent,
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you leave your houses, walk a certain

number of steps from the door, relate

everything that your neighbors ought not

to have done, and from time to time ex

claim, ‘Oh how beautifully blue the sky

is to-day !’ Ah! at home I used to lie

for hours under the trees: I heard the

roar of the sea as it dashed against the

strand: gold seemed quivering on the

twigs above me: they moved gently to

and fro upon the breeze, and the deep,

glorious blue poured through them. That

is the sky—the sky that I dreamed full

of beautiful angels ! I was brought here,

where the sun looks coldly at me, like

the eyes of the people—where the snow

falls noiselessly down, treacherously

smothering the lingering flowers. I

was placed amongst a crowd of rude,

wild children. The little one, until now

touched only by the soft hand of a ten

der mother—watched anxiously and

dotingly by a faithful father, because she

was the only one spared to him—was

pursued and ill-treated by the wanton

children because she was poor, strange

and—ugly, and because she would not,

like them, scufiie and quarrel about a

miserable apple, or join with them in

mutual reproaches over the wants or

failings of their relations. I learned to

know bitterly the difference between

rich and poor. The golden belief that

food fell from heaven was dispelled by

the careworn brow of my good old aunt,

who struggled hard for daily bread, and

who was reproached by the neighbors

for encumboring herself with me, a new

burden. Ah! how often did my pas

sionate childish heart seem bursting!

When I was alone I cast myself on the

ground and wept and sobbed and cried

for my dead mother !”

While Magdalena was speaking she

had stepped once more under the old

tree. With burning eyes fixed on the

church. she spoke as though her hearer

were forgotten, and as if against her will

the stream of thought, till now with diffi

culty repressed, were welling forth to the

light, regardless upon what shore it rip

pled. At her last words she threw her

arm passionately around the trunk of

the tree and pressed her brow against

the hard bark.

[T0 as coucwnaml

SNOW UPON THE WATERS.

THE clocks of the city of Berlin were

striking the midnight hour. It was

a cold, clear night in January: the mar

ble groups on the Schloss Briicke were

half hidden under wreaths of snow, the

frozen surface of the Spree looked dark

and glassy where the wind had swept

away its snowy covering, and the grace

ful colonnade of the Crown Prince’s pal

ace was hung with icicles instead of the

swaying vines that decked it in more

propitious seasons. The moon was just

rising, and under the magic wand of its

beams the fairest city in Germany seem

ed transformed into one of the gorgeous

visions of the Arabian Nights—a city of

silver, paved with pearl and flashing with

 
diamonds. Two belated pleasure-seekers

were hurrying along the Jager Strasse,

and one of them, looking up at a window

on the third floor of a house which they

were passing, and from which glimmered

a light, said:

“ That is I-Ierr Mansfeldt’s room: he

did not act to-night.”

“ He is doubtless having a carouse

with some of his boon companions.

These actors are a sad, dissipated set,

and I have no doubt but that Mansfeldt

is as bad as any of them.”

And the speakers passed on.

Notwithstanding this charitable sur

mise, Herr Mansfeldt was at that moment

sitting quietly in the small salon of the
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suite of apartments which be occupied

in Frau Wagner’s lodging-house—alone,

unless the spirit of Goethe were with

him, for he was studying the part of

Mephistopheles, which, in a few weeks,

he was to enact for the first time.

Though the furniture was plain and

worn, the room wore a comfortable and

cheery aspect. The walls on three sides

were hung with prints and pictures of

various kinds—a copy in oil-colors of the

portrait of Wallenstein, an old print of

Garrick in the character of Richard lll.,

a pencil-drawing, representing the vision

of Egmont in Goethe’s tragedy of that

name, and engraved portraits of the great

German actors, Seidelmann and Dev

rient, being among the most important.

A pair of swords, another of foils, and

an assemblage of daggers, pistols and

such small weapons, all remarkable either

for their antiquity or their workmanship,

were arranged on the wall over the low

sofa. A gigantic white stove, towering

almost to the ceiling, diffused a genial

warmth.

adorned the apartment—one of which, a

beautiful bust in white marble of Mel

pomene, stood on a pedestal between the

windows, while the other, a large cheval

glass, had been wheeled into the centre

of the floor, and a small table, on which

were placed two candles and a copy of

Retzsch’s outline illustrations of Fm/sl,

stood before it. Beside this table sat

Herr Hermann Mansfeldt, the leading

actor of the Royal Theatre of Berlin,

and the most gifted and successful young

tragedian of the day.

Nature had richly endowed him for

the profession he had chosen. Not

above the middle height, with a slender,

finely-proportioned figure, dark, lustrous,

expressive eyes, features as regular and

as severely outlined as those of an an

tique bust, a voice whose soft, deep tones

were capable of all varieties of modula

tion,and a grace of movement that made

each of his attitudes on the stage a study

for the sculptor—such were the gifts

which Fortune had bestowed to aid the

rarer gift of genius in the youthful actor.

Notwithstanding these personal advan

tages, I-lerr Mansfeldt was singularly

Two objects of luxury alone '

free from vanity, that most common and

natural defect among dramatic artists.

The photographers complained that they

could not persuade him to sit to them

half often enough to supply the demand

for his picture, and the perfumed notes

which he occasionally received were in

variably cast, half read, into the fire,

while the only expressions that they ever

drew from his lips were words of indig

nation and disgust. His life was devoted

to his profession, and he loved his art

with a passion that had as yet found no

rival in his heart.

And yet Hermann Mansfeldt had not

been born in the station which he occu

pied. Twenty years before the opening

of our story, Joseph Heinrich Hermann

Ruprecht von Adlersberg, an officer in

the Austrian service and a member of

one of the proudest of noble Austrian

families, committed suicide, having dis

sipated his small patrimony at the gam

ing-tables of Baden-Baden. His only

child, Heinrich von Adlersberg, then a

boy of nine years of age, was left totally

dependent on the bounty of his aristo

cratic relatives, one of whom generously

offered to educate him, and nobly ful

filled his promise. But when young

Heinrich left the University, he found

himself regarded as a burden and a

nuisance by those relations to whose

hands his destiny seemed to be confided.

His one friend and protector amongst

them was dead, and had died without

making any provision for the future of

his protégé, for whom he doubtless

thought he had done enough. No other

member of the Von Adlersberg family

was inclined to accept the charge Provi

dence seemed to have thus bestowed

upon them ; but while sundry angry dis

cussions were going on respecting the

future destination of this poverty-stricken

young aristocrat, the youth himself put

a stop to all further dispute, and effect

ually severed all connection between him

self and his relatives, by announcing his

determination of changing his name and

going on the stage. It is needless to

describe the uproar and indignation

which this resolve created, nor is it ne

 

. cessary to enumerate the various small
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temptations which were offered to induce I Retzsch’s spirited designs, and laying

him to change it. Suffice it to say,

that a marriage with a wealthy lady of

thrice his age, and a stewardship on

sundry neglected estates in Hungary,

were among the numberl But Heinrich,

strong in the consciousness of his fit

ness for the profession he had chosen,

and loathing the idea of a life of aristo

cratic pauperism, remained firm, even

when formally renounced by those who

had never regarded him in any other

light than that of a burden. On his

part, he was as careful to sever all con

nection between his future and the past

as the proudest member of the Von Ad

Iersberg family could have wished. Like

all nobly-born Germans, he was amply

supplied with Christian names: asur

name was easily selected, and, laying the

cognomen of Heinrich von Adlersberg

aside with his father’s sword and seal

ring, he applied, under the name of Her

mann Mansfeldt, at the Royal Theatre

in Berlin for an engagement, and was

so fortunate as to secure one at once.

Beginning, of course, at the very foot of

the dramatic ladder, he rose steadily,

step by step, till, six years after the date

of his début, he occupied the position

of leading actor in that theatre—ackn0w

ledged to be the first in Germany; and

two years later we find him about to

represent the character which is probably

the most difficult in the whole circle

of the modern acting drama—that of

Mephistopheles.

Not without toil and suffering had this

success been won. The struggle up

ward had been fraught with weariness

and pain : many had been the trials and

privations which he had been called

upon to endure; but Heaven had made

Hermann Mansfeldt an actor, and he

loved his profession as only the career

marked out for us by Providence ever is

loved. As the dinner of herbs that we

relish is far pleasanter to us than the

stalled ox of distasteful flavor, so better

are privation and discomfort when we

toil at the occupation of our choice than

ease and luxury when joined to the

claims of a hated and uncongenial duty.

He ceased at last from his study of

 

aside the volume, he bent forward and

fixed his eyes upon the mirror. Beneath

his gale the reflected face changed to

that of a fiend, and wore the mocking

glance, the sneering smile and the bale

ful eyes of Mephistopheles. Then,

rising, he pushed the table aside and

stood before the glass, and its polished

surface gave back the attitudes, the ges

tures, the whole bodily semblance of the

malignant demon created by Goethe and

depicted by Retzsch. At length he

turned away and commenced to pace

the room with hurried steps, reciting

aloud passages from his role as he did

so. The fever of art-inspiration was

upon him: he had flung aside his in

dividuality, and, for the time being,

he was Mephistopheles, the tempter

and the betrayer. His eyes glittered

with an evil lustre, his deep. melodious

voice had a serpent-like hiss amid its

tones, the finely-cut lips quivered with a

mocking, malicious smile, and the slen

der hands which be stretched forth in

moments of impassioned declamation

seemed to grow claw-like and to wear

unseen talons. At last he grew weary,

and sinking into a chair, the baleful

sparkle vanished from his eyes, and

Mephistopheles fled to give place to

Hermann Mansfeldt. A distant clock

at that moment struck two. Mansfeldt

passed his hand over his brow with

the half-bewildered air of a man just

awakened from a troubled dream.

“ Two o’clock !” he said at last. “I

had better retire to rest if I wish to be

at rehearsal in time to-morrow.”

He extinguished one of the candles,

and taking up the other, was about to

quit the room, when his eyes fell upon a

little table in a remote corner, which up

to that moment had remained in ob

scurity. On that table there lay a letter.

“ A letter here !” said Mansfeldt with

surprise. “Strange that I should not

have been told of its arrival!”

He put down his candle and seated

himself to examine this unexpected

epistle. It was directed, as usual, to

Herr Hermann Mansfeldt, but beneath

that name was written, in the style
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adopted by high-born French and Ger

man married ladies, “born Heinrich von

Adlersberg.” A scornful smile flitted

across his lips: .

“ Heinrich von Adlersberg died eight

years ago, and Hermann Mansfeldt has

no desire to call up his ghost. But let

us see what this oddly-inscribed missive

contains.” .

He turned the letter over and glanced

at the seal before breaking it. It was

of red wax, small but massive, and bore

on its surface, in high relief, instead of

a crest, coat-of-arms or motto, but one

word, ./llorgen (To-morrow). Within

the envelope was a single folded sheet

of thick, satin-smooth paper, which ex

Jaled a faint odor of violets as he opened

’1, and on which was written, in a firm

yet delicate female hand, the following:

“ Are you content with the Present ?—

have you no regrets for the Past, no as

pirations for the Future? Nobly-born

as you are, it is impossible but that the

vagabond life of an actor should have be

come distasteful to you. She who now

addresses you is all-powerful to restore

you to that station which you renounced

eight years ago. Will you accept wealth

and title, and a full restoration to the

honors to which you were born, from

the hand of a wife ?—a wife whose love

may be unsought, but the very intensity

of whose devotion will not fail to win

your heart in return. More than this I

dare not now reveal. The time is at

hand, however, when I may tell you all,

and may implore you to pardon this act

for my love’s sake. We shall meet soon.

Look on the seal I send: it says To

morrow, but the day will soon be here

when it will tell you, To-day. Till then,

farewell.”

He cast the letter indignantly from

him. “ Wealth—rank—honors !” he said,

disdainfully. “ Heaven has made me a

great dramatic artist: shall I sell my

birth-right for a mess of pottage?

Shame on this woman, who can stoop

to woo an actor through the medium of

an anonymous letter!”

He took up the paper again as he

spoke and held it in the flame of the

candle. It soon fell, a heap of white

ashes, on the table; and next morning

the servants swept away the last trace

of the mysterious letter and of its prom

ise-freighted seal, To—morrow.

Mansfeldt approached the theatre the

next morning with more than usual

interest in the coming rehearsal. A

young actress from the Leipsic theatre,

named Bertha Markstein, of whom re

port spoke highly, had been specially

engaged to perform the part of Gretchen

in the forthcoming revival of Faust, and

on the morning in question she was to

make her first appearance among her

future comrades. She was said to be

no less beautiful than talented; and

though her celebrity as an actress was

of recent date, it was widespread and

well-deserved, havingbeen created by

her performance of Goethe’s Margaret

and Schiller’s Thekla during the past

season in Leipsic, where she had pro

duced a marked sensation. A consider

able degree of curiosity respecting her

had therefore been created in the minds

of the members of the Berlin company,

and even the usually dislrait and indif

ferent Mansfeldt was moved to more

than ordinary interest on the subject.

He had been for some minutes in the

theatre, and was standing on the stage

engaged in conversation with the stage

manager, when a fair, graceful girl came

toward them and riveted his gaze at

once. Bertha Markstein was a perfect

specimen of that rare but exquisite type

of feminine loveliness, a very beautiful

German girl. The pure oval of her

countenance, the paly gold and silken

abundance of her shining hair, the lus

trous azure of her large, soft eyes, and,

above all, the sweetness and innocence

of her expression, combined to form in

her a faultless representative of Goethe’s

guileless and ill-fated heroine. She was

not tall, but her figure was beautifully

proportioned, and her every motion was

grace itself.

“ Our new actress,” whispered Herr

Mijller, the stage-manager.

“If the vision Faust beheld in the

Witches’ Cave were half as lovely, I do

not marvel at his madness,” was Mans

feldt’s reply.
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“ Ah, Fraulein Bertha, good-morning

to you!” cried Herr Miiller. “ Let me

present to you Herr Hermann Mans

feldt, our leading tragedian.”

The lovely girl came forward, blush

ing deeply as she caught the admiring

gaze of the young actor’s dark, expres

sive eyes. Only a few words, however,

were exchanged before the business of

rehearsal began in earnest and their

varied duties separated them, although

the eyes of Mephistopheles continued to

dwell with ardent and most inappropriate

admiration on the fair face of Gretchen.

At last came that scene where Mar

garet, standing before her mirror, un

braids her hair while murmuring to her

self the ballad of “ The King of Thule.”

It was the first in which the young actress

had found an opportunity of displaying

her powers, and every one present, from

the leading actors down to the scene

shifters, were deeply interested. The

event justified all expectations. As

Bertha stood before the mirror, unwind

ing the massive golden braids that when

unloosened fell far below her waist, sing

ing the lovely melody to which Goethe’s

words are wedded, despite the lack of

theatrical appliances, despite the daylight,

the ordinary dress and the prosaic sur

roundings, the illusion was perfect: it

was Gretchen herself, in all her sweet

ness. her simplicity and her unconscious

loveliness.

When the scene was ended, Mans

feldt came quickly forward.

“I have seen my ideal of Margaret at

last,” he said, earnestly. “ Thank you,

Fraulein Bertha, for the pleasure you

have given me.”

The long, silken lashes drooped to the

blushing cheek. and she made no au

dible reply, but a smile, sweeter than

words, was his sufficient answer.

Thus began the acquaintance, which,

long before the dramatic critics had ex

hausted their praises of the wonderful

perfection of the Faust revival, had

ripened into an attachment mutual, ten

der and enduring. The young actress

proved to be as good and gentle and

lovely as her looks had promised. Her

character was beyond reproach : she had

been the sole support of an invalid and

widowed mother, and after the death of

this sole surviving parent she had re

sided under the protection of an aunt,

whose removal to Berlin had been one

of the chief inducements to accept the

proffer of an engagement in that city.

She had received many excellent offers

of marriage, but had remained in “ maid

en meditation, fancy free,” till wooed

and won by Hermann Mansfeldt. The

pair, whom report had ever stigmatized

as cold-hearted, had met the one love of

their lives at last.

In this manner was that love avowed.

The successful run of Faust was destined

to be interrupted for one night, on which

a benefit was to be given to an aged and

celebrated actor of the company, who

on that occasion was to bid farewell to

the stage of which for so many years he

had been the honor and the ornament.

The play selected was Schiller’s Wal

lenslein, wherein the beneficiary was

to personate Wallenstein, while Bertha

Markstein was to enact Thekla, and

Herr Mansfeldt volunteered his services

for the role of Max Piccolomini. The

first rehearsal took place, and passed off

smoothly till that scene was reached

wherein Max, noble, confiding and de

luded, speaks in enthusiastic terms of

praise respecting Wallenstein, and urges

Thekla to allow him to confess their

mutual attachment to her father.

“ He is so good, so noble!”

Thekla answers, throwing herself into

his arms,

“ T/ml art thou ?”

It was the first time that the exigencies

of stage-business had ever called upon

the as yet unacknowledged lovers to em

brace, and Bertha, instead of losing her

identity in that of Schiller’s gentle hero

ine and sinking into the arms of the ex

pectant Max, blushed, hesitated, drew

back, and finally compromised matters by

laying her hand on Hermann’s shoulder

as lightly and timidly as though he were

clothed in porcupine-skins instead of

superfine broadcloth. He noticed the

change in her manner, and after rehearsal

contrived to meet her in one of the nar

row passages at the wings. She was
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about to pass him with a shy greeting,

but he arrested her steps with a gesture

of entreaty :

“ Fraulein Markstein.”

She paused: “ Can I serve you in

any way, Herr Mansfeldt ?”

“I wish to ask you one question :

Why did you shrink from me at rehearsal

just now ?”

“ I—I do not know. I think—”

“ One of two feelings prompted your

avoidance of me. Was it hate?”

“ Oh no, Herr Mansfeldt—no!” ex

claimed the young girl, too much agitated

to perceive how much this denial implied.

“ Bertha, was it love ?”

The fair face was instantly averted,

and the little hand he had taken in his

own struggled to free itself, but he only

folded it in a firmer clasp.

“Listen to me, Bertha, ere you go:

I love you as I never dreamed of loving

aught in this world save my art. Mine

has been a lonely and a loveless life. I

have a faint remembrance ofa soft hand

smoothing tenderly my childish locks,

and of gentle eyes that looked fondly

upon me; and this dim vision, which I

call my mother, represents all that my

existence has known of love till I met

you, and learned that henceforth the sun

shine of my life must beam on me from

your eyes or else be darkened to me for

ever. Can you not love me? will you not

bring peace and brightness to my dreary

home and my lonely heart? Now go.

Leave me if you will,” he continued,

stepping back a pace and letting fall her

hand, “ or else come to me—my wife,

my love, my own. Liebc/zen—Liebchen,

come !”

She turned toward him, blushing,

trembling and yet smiling, and radiant

with his new-found happiness her lover

clasped her to his heart. As he bent

over the fair head drooping on his bosom,

he whispered, in the words of Thekla’s

hero-lover—

“ Look not away—look on me, O mine angel.

0 0 Q 0

Let who will, know that we both love each other.”'

Early in April the formal betrothal of

the lovers took place. The day after

' "‘n1lnrs!ein, Part Second, Act III., Scene 18.

 

that event, as Mansfeldt was ascending

the stairs leading to his lodging, he was

met by his servant.

“ Here is a letter for you, sir,” said

the man: “it arrived some hours ago.”

Mansfeldt took the letter, but scarcely

glanced at it till he reached his own

apartments.

it he recognized the peculiar handwriting

of his anonymous correspondent, whose

first letter, with all its mystery and its

promises, he had entirely forgotten. It

was with a gesture of impatience that

he tore the missive open and read as

follows:

“ The obstacles which have hitherto

prevented our meeting are at last re

moved. Be at the Brandenburg Gate to

night at nine o’clock, and my messenger

will not fail to find you. I might now

sign my name, but I wait to let you learn

it from my lips—from the lips of the

woman who loves you, and who hopes

to bring you, as your bride, the fairest

dower that your wildest ambition could

desire. -Till to-night farewell.”

The seal was of snow-white bridal

wax, while its surface bore one word

Ha/zie (To-day).

Upon the table lay another missive,

which Mansfeldt had that morning re

ceived—a gift which Bertha Markstein

had sent to her betrothed. It was a

miniature portrait of herself. Hermann

took it up and gazed tenderly on the

fair pictured face, to whose beauty the

pencil of the artist had been powerless

to impart new charms.

“ My love—my art !” he said at last:

“ who shall separate me from you both ?

Not this unknown, who stoops to enact

the unwomanly part of a wooer, and who

strives to purchase my hand with golden

gifts and empty honors. I prize more

the laurel wreath which Devrient and

Talma wore than the coronet of a noble.

Your love, my Bertha, is to me a treas

ure greater than all that this writer of

anonymous letters, all-powerful though

she claim to be, can e’er bestow.”

He tore the letter into minute frag

ments, and opening the window cast

them forth to flutter in the guise of

mimic snowflakes in the April air. The

The instant he looked at_



1869.] SNOW UPON THE WA TERS. 333

white seal, with its inscription, Heule,

fell at his feet and was crushed beneath

his tread as he turned to quit the apart

ment. And when evening came, the

hour which was to have seen him wait

ing at the Brandenburg Gate for the

messenger from the unknown, found him

seated beside his betrothed in the opera

house, and listening to the sublime music

of the 1-Iuguenols with all a true Ger

man’s appreciative delight. The anony

mous communications had in no wise

stirred the depths of his being: they

had but touched the surface of his daily

life, and then, like snowflakes on the

water, they had passed away and left no

trace behind. .

On a sunny day in June the marriage

took place. It was a very quiet and

private affair, though one incident occur

red in the church which was worthy of

remark. Near the conclusion of the

ceremony, a lady, dressed in black and

closely veiled, who had occupied a posi

tion near the door, came near fainting,

and was obliged to retire, but she refused

all offers of assistance, and without rais

ing her veil she quietly withdrew, the

occurrence being noticed by but few of

the persons present.

Shortly after her marriage, Bertha

Mansfeldt, at her husband’s request, re

tired from the stage. Though ever in

telligent and charming in all that she

undertook, she lacked that true dramatic

fire and that intense love for her profes

sion which were Hermann’s distinguish

ing characteristics, and which he rightly

deemed essential to success in the

higher walks of his art. Her youth,

beauty and sweetness made her person

ation of such characters as Gretchen,

Ophelia and Desdemona absolutely fault

less, but she did not possess either the

physical or artistic force necessary for

the adequate representation of more

intellectual and powerful heroines.

But it was the woman that Hermann

had loved, not the fellow-artist: he had

chosen her to be the companion of his

life, not the sharer of his toils. And

she was in truth all that the wife of a

great actor should be—a loving yet ap

preciative critic, a faithful counselor, un

failing in her sympathy and untiring in

her devotion. She rejoiced in all his

successes, gloried in his triumphs, and

soothed away all the irritation produced

by the petty annoyances incidental to a

theatrical life, and which sometimes fret

ted his delicate, sensitive nature almost

beyond endurance. She always, if pos

sible, accompanied him to the theatre,

but when detained at home he ever found

her awaiting his return ; and if the first

and fondest kiss was bestowed upon her

husband, the second and proudest em

brace was always given to the distin

guished actor. It was a happy and

cheerful home; and though wealth and

splendor might not abide there. love and

content and perfect congeniality dwelt in

their stead. One child came to perfect

their happiness—a blue-eyed girl, who to

her mother’s beauty and gentleness united

the dramatic talent of her gifted father.

Ten sunny, uneventful years passed

swiftly by, and gave to Mansfeldt’s

genius a wider and riper development,

lending to his countenance a nobler and

more intellectual beauty; while Bertha’s

loveliness, thanks to her cheerful nature

and the unclouded serenity of her life,

remained unimpaired, and only assumed

a more dignified and matronly type.

And Mansfeldt’s fame and fortune waxed

greater with each succeeding year, while

his wife’s love and sympathy were, as

ever, his most efficient aids. They had

indeed been to him as a fair pedestal, on

which the peerless statue of his genius

had been raised to a clearer light and a

nobler elevation.

The tenth anniversary of their wed

ding-day saw this attached pair on the

eve of separating for the first time.

Hermann had received a munificent offer

to play a short engagement in the prin

cipal cities of Holland, and after much

hesitation he accepted it. It had always

been Bertha’s custom to accompany her

husband when the closing of the Berlin

theatre enabled him to fulfill engagements

in other cities, but her health at this

period was in a precarious state, and

her husband was unwilling to allow her

to expose herself to the discomforts of

a journey, as well as to the damp,
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unwholesome atmosphere of a Dutch

summer.

“ Remember, you must give me an

other daughter,” he whispered tenderly,

as he folded her for the last time in his

arms.

“I have prayed for a son, undutiful

wife as I am,” she answered, playfully,

though her blue eyes were full of tears

—“a son with your eyes and your noble

nature—to make hereafter some woman’s

life as happy as you have made mine.

Oh, Hermann, how happy we have been

in all these years !” .

Two weeks later, from the windows

of the express-train which left Obern

hausen on the Prussian frontier in the

evening for Berlin, there peered a white,

haggard face, that would hardly have

been recognized by the habitués of the

Berlin theatre as being that of Hermann

Mansfeldt. “ Your wife is dying. Come

home at once!” so ran the telegram

which had summoned him. O flying

train, rushing onward at lightning speed,

how you creep, how you loiter, how slow

your whirling wheels, how powerless

your mighty engine, when you bear the

loving to the deathbed of the beloved!

On ! and the moonlight shows a spectral

city, which the guards name Hanover,

and at which the wide-open eyes of the

one sleepless traveler stare unseeing.

Then come long stretches of landscape,

fields and forests and far-off hills, all

peaceful and quiet in the shining silence

of the night. Another sleeping city,

silent and motionless under the silvery

light, and this is Brunswick, and the

agonized watcher writhes as if in phys

ical agony, and mutters, “ They stop so

long—so long!” Again the train rushes

on, and the gray dawn shines on the

pallid face and clenched hands of the

hapless husband. Potsdam at last, its

palaces showing fair and bright in the

golden morning sunshine; and then the

train thunders into the great station at

Berlin, and the miserable journey ends.

Pale, wearied and utterly exhausted

with fatigue and misery, Hermann Mans

feldt reached his home. His little

daughter Bertha met him on the thres

hold and sprang weeping into his arms.

“ Oh, father! mother has left us—

mother has gone to heaven !” she

sobbed.

He had come too late.

The next moment he stood beside the

bed whereon lay, calm and beautiful in

statue-like repose, all that earth still

held of the gentle being whose love and

loveliness had made the sunshine of his

life. Little Bertha followed him, and

after a short pause she gently raised one

end of the snowy covering that lay

lightly over the silent form.

“ Father,” she whispered, pointing to

a little waxen image that lay pillowed, as

if in sleep, on the dead mother’s arm,

“is that a little angel God sent to take

mother back with him to heaven?”

’ But Hermann did not hear her. He

had sunk upon his knees beside the bed,

 

his head drooped forward, and a merci

ful insensibility brought to the burning

brain and the breaking heart a momen

tary respite.

The day after the funeral the bereaved

husband sat alone in the room in which

our story first discovered him, but which

Bertha’s loving thoughtfulness and busy

hands had made far more comfortable

and pleasant. It was still strewn with

traces of her occupancy. A book which

she had been reading lay on one table,

with her mark, a ribbon which she had

herself embroidered, between its leaves;

while on another stood her work-basket,

the half-open lid revealing the brilliant

colors and glittering fringes of a scarf

which she had been hurrying to finish,

that her husband might wear it as an

adjunct to his splendid Oriental cos

tume as Othello. The bust of Melpom

ene bore on its marble brow a wreath

of silver laurel, which had been one of

the last tributes Bertha had received

from the public during her brief theatri

cal career; and Hermann remembered

vividly the day, a short time before his

departure, when the wreath had been

brought down to display to a visitor,

and how his wife had playfully crowned

the bust with it, declaring that she was

tired of taking care of it, and that she

should look to him to supply her with

 

laurel wreaths in the future. And on
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the mantelpiece lay folded the last piece

of work on which her loving hands had

been engaged—a tiny shirt, with the lace

edging but half sewn on, the needle still

sticking in its folds and the thimble be

'side it, as if she had 'put it aside for a

moment and would speedily return to

complete her task. But the summons

of Death had interrupted her as she

wrought, and had stricken with eternal

paralysis the mother’s skillful fingers and

loving heart.

A letter lay before Mansfeldt, but

though it had arrived hours before, its

seal was as yet unbroken, the superscrip

tion as yet unscanned. He saw naught

with his bodily vision: he was gazing

with the eyes of memory upon the fair,

bright face of his lost Bertha. Now it

rose before him, bending over his sleep

ing child: then he saw it, pale yet smil

ing, under the snowy blossoms of her

bridal wreath: then again he beheld it

as when its beauty had first charmed

him, with the downcast lids and timid

smile and braided tresses of Margaret:

then, with a sharp and sudden pang, he

recalled its statue-like beauty when the

marble hand of Death had closed the

soft eyes and frozen into stillness the

mobile features. At last thought be

came agony: he shook ofl" the lethargy

which possessed him and rose abruptly

from his chair.

“I shall go mad if this continues,” he

exclaimed.

I-Iis sudden action displaced the letter

and it fell upon the floor, thus attracting

THAT

TWO little notes are necessary by

way of introduction.

The first is as follows, to Curtis

Marston, Esq.:

“ DEAR Maasrou: Dine with me

next Thursday, at six P. M., ])re¢’isely.

You must come. Monkhouse is to be

his attention. He took it up and opened

it mechanically. After ten long years,

the handwriting of his unknown corre

spondent again greeted his sight, and he

read as follows :

“ You are free, and I love you still—

but it is too late.”

And the black, heavy seal bore for the

motto the one word Geslem (Yesterday).

O wasted love, unnoticed, uncared for,

even in that moment of deepest desola

tion ! The letter dropped from his list

less grasp, scarce read, wholly unheeded,

on the floor. And the hapless widower,

bowing his head on his hands, forgot all

else save the darkness of the Shadow of

Death which brooded over his spirit.

A timid touch roused him from his

stupor. He raised his head and his

little daughter climbed, crying, into his

arms.

“ Take me, father,” she said—“ take

me and pet me a little. I am so lonely,

and I have nobody but you.”

He folded her to his heart, while his

tears, the first he had shed since his be

reavement, fell thick and fast on her

sunny hair. At last he looked up. He

extended one hand toward the bust of

the ’I'rag1’c Muse, while with the other

he pressed the golden head still closer

to his breast.

“ These still are left to me,” he mur

mured—“ my child and my art. I am

not wholly desolate.”

And the letter lay forgotten at his

feet.

Lucy H. Hooves.

MAN.

there, and two others, and we want you

to be on hand to put the said M. under

an extinguisher. He tells such awful

romances that he must be suppressed,

and you are the man to do it.

“ Yours, truly,

“ F. SIMMONS.”
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No. 2, to Frederick Simmons, Esq.:

“ DEAR FRED: I don’t know why

you select me. I never had a gift at

telling crams, especially against such a

superior artist in that line as .\Ionkhouse.

However, I will come and do what oc

curs to me on the spur of the moment.

“ Yours, truly,

“ C. MARSTON.”

The rest of the story Mr. Monkhouse

shall tell himself.

“ Come and dine with me. next Thurs

day. Bachelors’ dinner, six precisely,

and mean it; so don’t come dropping

in at half-past.” This was what Fred

Simmons said to me.

Vi’hat I said to Fred was, “Thanks!

I believe I will.”

I always dine with Fred when he

asks me. First, because he was my

classmate in college, and roomed in the

same entry with me. Fred then was

poor, and I was not. Now Fred is not,

and I am. He used to dine with me

then: now I dine with him. I figured

up the account between us the other

day, and I make it that Fred still owes

me twenty-eight dinners and seventeen

teas. The teas were coffee and cakes,

you know, at Marm Haven’s, in School

street, before walking out on Saturday

nights. And then interest, during twenty

years. It only makes Fred’s conduct the

more unprincipled.

Reason Number Two is, that Fred

gives good dinners—perhaps better than

I used to give him. But then, in those

days, our appetites were better, espe

cially after the long walk over Williams’

river bridge, from Yalehaven to Botolphs

ville. At least, Fred’s was. He boarded

in commons then, and college commons

were—well, apt to induce a disregard of

expense when we dined in the city on

Saturdays. Now my appetite is the

better of the two. I board at Mrs.

l\lcSkinner’s, and dine down town in

Maiden lane or thereabouts. I have no

more money than before the war, but

dinners are twice as dear.

Reason Three is, that I meet queer

people at Fred’s.

 

Others who dine there . courses.

say the same thing, so that I know it is

not prejudice on my part. It was only

a month ago, after dining with Fred,

when there was but one guest besides

myself—a man who writes for the papers.

I heard of his saying the next day that

Fred Simmons cultivated more eccen

tricities in his kitchen-garden than any

other man in Will it do for me to

tell the city’s name? No, I think not:

we will say, “in Chicago Atlanticensis.”

I thought it was candid in the fellow to

say so. for a queerer fish than he was 1

never met.

One thing I do not fancy about Fred.

He lets men tell such extravagant stories.

I suppose he thinks them brilliant and

all that, but I never could see the wit or

the humor. Fiction is my abomination.

I would not send this paper to any maga

zine in which all the stories were not

strictly true. I don’t mean “ founded

on fact”—a compromised title which

always reminds me of Mrs. McSkinner’s

coffee—but all fact, as I am assured by

the Editor all the stories in this periodi

cal are. ‘

I hate lying. When I was a little

boy I once was guilty of a trifling in

accuracy of statement—I now think, un

intentionally. I was in consequence

shut up in a dark closet for a whole

week, until I had read through—and in

fact learnt by heart—Amelia Opie’s

Illustrations of L)/ing, a book which in

my youth was deemed efficacious for

reforming juvenile Ananiases and Sap

phirze. The horror of that experience

has always since kept me from the least

deviation.

But to return to my story. I read

the other day in a newspaper, “ Truth is

stranger than fiction.” The man who

wrote that must have dined frequently

with Fred. Truth at his dinner-table is

the greatest stranger possible.

I went to Fred’s last Thursday. Of

course I did not dine down town that

day. And I was not late.

There were six of us at table—four

others, Fred and me. It was a good din

ner. But there was too much talking.

And too much space between the

The time might have been
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filled up better, and where there are

these delays men will drink more wine

than they otherwise would. The con

sequence is, they tell too long and too

marvelous stories.

Fred calls this the “ Feast of Reason,

etc.” He should be ashamed of such a

trite and absurd quotation. If he board

ed at Mrs. McSkinner’s and dined at

Fulton Market, he would know better

than to talk when he should be eating.

One of the four guests (I don’t con

sider myself a guest at Fred’s, but l’a7/zi

de la maison—at least I used to be) was

an Irishman—an Irish gentleman, Fred

called him. To my taste, genlle/um

should be less prosy. He was full of

his stories—could not wait for dinner to

be done, and the proper time for story

telling, if such a thing must be, to come.

I was just getting ready—it was after

the soup—to mention a little adventure

of mine at Naples—in the crater of

Vesuvius, in fact—because I really

thought it might interest the company.

Fred may have heard it before, but they

had not, and it was suggested very

neatly by the vermicelli. Fred cut in

upon me by asking that provoking Pat

lander, that ferocious Fenian, if he had

been much cheated by the hackmen in

this country.

“ Nothing to speak of,” said he,

“after Dublin. I was seasoned there.

You am’t satisfy a Dublin car-driver.

We tried it once when I was in Her

Majesty’s service—Twenty-sixth, line

regiment. A bet was made at mess on

the subject, and Arthur Ponsonby took

it in ponies. If the man asked for more,

he was to lose. Pon called a car to

take a couple of us to the theatre—the

maker of the bet, and myself as umpire.

The theatre was only a square off.

When we alighted he pulled out a

sovereign and tossed it to the driver,

saying, ’ Here, Mickey, that will do you

for our bit of a drive, won’t it?’ Pon

meant to make it a sure thing, but he

had overdone it. Mickey looked at the

coin a moment to see if it was good,

then at the faces of us watching, and he

seemed to have an instinct of what was

up, for he pulled a regular blarney face

VOL. IV.—22

 
and began : ‘Ah, yer ’onor, captain, sure

it’s a purty piece, and ’0uldn’t’it be a

shame in me to break it drinkin‘ yer

’onor’s health? Couldn’t ye spare me

the small sixpence to the back of it ?’ Pon

paid the bet, but he never could stand the

chaffing he got in consequence.”

They all laughed at this trumpery

anecdote, which I would soon have cap

ped with a far better one, but just then

the fish came on and I had to give my

mind to the salmon; so I lost my

chance.

After fish Iwas thinking of a very

striking fact which happened to me in

Iceland, and just running over the heads

in my mind before telling the story, when

my vis-Li-1/z’:, an Englishman, struck in

ahead of me. I do not say an English

gentleman, for I do not consider that

there is such a thing in existence: the

English are a nation of snobs, always

domineering and pushing out of the way

better men. And no Englishman, in my

experience, ever tells a story without em

broidery. If you want to know what

an Englishman is, just read Sir John

Mandeville’s travels.

“ Ponsonby of the Twenty-sixth!

Wasn’t he cousin to l\/lerivale of the

Sixteenth Light Dragoons !”

“ Oh yes, but quite a different style

of man, I assure you.”

“ I dessay he is; only the name some

how reminded me of Merivale. (I never

taste salmon: capital salmon this, Mr.

Simmons. I suppose it is as easy to

bring it from Norway here as it is to us.

Only a little more ice; and, by Jove!

you seem to have ice in loads.) Well,

as I was saying, I never see salmon

without thinking of Merivale. The Six

tcenth, you know, were famous for being

the greatest puppies in the service, and

Merivale was leading the pack: at least

between him and Charley Ffrench it was

neck and neck. I met them once at

the Marquis of Downshire’s.” (Why

must an Englishman always lug in a

lord?) “One night, in the smoking

room, Ffrench lisped out, ’I thay, Mo

theth‘— (he always called Merivale,

Moses, and Merivale always took it

from him, though he would have had



338 [SenaTl//l T 1II/l N.

out any other man)—’I thay, Motheth,

I thaw your fawin fwiend, Printh Thalm

Thalm, dining at the Wag and Famish ;

and, I thay, what do you think he wath

doin’ ?’ "Pon me wawd, I don’t know.

What did he do ?’ drawled Merivale.

*IIe took cold bqttafi with hith thalm

nn.’ * Did he daiye ?’ ”

I had a beautiful thing on the end of

my tongue about gravy; only I could

not get it into shape before a leg of

Southdown mutton was brought in,

which changed the subject somewhat.

It was Southdown, and as my mutton

is not always tender, I confess I was

eager to pay my respects to it; and

when it went out I was in such a happy

frame of mind that I could not think of

the point of a good anecdote which the

late Louis Philippe always used to tell

when I dined with him at the Tuileries.

No such good stories are told there

now.

However, I do think Fred might have

asked for it, and that would have given

me time to think as well as have recalled

the anecdote. Instead of that, he turned

to my neighbor (a Boston man) and

asked if he was as fond of billiards as

ever.

I say a Boston man, because he wore

a coat and pantaloons and those absurd

English side-whiskers—-“ Piccadilly weep

ers”—but I never feel sure that these

Boston men are not strong-mindeds in

disguise. I have a small place in the

Custom-house, and if ever this infamous

VVoman’s Rights business comes upper

most. why voting implies holding office,

and then where on earth shall I be?

“I am glad you asked me that,” was

the reply of the hateful Boston creature,

’'for it reminds me of a good thing I

have for you. I do play billiards as

much as ever, and I was at the T

Club the other night playing with Bill

Perkins; and I needed only one point

to go out. It was a rather brilliant shot

before me, and H and some others

were looking on, which made me a bit

nervous, especially as Bill was only ten

behind me. I was so nervous that I

made a miss-cue, but after all got the

point. H clapped his hands as

 

 

 

 

soon as he saw it, and exclaimed, ’How

classical! — O//me tulit pum1u/n, qui

miscm‘l.’ ”

“ How very good !” said the English

man. “ Really, I did not suppose you

did that sort of thing in America.”

I had a great mind to put him down

with a smashing retort, only I would not

help out the Bostonian ; but the appear

ance of canvas-back ducks closed my

mouth, or rather opened it to a better

purpose.

“ Next time!” thought I. Three fel

lows had had their innings, and the

fourth man, Curtis, was as silent as I

was. So I let Fred have his own way

and get off his stupid stories about the

English judges, at which everybody

laughed, as in duty bound: when Sosia

tells stories, poor Amphitryon has to

grin. I am not sure that I have the

names quite correct, but everybody will

understand what I mean—that the man

who goes out to dine has to applaud

the jokes of the fellow who gives the

dinner.

At last, the fruits and ices came on,

and then Fred said to me, “ Monkhouse,

shall I send you some of the ice ?”

“No, thank you,” said I. “I once

saw ice enough to last me a whole life

time.”

I saw Curtis give a sort of waking-up

start, and then fix his eyes on me as if

he was going to begin a regular yarn. I

hate that sort of thing, and I was bound

to get before him, if only for the sake of

the rest; so I gave up my chance for

the fruit (with a pang, I confess, for I

do not get fruit, especially out of season,

every day), and began at once 1, “ When

I was in the South Pacific, g.entlemen—”

I-Iere Fred looked queerly and shrug

ged his shoulders, which was not polite

at his own table. I should like to know

why I have not as good right to have

been in the South Pacific as he, if he is

a rich man 3’

I went straight on: “\Vhen I was in

the South Pacific, on board the razee

lndepenrlence—her captain, Commodore

Conner, was a friend of mine, and offered

me a passage home from Valparaiso—

no, I mean from Quit0—” (by the way,
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is Quito a seaport? one’s geography

slips away from one so; but I could not

stop to ask, for they were all watching to

cut in)—'’ we were becalmed off the

island of Juan Fernandez. It was in S.

lat. 63° 30’, W. long. 104° 22’ (nothing

like being accurate in these details),

and we saw a huge iceberg approaching

us. It was a dead calm, but the ice

came on very rapidly. It must have

been at least five miles in circumference,

and quite a mile high out of water.

“ Conner was in a dreadful fright, and

I confess I was not quite easy as I

watched the enormous mass slowly

heaving and settling, and every minute

fragments the size of Trinity Church

tumbling down its sides. Its color

was—”

“ Never mind that,” said Fred: “ we

have all seen Church’s and Bradford’s

pictures, and read Dana’s Twe Years

Before the Alast. Skip to the catastro

phe: did it run over you?”

“No, sir,” I retorted: “it did not.

On it came and on, till the boldest held

his breath for a time. Every man in

the ship was on deck, the nimble top

men swarming far out upon the yards,

and the gold bands of the officers’ caps

gleaming along the quarter-deck. On it

came, and the ship was beginning to

rock helplessly upon the swell which

drove before the mighty mass.

“ Conner was just ordering out the

boats to try and tow the ship off, when

I called his attention to something I had

just discovered. (My eyes were very

good in those days.) I said, ’Conner,

see that black speck coming down the

side of the berg?’ He turned his glass

upon it—a capital Dollond I had given

him—and exclaimed, ’It is a bear.’

‘ Conner,’ said I, ‘who ever saw a black

bear on ice? It is a man and a brother.’

Conner turned red as a beet, but pres

ently, after another look, replied, ‘By

George! I believe you are right, and he

is making signals to us; but we can’t

help him: no boat would live in that

sea which is breaking at the base of the

berg, and we’ve enough to do to save

ourselves.’

“ The berg, however, must have gone .

 aground—they are very deep, you know,

under water—for it remained stationary;

only the attraction was sucking us in

imperceptibly. We saw him reach the

water’s edge—and how he did it I can’t

tell: I was not near enough to see—but

presently he was coming off to us.

“ You might have heard a pin drop

on the deck, gentlemen, such was the

breathless silence of all, which the stern

discipline of a manof-war permitted no

one to break. We made out that it was

a man in a canoe—a Marquesas Island

canoe; and the strangest thing of all

was, that he had nothing to propel it

with but an umbrella. He neared the

side, and Conner and I went to the

gangway to hail him. He was dressed

in superb sealskins, which would have

been a fortune in New York, and he

managed his umbrella wonderfully, shoot

ing his light bark along like a racing

wherry. The first words he said were:

‘I thought you were in a bad way when

I first sighted you, but my craft has

come to anchor; so you are all right

now. There is a breeze creeping up on

the other side of the berg, and you will

have it in twenty minutes strong enough

to take you clear. To tell you the truth,

I was in a great funk when I saw you,

for, allowing the half of you to be drown

ed, I should have hardly more than

enough to dine the rest; and if there is

anything I hate it is to give my friends

short commons.’ ’Then you wont

come on board?’ said Conner. ’ That’s

a good one! No, I rather think not.

Man-o’-war accommodations are a little

too close’ (he said ’clust,’ and then I

knew he was a Yankee, and remarked

so to Conner) ’quarters for a man who

for a month has had a whole iceberg to

himself. However, I won’t brag. for the

berg is shrinking as we get up into the

warm latitudes. I shall have to leave

pretty soon, but as you are bound round

the Horn and I am for the Sandwich

Islands, I guess I won’t trouble you.

There is one thing you can do for me,

Captain Conner. (B’licve l‘ve the honor

of addressing Captain Conner of the

U. S. razee Independence?) Would you

oblige me with your reckoning?’ Con
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ner called the First Luff to the side, and

they gave him the figures, just as I told

you a moment ago. That is why I re

membered them so distinctly. ’Pretty

well, pretty well !’ said he. II make you

three seconds out of your true latitude,

and perhaps a trifle more to the east’ard

than you think, but that is near enough

for navy men. I have to be a little

more particular—my craft makes so

much leeway. I’ll report you, commo

dore, wherever I conclude to put in.

Good-bye;’ and with that he made off

for his berg again.

“ Conner ordered the first cutter and

gig both to pull after him, but, I give you

my word, gentlemen, he just walked

 

away from them hand over hand; and

before they were halfway to the berg, he

was climbing up it with his canoe on his

back.”

Here I stopped to take breath and a

sip of sherry, when that wretched Curtis,

whom I thought I had silenced, burst

out:

“ Thank Heaven ! I can break the

long silence I have kept for fifteen years

upon the most remarkable adventure of

my life, because nobody would, I thought,

believe me. You are my witness, sir—

I was THAT MAN !”

If ever I dine at Fred’s table again,

he’ll know it—that’s all.

AN EMBASSAGE.

ROSEBUD, with the dewdrops early trembling on thy crimson heart,

Where the failing Night her pearly tears hath shed, all loath to part,

From thy prison I enlarge thee, than thy fellows lovelier,

And on all thy faith I charge thee bear a message unto her!

Speed upon thy tender mission, dainty Rosebud, Rosebud red !—

Barred thou art of thy fruition, yet no tears for thee be shed.

Leave thy parent stem ungrieving: thou shalt have a holier nest:

Lift thy head in proud believing, Rosebud—’tis a maiden’s breast!

Hide thee there, and mark each throbbing of the virgin heart within,

All the joy and all the sobbing—all the pureness, all the sin;

All the passions, sweetly human, working out life’s wondrous plan;

All that makes the perfect woman—all that charms the wayworn man.

And while joys and woes unrisen with soft tides thy soft leaves stir,

Nestling in thy dainty prison, whisper my name unto her!

G. HERBERT Sass.
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HE 18th of August, 1864, witnessed

a gala-night at the Grand Opera in

Paris. A special representation had

been commanded by the Emperor, to

entertain his princely guest, the king

consort of Spain. Three or four large

boxes, directly facing the stage, had been

thrown into one, to accommodate the

Imperial party, while the rest of the

grand tier was reserved for the Court

and corflr r1i!)loln(lll‘QIl'. A distinguish

ed Russian dancer, Mad’lle Mouravieff,

was to appear in the ballet of A’e//mi,

and display her well-known powers of

translating poetry into motion.

Long before the Imperial party arrived

the theatre was filled with a brilliant as

semblage, comprising many noted per

sonages at the Court of the Second

Empire. The proscenium box, usually

occupied by the Emperor, was appropri

ated to the daughters of Prince Lucien

Bonaparte. One of the Court journals

remarked of them next day, with intended

wit perhaps, but decided impertinence,

that they were “deliciously pretty.” The

Austrian Embassy occupied the opposite

box. There sat that Princesse Metter

nich whose lively talents, unaided by

other personal charms, enabled her suc

cessfully to sway the shadowy sceptre

of Fashion hitherto wielded without dis

pute by the fair Empress Eugenie her

self. She was attired simply in an aerial

looking dress of white tulle, but wore a

necklace of three rows of large diamonds,

the upper row just touching the top of

her low corsage, while the lowest fell to

her waist. A similar necklace adorned

the throat of the languid, soft-e’yed

Duchesse de Morny; and near by,

Madame de Pourtales, then recently

wedded, was beautiful in bridal lace and

pearls. The marshals of France lent

their military splendor to adorn the

scene, while officers of rank in gorgeous

uniforms flitted from box to box, chatting

with the fair inmates, and (to use an dld

 

simile appropriate to such occasions)

sipping, butterfly-like, the honeyed fra

grance exhaled from this parterre of

human blossoms, to say nothing of the

full-blown roses and withered specimens

there to be met with also, alas !

The Imperial party arrived, and the

diamonds of the duchesses before the

splendor of the Crown jewels paled like

stars at moonrise. The Empress looked

one blaze of light: she had driven in

from Compéigue in a carriage open at

the sides, with a lamp suspended from

the top, that the populace of Paris might

feast their eyes on her magnificence.

Upon her head there arched in grace

ful curves an antique diadem, at whose

summit the peerless “ Regent” diamond

flashed like a sun. Her corsage, of

lustreless scarlet silk, was edged with a

row of large diamonds set in black

enamel, from each of which hung two

gems of smaller size. What a pity that

the sultanas of Haroun al Rashid could

not have seen her then! They would

have paled with envy certainly, but

might have saved their white throats

from the scimitar or bowstring by getting

fresh gossip for their bloodthirsty lord.

The Imperial necklace was similar in

shape to those of the Princesse Metter

nich and the Duchesse de Morny, but

of far finer stones. The earrings were

great drops of solidified light, and the

bracelets were single rows of immense

diamonds. Think of that and weep, O

ye uncrowned empresses of our Ameri

can hearts and purses! Next the Em

press sat the king of Spain; and next

to him, Napoleon lII., looking unusually

well. Not far off was the Princesse

Mathilde, dressed in white with a wreath

of diamond leaves around her head,

while a similar wreath bordered the top

of her dress; and our fair readers will

be glad to hear that Anna Murat, the

only American princess who has ever

graced a European court, was the most
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beautiful ofthe Imperial group. She

was attired in an elegant but simple

ball-dress of blue silk looped with pink

roses over a train of white puffed tulle.

Thus far for court millinery. It is for

your benefit, remember, fair readers, that

we describe the dresses. And if pussy

may look at a king, may not Gossip

sometimes behold an empress? Though,

sooth to tell, there would arise, for all

the glitter of jewel and rustle of silk,

some reflections of sterner import which

perhaps you would like to hear too.

Ten years before (that is, in I854) the

writer of these lines had frequent oppor

tunities of seeing the Empress Eugenie,

then a charming young lady, beautiful

with the slender loveliness of a swaying

flower. A slight form, pensive smile,

sweet soft eyes and a snowy throat,

which seemed to bend under the weight

of her finely-shaped head, combined to

render her a vision of beauty. As one

again beheld her, still fair, but fatter—if

we may use so plain a term—and nearer

forty, her full white shoulders and round

ed arms displayed by her low corsage,

her blonde hair changed to dark brown

by some mysterious process, it was im

possible not to give a sigh to the mem

ory of the delicate flower to whose sum

mer loveliness had succeeded these more

earthly and autumnal charms. There

she sat, silent and motionless, with a

wearied, worried look on her otherwise

expressionless countenance, and so im

movable that the gems with which she

was covered did not flash or sparkle,

but flamed with a steady lustre. The

Emperor, on the contrary, was very

lively and animated, chatting with the

king of Spain, using his opera-glass in

cessantly, and apparently in the best

spirits. Pleasant indeed must have been

his thoughts did he allow them to stray

to the realms of politics and potentates.

Bismarck had not yet bent over the

grand chess-board on which Napoleon

was playing his successful game, to

interpose with an ominous “ Check.”

The guest by his side, though the

first, was by no means the most dis

tinguished of many sovereigns to whom

the Imperial nephew of the great Corsi

 

can was to play the host. This great

republic seemed tottering to its fall, and

the Mexican expedition had been pros

perously begun. Doubtless images of a

shining Western empire and a shattered

Western republic loomed then before the

Imperial gaze. “I have carved you out

an empire in a block of silver,” said he

to Maximilian. Nor did he fathom the

political alchemy which should change

that block of silver to a tomb of marble

in the funeral vault of the House of

Hapsburg.

Since that night many changes have

passed over that brilliant assembly. The

king of Spain, a dethroned exile, inhab

its to-day the city he then visited as a

féted and honored guest. The Duchesse

de Morny, having passed through the

stages of widowhood and second mar

riage, her splendid necklace, doomed by

the terms of the Due de Morny’s will,

has found a purchaser, and doubtless now

adorns some other snowy throat. The

Princesse Anna Murat, abandoning all

hopes of a royal alliance, is now the

Duchesse de Mouchy; while, strangest

of all, the graceful Mouravieff has be

come a cloistered nun, and exchanged

the plaudits of a crowded theatre for the

quiet of a convent cell. Thus five years

have brought great changes: who can

tell what five years more will bring?

Where will the actors in that scene be

on the 18th of August, 1874? One

cannot help thinking of the soliloquy of

the English Cardinal, and applying it to

the chief performer:

" I have touched the highest point of all my greatness,

And from that full meridian of my glory

1 haste now to my setting: I shall fall

Like a bright exhalation of the evening,

And no man see me more.”

Such Nova Scotia papers as are op

posed to the annexation of the Province

to the United States are trying to bring

about a reciprocity treaty, and at the

same time they lose no opportunity of

casting a stain upon the honor and

credit of this country. Every murder

and riot, every case of immorality of any

kind, occurring between New York and

San Francisco, is duly chronicled with

ignoble satisfaction. Nevertheless, the
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ball is rolling, and it is anticipated that

at the next election seven-eighths of the

members of the Nova Scotia legislature

will be annexationists. Then will come

a sharp struggle. They cannot form a

government to the satisfaction of General

Doyle, the governor, and they will have

to be dismissed, to be again elected, with

the same result. Nova Scotia will then

have to be governed by a military coun

cil. Sir John A. Macdonald will prob

ably move for the abolition of the local

legislature, and by depriving the people

of the rz’lm1lism of patriotism—that is,

the rite of election—will sap their public

spirit, and take all power into his own

hands. “ Patriotism,” says De Tocqu|e

ville, “ does not linger long among con

quered nations ;” and the Nova Scotians,

if help does not come from their friends

in Canada, in Great Britain or the United

States, will be in the position of a con

quered nation.

There can be no greater mistake than

to think that the invention of the print

ing-press first made it possible to multi

ply copies of a book with rapidity and at

a moderate price. On the contrary, nu

merous references in the Roman writers

about the beginning of the Christian era

leave no doubt that books were then

manufactured with a speed, sold at a

cheapness, purchased with an avidity,

and circulated throughout the whole Ro

man world to an extent, at first mention,

almost incredible. “ Enter,” says awriter

in the Conlemporary 1\’L'2.’ie1u, “ one of

the large halls of a Roman publisher, and

you find probably not fewer than a hun

dred slaves at work. They have all been

educated, trained, for the purpose. They

write a swift, clear hand; and while one

dictates, a hundred copies are springing

at once into existence for the great pub

lic. No sooner are the copies written

than they are passed on to other work

men ready to receive them; and with a

speed not less astonishing than that with

which they have been written, are revised,

corrected, rolled up, bound, titled, and,

when thought desirable, adorned for the

market. Let us add to these circum

stances that the workmen, being slaves,

 
require only maintenance from their mas

ter, and one shall be better prepared to

accept what seems the well-established

' though remarkable result—that a single

bookselling firm at Rome could produce

without difficulty, in a day of ten work

ing hours, an edition of the second book

of Martial consisting of a thousand

copies, and that a somewhat similar

work, plainly bound, if sold for sixpence,

left the bookseller a profit of one hun

dred per cent.”

. . . Whence does such a substance

as common mould come? How is it

that a vessel of water containing decay

ing vegetable matter, although at first

devoid of traces of animal life, soon be

comes charged with living organisms,

animal and vegetable? The usual an

swer to these questions has been that

the air is charged with the floating germs

of infusoria, fungi and the like, and that

these find a favorable nidus in decaying

vegetable solutions, in which they de

velop into perfect beings. But serious

doubts now exist in the minds of nat

uralists on this point, and indeed many

of the most eminent, such as Professor

Owen, advocate the doctrine of spon

taneous generation. In a review of Dr.

Pennetier’s Orz.’gine de la Vie, in the

Popular Science Rev/iew, the editor of

that magazine expresses his opinion that

the weight of evidence lies on the side

of the iconoclasts, recent microscopic

researches having demonstrated that in

ordinary cases there are neither animal
nor vegetable germs in the air. O

The other day, when a lot of young

gentlemen were being examined for the

post of assistant surgeon in the U. S.

Navy, the following was one of the ques

tions put to a candidate: “ Define the

terms Specific Gravity and Centre of

Gravity.” The answer (by a graduate

of the University of ) was: “ It is

the difference of weight between the bulk

and the length !”

 

“I went to London” (writes a friend

who has seen of many men the ways and

towns) “ when George IV. was king.

He was on his last legs, to be sure, if so
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vulgar a phrase may be used in regard

to the first gentleman of Europe—which

perhaps he was, from the skin outward,

to steal a phrase of Carlyle. The great

Duke was Premier. I heard him speak

more than once, and may assert, without

wounding his reputation, that he was no

orator as Canning was.

“ The last time I heard the Duke was

on the announcement in the Lords of

the death of George. It must have been

a hard task for him to praise such a

Caesar, but he did it as if resolved that

the portrait should make up in paint for

what it wanted in likeness. Other eulo

gies were delivered. the best of /which

was by Lord Goderich, the unfortunate

ex-Premier, who so unmistakably proved

the frequent fact that ’Tel qui briile au

second, s’éclipse au premier.’ He spoke

feelingly and fluently, whilst the warrior

statesman, who had played the first part

with such success,.mumbled and stum

bled and daubed in a way that almost

excited commiseration. There are cob

blers and cobblers. Most of them, like

Lord John, think that if they have pass

ed a Reform Bill, they can command

a fleet; and the soldier who buried so

many that need not have died, fancied

he could praise one who need never have

lived.

“ The last time I saw the Duke was

the day of the dissolution of Parliament

by William IV.: I was at a window

on the route of the procession, and a

gorgeous show it was. The Duke was

not‘in it, but made his appearance on

horseback soon after it had passed,

threading his way with great difficulty

through the densely-crowded streets.

His popularity at that time was at its

nadir, and the noises with which he was

saluted were not as flattering as those

which greeted him on his return from

Waterloo. Just opposite my window

he was brought to a stop by a coal-cart,

in which was a sooty wretch who began

shaking a bag at him with stentorian

shouts and covering him with dust.

Several minutes must have elapsed

whilst he was thus ignominiously en

thralled. What he said I could not

hear, but I could see the expression of

 his face, and it was certainly not the

same as it wore when he cried, ’Up,

Guards, and at them !’ The spectacle

was so painful that I heartily wished

somebody would heave the heaver from

his dirty eminence. The sympathy, how

ever, of the many-headed, to my amaze

ment, was with the blackguard, who was

evidently an exponent of the then popu

lar voice. Had I been older, I would

have been less astonished. It is quite

en régle that the path of glory should

lead to coal dust.

“ The best speaker among the Peers

was ’the luminous, learned, law-lord

Lyndhurst ;’ and it may be questioned

if there was ever a better at any period.

The worst, or at least the funniest, was

the most noble the Marquis of Clanri

carde, son-in-law of Canning, and the

same high-born Hugh whose appoint

ment to office some few years since had

nearly brought ’ Pam’ to grief. the most

noble having behaved most ignobly a

short time before. At that epoch he

was a tall, skinny, skimpy youth, who

would incessantly jump up and begin to

speak with his hands pinned to his sides,

until, as if galvanized, he would make a

sudden spring at a neighboring table

and give it his right with an energy in

ludicrous contrast to the vigor of his

thoughts. This performance he would

frequently repeat throughout his ha

rangue, to the great amusement of the

uninitiated and the indubitable bother

of their lordships. They preferred him,

however, to the Earl of Winchelsea, the

loudest lord of all, with whom Welling

ton once had shots, and with whom, in

my hearing, he once had words. The

Earl complained bitterly that, at a pre

vious sitting, the Duke had left whilst

he was criticising his policy, to which

the Duke replied that he had done so

because he did not expect to hear any

thing worth listening to; and the cool

ness with which he spoke did not

allay the other’s heat. If eloquence is

strength of lungs, according to a great

French authority, his earlship would

have beaten Demosthenes all hollow.

“In the Commons, Brougham and

Peel and O'Connell were the great
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guns, but the pleasantest speaker was

Charles Grant, afterward Lord Glenelg.

He never fulmined like the first and

last: silver-tongued like the second, he

was more eloquent, or at least more ele

gant, if not so cogent and clear. I heard

his celebrated speech on the Terceira

question, and a more finished piece of

oratory has rarely delighted an audience,

and hardly could an audience exhibit

more delight. Manner, matter, diction,

delivery, all seemed perfect to my juven

ile appreciation.

“ O‘Connell was amazingly powerful at

times ; but one of his most effective dis

plays was a silent reply to a youthful

member who had made an attack upon

him that was quite unique. The almost

breathless assailant was so much fright

ened at his own audacity that, after a

few stammering sentences, he broke

down, and making various wild and

voiceless gestures, tumbled upon his

seat amid a chaos of sounds. The

shouting having subsided, the great

Agitator rose and looked at the greatly

agitated with so comic a smile that up

roarious laughter was the immediate

result: then, shaking his head as much

as to say, ’The poor fellow has quite

enough,’ he turned quietly to the Speak

er and began to talk about ’something

else.’ Better acting was never seen on

any stage.”

It is singular how a word so long dis

used as to be almost or quite obsolete

is, if one may say so, “re-invented.”

The other day we saw among the facetie

in a newspaper column the following:

“ They call a harness-maker a ’horse

milliner’ out in Chicago.” Probably a

great many who smiled at this item as

they read it were ignorant that the latter

compound word is perfectly allowable as

a synonym for the former, if age can

give authority. It is surely as old as

the sixteenth century, for it is quoted in

Motley’s [fise of the Dutch 1%e/7uhlic

from a document of that period, and it

was not forgotten in Sir Walter Scott’s

time, for in The Heart of Xllid-Lolhian,

chapter xii., Bartoline Saddletree says:

“ Whereas, in my wretched occupation

 

of a saddler, horse-milliner and harness

maker,” etc.

Apropos of this note on a supposed

new word, we have received from a lady

the following interesting paper in refer

ence to some omissions in our late article

on American Provincialisms:

MR. EDITOR: The word ar1nn’rc is used in

New England instead of “ like.” I have

never heard it in the way the author of“ Our

Provincialisms” expresses it: “I admire to

know.” “I should admire to know” is the

common way, or, “ I admire to go to the

opera,” “ I admire to read Li/>;>incotl.” I

think this use of the word admire is found in

some of the oldest English writers, although

long obsolete.

In Maine and New Hampshire the word

tackle is used instead of harness, as, “ Tackle

the horse.” In Pennsylvania, “ Geas up the

horse” is used.

The exceedingly common use, even by

well-educated people in Pennsylvania, of the

words will for shall, and would for should, the

writer did not mention. Probably as a Penn

sylvanian he had not remarked it, but it is a

provincialism, as far as Iknow, confined to

this State. It is even met with in well-writ

ten books. In .7ohn Ward’s Ga1/erness, for

example, I observe it in frequent use. The

old joke of the Frenchman saying, “I will

drown—nobody slH211 help me,” would lead us

to believe that he had been taught English in

Philadelphia.

The use of the word Iihe for as is another

Pennsylvania provincialism: “Do it like I

do,” instead of “as I do.”

In Jersey and some parts of Pennsylvania

the noun heir is used as a verb, as, “He

heirs the property ;” “ She heired the farm,”

instead of inherits or inherited.

The letter zo is used in the neighborhood

of Burlington, New Jersey, for z/, as in win

egar, weil and weal, for vinegar, veil and veal.

I have never heard this in New England, ex

cept among the people of Marblehead.

The Saxon word tend, to watch, take care

of, is common in New England; as, “Will

you tend the baby 2” “ He is tending store.”

I have never heard it used in Pennsylvania.

Cricket, applied to a small footstool, is a

New England word. I remember very old

fashioned ones which were not unlike the

form of the insect bearing that name.

In/Massachusetts the accent is always laid

on the second syllable of x’ngm’/y—here, on

the first.

Several words as used in the English ver
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sion of the Scriptures, and now considered

ungrammatical, are still in common use in

New Hampshire and Massachusetts. The

word be for are was doubtless once good Eng

lish, as, “ How many be you?” “They that

be for us,” etc., in the English Bible. fibr

“ The people camefor to hear him.”

The word rig/zl, used as “ right away,”

“right early,” must once have been good

English (though Dickens,“P in his first visit

to America, remarked on it as a provincial

ism of Boston), as it is frequently used in our

version of the Psalms : “ I myself will awake

right early ;” “I hate them right sore.”

C/can gone—common in New England:

“ Let his name be clean put out.” Psalms.

Smack, for slaj1, is common in Philadelphia,

but if we told a New Englander to smack a

child, she would kiss it, as the word there is

used vulgarly for kiss.

/lluslin, as applied to thick cotton cloth, is

never so used in New England: it is there

called shitting, sheeting or cotton cloth.

A Pennsylvanian ordering muslin shirts in

Boston, was reminded that they would be

cool for the climate, but he persisted in say

ing he had always worn muslin: when the

garments came home he found, to his dismay,

that they were made of Swiss mull, like that

used by the Quakers for their neckerchiefs.

The word there is only used for thin, clear

fabrics. Paper muslin is in Boston called

sarcenet cambric.

Quarter dollar is universal in Philadelphia,

while in New England, though halfdallar is

thought correct, “quarter qf a dollar” is al

ways said.

The word mlg/z for near seems obsolete out

of New England : it is constantly used in our

version of the Psalms.

Also the word mite for a very small piece,

as, “ Give me only a mite of butter,” was

probably used in this sense by the translators

of the Gospel in the phrase, “the widow’s

mite.” I.

As this is the season for letters from
.

“ Our Summer Resorts,” we give room

to the following curious communication :

M R. EDITOR: As I have n'ever seen my

self in print, save in a scurrilous song in

which I am falsely accused of feeding my

horse on pork and beans, it occurred to me

' In Dickens' American Notes he relates that the

waiter at the Tremont House asked if he would have

dinner righl nway. The traveler thought it meant in

some particular place, instead of “ directly.“ The

phrase is universal in the United States, although it

may be obsolete in England.

 

to write you a letter from the Profile House,

White Mountains, where I am detained by

the weather. (The true pronunciation, as I

am assured by the stage-driver, is White

1lIounlz’ngs.) These hills should be approach

ed by easy stages—those made at Concord

being the easiest. As we were coming to the

Glen House, our driver, who was intoxicated

—as is customary here — drove the stage

against a boulder on the side of the road. I

was sitting on the top of the coach on a trunk,

and having nothing to hold on by, I was vio

lently thrown forward, and, turning a somer

sault in the air, alighted on the back of the

“ nigh“ wheel-horse. Being fortunately con

siderable of an athlete, I immediately turned

a “backward flip-flap” on to my seat again,

and the stage went on as if nothing had hap

pened! I could see, however, that by this

feat I had won the affections of a young

Yankee woman of middle age who sat by the

driver. She had with her a little boy, who,

Yankee-like, was for ever asking questions.

Pointing to a tall plant with a yellow flower

by the roadside, he asked me, “ What is his

name ?”

“ Mullen, my dear,” I replied.

“ And is that little one a mullen too?”

“No! that fellow‘s name is Mac.\lullen.”

Rather smart for the horse-marines, wasn't

it, Mr. Editor?

I found the ascent to the summit of Mount

\Vashington quite easy, and the exercise not

being as much as I wanted. I rambled down

Tuckerman’s Ravine about three thousand

feet and back again, bringing to the ladies .1

snow-ball weighing forty pounds. It is not

everybody, however, who can even walk up the

“mounting.” There was an old man of forty

five, fat and with a bald head, who undertook

the job. He went very well to the foot, but

when he had walked up-hill about three hun

dred yards, he suddenly recollected an im

portant business engagement, and turned

back to fulfill it. I guess his engagement was

with the barkeepet. He estimated that it

was one hundred miles to the top, and about

a mile and a half to the bottom.

In coming to this hotel, we passed the re

mains of the Willey House, the terrible loss

of whose inmates first suggested the idea of

Whittier’s bacchanalian song, “ Oh, Willey,

we have missed you.”

But I must close, having just been stung

by one of the black-headed flies which abound

here. These insects are of enormous size,

and a good many of them would weigh a

pound. They have annoyed me very much
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during the past ten days, during which I have

been fishing in the Lake some five hours

each day, which, at forty cents an hour for

the boat = $20. My success has been mod

erate, having caught but one trout, about

three inches long, which weighed an eighth

of an ounce. 1/mt him back in t/ze Lake.

More anon.

CAPTAIN ]F.NCI(I-0.5,

(qf t/1e Herse IlIarines.)

MR. EDITOR : Can any of your correspond

ents “ do” a translation of the following little

piece of French sentiment, which, unlike

ordinary French sentiment in its pretty pa

thos, its tender grace, I find untranslatable?

There is a “scent of the roses” about it,

which, as you will see, vanishes when put

into my English:

Pierre, mon ami Piewe,

Bien loin s’en est allé,

Pour un bouquet de roses,

Que lui ai refusé.

Je voudrais que la rose

Filt encore an rosiur,

Et que mon ami Pierre,

Fiit encore a nfaimer.

In the first place, you must keep him

“ Pierre :” make a “ Peter” of the hero of so

touching a little romance, and you destroy

him on the spot.

Pierre, my own dear Pierre,

Went far enough away

For a foolish little rose,

For which I said him “ nay.”

Oh how I wish that rose

Grew once more on the tree !

And how I wish that Pierre

Once more did love poor me i

In the first number of L/ffincoli a lady cor

respondent, I remember, made an inquiry

about Dante’s “ Ricordarsi del tempo fclice,

nella miseria.” Have you ever seen the other

view, taken by a French writer whose name I

forget, who says,

“ Le bien-etre est peut Etre

L’oubli de l'ancien bonheur ?” P.

A heated city in summer is hardly the

place in which to look for sparkling or

entertaining Gossip. One would seek it

rather among those gay throngs who at

this season flock to sea and lake and

mountain-side, to tumbling cataract and

breezy brae, hunting for health, amuse

ment, novelty—what you will. Oh the

huge Saratoga trunks we have watched

an mule./ Large enough to carry all

the Black Care that ever mounted be

hind a squadron of old I-Iorace’s cavalry.

Then how those fiends in human shape,

the expressmen and “ baggage-smashers”

generally, do knock the trunks about!

You villains! why is there not some

McCool or John C. Heenan present

to avenge upon your ugly mugs the

indignities you inflict upon many a fair

creature’s luggage? Don’t you know,

sirrah! what is inside of that Noah’s

ark I just now saw you manipulating as

if you were a burglar in an insurance

office? Because, if you do not know,

rest happy in your ignorance. If that

trunk were perchance to slip from your

clutches and burst open before your

eyes. who knows but your sight might

be blasted for ever? If the myste

ries of feminine dress and undress now

lying happily yfierdu in that mighty

receptacle were but once revealed to

public gaze, who knows what would be

the effect? Why the horses in the pas

senger-cars would start with horror at

the unwonted spectacle, and the nimble

wheels of Time’s chariot would pause in

mid career !

And now, to turn from practical trunks

to their poetical possessors, let us, who

are, alas ! obliged to stay in town, try to

close our Gossip with appropriate verse:

Now leave your rest, and quit your nest, my happy

bird of song :

The day is here, the time is near, we-'ve waited for so

long.

Go seek those seagirt regions where, at sunset, clouds

are rolled ’

Over purple islands floating in a sea of molten gold,

And lend fresh music to your voice, fresh vigor to your

wing;

For she is charming who awaits the song I’d have

you sing.

Tell her the classic legend of that Wingless Victory

Triumphant Athens held enshrined as “’A1r’repog

Nixn ,"’

And say that when my Cupid lost his pinions and his

how,

He was obliged to stay with me, though known as

Friendship now.

So rouse yourself, sungcaglet!

and be strong !

I charge you, with this birth-day strain, to hear my

love along. M. M.

Spread your plumage
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Five Hundred Employments Adapted to

\Vomen. By Virginia Penny. Philadel

phia: John E. Potter &C0. t2mo. pp.

500.

Think and Act. Men and Women, Work and

Wages. Philadelphia: Claxton, Remsen

& Haffelfinger. r2mo. pp. 372.

In the moral as in the material world there

are periods of slow and silent development :

there are, too, upheavals of the social system

as marked and overwhelming as those pro

duced by the volcanic convulsions of Nature.

Men wonder at the whirlwind, the earth

quake and the fire, but heed not the still

small voice that speaketh ever to the listen

ing ear.

To an American residing in India, and

burning with love of his native land as from

afar he watched her life-struggle, the change

effected in the sentiments of the people of

these United States on the subject of Liber

ty seemed almost miraculous. Between the

intervals of receiving home-news great moral

chasms were bridged over, and the very men

who had justified the cause of Slavery walked

side by side with persecuted Abolitionists,

singing with them the songs of freedom till

their united shouts drowned the roar of can

non and the groans of the battle-field.

Is it so that now, after long and weary

years of waiting, the appointed time draws

near for another and a greater Change to

sweep over our beloved land? Are we ready

for a further and fuller development of the

principles of Liberty declared by our fathers ?

The seed has been sown: are we ready for

the harvest?

Not in vain have the Sunday-school and

the grammar-school been educating mind to

think : not in vain, though with much imper

fection and much commingling of error, has

the nature of human rights and responsibil

ities been taught from the pages of history,

sacred and profane, to all classes and both

sexes. Verily, “ a little leaven leaveneth the

whole lump.” The public mind is beginning

to be visibly agitated by a great question in

teresting directly one-half and indirectly the

whole of the people; for whatever pertains

to the happiness of mother, wife, sister,

daughter or lover, is interesting to father, hus
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band, brother, son or lover worthy of hold

ing such relationship. Every work or word

whose tendency is to separate what God hath

joined together is narrow, one-sided, worse

than useless, sure of defeat. Intelligence

and patient investigation, and an active sense

of justice, are mainly requisite for the solution

ofthe questions arising relative to the needs

and claims of Woman. Investigation must

prove to every candid mind the existence of

wrongs to be righted, whilst the sense ofjus

tice alone can make man willing to render to

all their dues. ,A few men have carefully

studied the matter, but most men fail in the

discussion of the question, because, having

never experienced the difficultics and disabil

ities that clog every woman’s movements,

they fail to take the true stand-point. Can

men realize the import ofsuch words as these :

“ The proportion of women’s wages to men’s

in the industrial branches is from one-third to

one-half” “A woman receives half price for

all she does, and pays full price for all she

needs. No hotel takes a woman at a dis

count of fifty per cent. Butcher, baker, gro

cer, all ask her the utmost penny. No om

nibus carries her for half price. She earns

as a child—she pays as a man.” “ Men have

not reflected enough on the poor compensa

tion for woman’s labor, or have not seen how

to remedy it.”

Timid men therefore shrink from the “’0

man question; unfeeling men are indifierent

to it; coarse men sneer at it; very young

men ridicule it; selfish employers try to stifle

it; the philosopher is interested; the phi

lanthropist rejoices in hoped-for good.

“There is a time to keep silence and a

time to speak.” Is not this a time and this

the theme when woman should speak and

man should listen? Miss Virginia Penny

has spoken, and to the point, in two very use

ful volumes now lying before us—Five Hun

dred E1/z;)loymcnls Adnfled to lVo1nen; and

T//iuk ond Ad: a series of articles pertain

ing to Men and Women, Work and Wages.

The first embraces the result of three years’

constant observation and inquiry. Its object

is to direct women to productive fields of

labor, and to enable each to find the kind of

employment adapted to her taste and ability.
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It contains descriptions of occupations in

which women are or have been engaged, sug

gests some as yet untried, explains the effect

of each employment on the general health,

the qualifications needed, the length of time

required to learn, the number of hours em

ployed, the comparative superiority or in

feriority of women to men in each branch,

and a comparison of the wages paid to men

and women for labor of the same kind.

The first-named volume, unpretentious and

thoroughly practical, deserves to find a place

in every homestead of the working-classes

through the land: it is a wade mecum full of

valuable hints and suggestive information,

and properly dedicated to “worthy and in

dustrious women, striving to earn a liveli

hood.” Of it Miss P. says: "So far as I

can learn, no work setting forth the occupa

tions in which women may engage has ap

peared except mine.”

The succeeding volume is more compre

hensive in its nature, and addresses to gen

eral readers “ a few sober reflections on wo

man and her business interests.” Having

carefully collected her facts, and seeing clear

ly the wrongs and injustice endured by wo

men, and seeing, too, the frequent inefficien

cy of women in their work, Miss P. endeav

ors to point out practical and immediate

remedies for the latter, and makes earnest

efforts to influence public sentiment so as to

lead to the removal of the former. She holds

that woman’s labor is not justly compensated

-—that a few employments are overcrowded

that women need more employments—that

employments should be suited to the tastes,

habits and capacities of those employed—that

women should not take men’s employments,

nor should men take women‘s employments

—that women should engage in such as are

favorable to health of mind, body and morals

—that woman is capable of attaining to ex

cellence, and should be trained to skilled la

bor, to business habits and to independence

—that the same wages should be paid to men

and women for the same kind and amount of

labor-—that all unjust and oppressive laws in

regard to the property-rights of women

should be abolished—that every father of

means should give his daughter a practical

business education, or invest money in some

permanent way for her support, that in case

of pecuniary reverses she may secure to her

self a home and independence.

“ I advocate,” says the author, “the open

ing of all occupations to women: Iwould

ask for them the privileges of the ballot-box

 

and trial by their own peers. I wish to see

them possessing equal rights with men—do

mestic, social, educational, industrial, civil

and religious.” To the common objection,

that “ women would supplant men in certain

occupations,” Miss P. answers: “If men

thereby enter occupations more suitable to

them, and leave vacancies that women can

profitably fill, where is the harm to either?”

“ There are occupations we would like to see

men deprived of, such as superintending a

work-room where women only are employ

et.” “ Look at a tall, bearded man selling

laces and ribbons, feathers and flowers and

hoop-skirts to women, measuring the waists

of women in mantuamaking establishments,

or selling dolls and toys, candies and fruits to

children: then tell me if the occupation looks

manly .7”

Miss P. does not limit her articles to the

needs of the working-classes. She ascribes

the too-frequent lossof health and dejection

of spirits in the wealthier classes to the want

of congenial and regular occupation or eleva

ting pursuit. “ All works for the moral im

provement of the race are especially adapted

to women,” and many devote their best en

ergies to the amelioration of the poor, the

afliicted and the ignorant. There are women

of affluence who wear no jewels nor costly

array—who expend their incomes in noble

charities. Such might wisely establish and

patronize industrial schools for girls. Others

are ill adapted to such labors. “ Some were

made for head-work. Let such have head

work.” “ \V0men of talent should not be

content to occupy subordinate departments

of labor, nor devote time and talents to ex

ecuting only mechanical drudgery.” To some

a congenial and noble employment is now

open in the study and practice of the healing

art.. Carefully-trained and intelligent phy

sicians—women—ha‘ve the means of dissem

inating instruction by lectures and by writing

on hygiene and the laws of health—a kind of

instruction greatly needed by women who

have the care of children and youth. Some

women find happiness in the cultivation of

the fine arts—some in the pursuit of science

—some in the walks of literature. \Vhy

should hindrances be thrown in their way?

By the attainment of excellence in industrial

and professional life, as well as by writing

and conversation, woman may benefit not

only her own sex, but also elevate the other,

until no man shall be found mean enough to

offer to a woman one-half the compensation

he would give to a man—“ to cut short a wo
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man’s wages merely because she is a wo

men,” and then add insult to injustice by

addressing her with flattering words or toast

ing “the fair sex” in late cups, where wo

men would gladly excuse the doubtful com

pliment.

Woman believes that the day is coming

when the “higher law” shall bear sway; that

her Magna Charta, the Bible, shall supplant

the law-books of men, wherein too often

might makes right; that so long as the

Golden Rule sparkles on the pages of the

New Testament and the Ten Command

ments are binding upon both men and wo

men, she may hopefully ask for equal rights

in the State and in the Church. Already

some men, liberal, noble and generous, are

ready and willing to aid her cause ; more are

turning their attention to the subject in a

spirit of candor and justice; others in this

nineteenth century, like their prototypes of

the first century, endeavor to veil selfish and

grasping natures under the garb of respect

ability and piety. The Christ—woman‘s

truest Friend—once addressed such in words

offearful import: “ Woe unto you, hypocrites !

for ye devour widows’ houses, and for a pre

t'ence make long prayers; therefore ye shall

receive the greater damnation.”

Miss P. discusses briefly the suffrage of

women, giving her own opinions, and pro

nouncing Lucy Stone and Dr. Hunt right in

resisting taxation because denied the privilege

of the ballot-box. She remarks that “many

women seem, if possible, more anxious to ob

tain the right of suffrage for negro men than

for themselves.”

Does not every lover of the republic feel

that it would be desirable to withhold the

privilege of voting from every disloyal, im

moral and ignorant man, and confer it only

upon the patriotic, intelligent and virtuous

American man and woman?

The author’s remarks on young ladies,

wives, maidens and widows, mothers, fathers,

brothers and sisters, on a comparison of men

and women, on the mutual influence of the

sexes, on American character, on “woman’s

sphere,” and many kindred themes, are writ

ten in a cheerful and benevolent spirit, ex

hibiting the lights and shadows, the defects

and excellences, of the living world of this

nineteenth century.

A Classical Dictionary ofthe Vulgar Tongue.

London: S. Hooper. t2mo. pp. I82.

This is a genuine, unmutilated reprint of

the much-sought-after first edition of Captain

 
Francis Grose’s famous Dirlianary, published

nearly a hundred years ago, and contains

words and explanations whiih in the later

editions have been either omitted or softened.

As a glossary of slang or cant words it is,

despite its coarseness, of great value to the

antiquarian and the scholar. Many words,

such as “lame duck,” “ bull” and “ bear,”

which have been supposed to be of recent

origin, are here shown to have been in use in

the last century, and the true origin of various

words in common use can only be found in

Grose. Thus we we have—

“ BULL, a blunder, from one Obadiah Bull, a

blundering lawyer of London, who lived

in the reign of Henry VIL ; by a bull is

now always meant a blunder made by an

Irishman.”

“ Davm’s Sow—as drunk as David’s sow, a

common saying, which took its rise from

the following circumstance : One David

Lloyd, a Welchman, who kept an ale

house at Hereford, had a living sow with

six legs, which was greatly resorted to

by the curious : he had also a wife much

addicted to drunkenness, for which he

used sometimes to give her due correc

tion. One day David’s wife, having taken

a cup too much, and being fearful of the

consequences, turned out the sow, and

laid down to sleep herself sober in the

stye. A company coming to see the

sow, David ushered them into the stye,

exclaiming, There is a sow for you ! did

any of you ever see such another? all

the while supposing the sow had really

been there; to which some of the com

pany, seeing the statc the woman was in,

replied it was the thunkenest sow they

had ever beheld ; whence the woman was

ever after called David’s sow.”

“ DUN, an importunate creditor. Dunny, in

the provincial dialect of several coun

tries, signifies deaf; to dun, then, per

haps, may mean to deafen with impor

tunate demands. Some derive it from

the word donnez, which signifies give;

but the true original meaning of the

word owes its birth to one Joe Dun, a

famous bailiff of the town of Lincoln, so

extremely active and so dextrous in his

business that it became a proverb, when

a man refused to pay, Why do not you

Dun him? that is, Why do not you set

Dun to arrest him? Hence it became a

cant word, and is now as old as since the

days of Henry VII. Dun was also the
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general name for the hangman, before

that of Jack Ketch.

And presently a halter got,

Made ofthe best strong hempen teer,

And e’er a cat could lick her ear,

Had tied it up with as much art

As DUN himself could do fnr's heart.

COTTON’S Virgil Tm., Book +“

“ Hon, or Non. Will you hob, or nob, with

me? a question formerly in fashion at

polite tables, signifying a request or chal

lenge to drink aglass of wine with the

proposer ; if the party challenged an

swered nob, they were to chuse whether

white or red. This foolish custom is said

to have originated in the days of good

Queen Bess : thus, when great chimneys

were in fashion, there was at each corner

of the hearth, or grate, a small elevated

projection, called the hob, and behind it

a seat. In winter-time the beer was

placed on the hob to warm, and the cold

beer was set on a small table, said to

have been called the nob, so that the

question, Will you have hob, or nob?

seems only to have meant, Will you have

warm, or cold beer—i. e., beer from the

hob, or beer from the nob?”

The state of society during the last cen

tury in England shows itselfin certain words

unknown in the United States, and which

have probably died out across the water.

For example :

“ QUEER Pwnonns, cheats who throw them

selves into the water in order that they

may be taken up by some of their ac

complices, who carry them to one of the

houses appointed by the Humane Society

for the recovery of drowned persons,

where they are rewarded by the society

with a guinea each; and the supposed

drowned person, pretending he was driv

en to that extremity by great necessity,

is also frequently sent away with a con

tribution in his pocket.”

“ R\>.\!AN, a soldier in the foot guards, who

gives up his pay to his captain for leave

to work; serving like an ancient Roman,

for glory and the love of his country.”

Grose never loses an opportunity for a

joke. After defining “romp” as a forward

girl, a hoyden, he remarks that Grey, in his

notes to Shakespeare, derives it from Arompo,

an animal found in South Guinea that is a

man-eater I Of course the real origin is the

word ramp, which is connected with rampage.

Keclhauling is ludicrously defined as under

going a great /mru’s/z’/’.

 

The only two allusions to America appear

to be the following:

“PUMPKIN, a man or woman of Boston, in

America. from the number of pumpkins

raised and eaten by the people of that

country; !’omp.t’in.tfiire, Boston, and its

dependencies.”

“YANKEY, or YANKEY Doonu-1, a booby or

country lout, a name given to the New

England men in North America.”

Grose was the author of various learned

works, especially T/re Anh’qm‘l‘‘cs of England

and I4/ales, but his literary acquirements

were said by his contemporaries “ to be far

exceeded by his good-humor, his conviviality

and his friendship.”

Malbone: An Oldport Romance. By Thos.

\Ventworth I-Iigginson. Boston: Fields,

Osgood & Co. 12mo. pp. 332.

Colonel IIigginson’s essays have been

among the most readable things of that kind

published lately, their attraction being main

ly in the graceful ease with which they are

written and the genial humanity running

through them; and when he tried his facile

pen upon a story, a certain class of readers

eagerly awaited it. It is certain that story

writing requires a different sort of talent from

anything else, and the most brilliant essayist

sometimes falls fiat and heavy before his

readers when he takes the place of a novelist.

Ifall the latter need possess is a delicate and

skillful brush, that shades character so well

as to bring a face and presence before one in

all the flush of life, then Colonel I-Iigginson

well deserves the palm as a narrator of first

rate power. Malbone—debonair, fascinating,

aesthetic, with sensibility in place of heart,

and susceptibility in place of feeling—is so

well drawn that we feel the inevitable charm

of his bodily presence, and do not wonder

that the noble Hope was attracted to him.

We are righteonsly indignant with him, but

he is winning in spite of all. He is even

more nicely drawn and shaded than Mrs.

Prescott Spofford’s Azarian, which character

he very much resembles, without in any way

being a copy. That “ multivalve heart” beat

in much the same way as did Azarian’s, but

Philip Malbone’s ending does not seem

either artistic or natural—as indeed it would

be both if it were one. Not that he dies—

for we are all subject to that finalc—but he

does something toward which he never man

ifested the slightest tendency throughout the

story—something which we would as soon

expect from Lucifer, “son of the morning :”
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he reforms-—he begins a “manhood of self

denying usefulness.” As well might Harold

Skimpole suddenly be endowed with an idea

of money. This climax seems an impossi

bility, because, with all his exquisite senses,

he is so strangely insensible in regard to

right and wrong. Were we not told by Di

vine authority that the vilest may repent, we

should still be incredulous concerning the

softening of that piece of lignum vita: dubbed

by the author a “ multivalve heart.”

Aunt Jane is the piquant sauce of the story,

and would be the salvation of a poor book ;

and it is so refreshingly evident that she must

have been drawn from life that we involun

tarily look about us for the original. Did

not the author’s heart smite him when he

could find nothing to which to devote Emilia

save a violent death? She must be im

molated, for there was no future left to her:

the poor, passionate bird could not be left to

beat its wings against its gilded cage. Lov

ing such a man as Malbone, Emilia could not

well do anything save die ; for Malbone did

not even possess the bold daring that could

love, even with the stimulus of the thought

that such a love was crime ; and such a

thought is a stimulus to indolent natures like

his. He was only capable of dallying in a

dilettante wa.v—making eyes at a woman who

attracted him, as what woman did not ?

Judged as a narrative, as a story with plot

and incident, this book cannot be classed

high; but that judgment does not prevent its

being one of the most charming things of the

season; and the evident fact that the writer

has aimed at nothing more than some very

pleasant writing does not place the book in

the class of publications which avow them

selves bona fide “ novels.” The vein of

purity and sweetness, the keen kindness of

the dissertations on the characters scattered

through its pages, place Colonel Higginson

in an enviable place in public favor.
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CHAPTER XXVIL

“I NEVER SHAMED NONE OF THEM.”

OMETHING must be done about

Carry Brattle at once. The vicar

felt that he had pledged himself to take

some steps for her welfare, and it seemed

to him, as he thought of the matter, that

there were only two steps possible. He

might intercede with her father, or he

might use his influence to have her re

ceived into some house of correction,

some retreat, in which she might be

kept from evil and disciplined for good.

He knew that the latter would be the

safer place, if it could be brought to

bear, and it certainly would be the

easier for himself. But he thought that

he had almost pledged himself to the

girl not to attempt it, and he felt sure

that she would not accede to it. In his

doubt he went up to his friend Gilmore,

intending to obtain the light of his

friend’s wisdom. He found the squire

and the prebendary together, and at

once started his subject.

“You’ll do no good, Mr. Fenwick,”

said Mr. Chamberlaine, after the two

younger men had been discussing the

matter for half an hour.

 “Do you mean that I ought not to

try to do any good ?”

“I mean that such efforts never come

to anything.”

“ All the unfortunate creatures in the

world, then, should be left to go to de

struction in their own way.”

“ It is useless, I think, to treat special

cases in an exceptional manner. When

such is done it is done from enthusiasm,

and enthusiasm is never useful.”

“What ought a man to do, then, for

the assistance of such fellow-creatures

as this poor girl?” asked the vicar.

“ There are penitentiaries and reform

atories, and it is well, no doubt, to sub

scribe to them,” said the prebendary.

“ The subject is so full of difficulty that

one should not touch it rashly. Henry,

where is the last Quarlerly?”

“I never take it, sir.”

“I ought to have remembered,” said

Mr. Chamberlaine, smiling blandly.

Then he took up the Saturday Re1/iew,

and endeavored to content himself with

that.

Gilmore and Fenwick walked down

to the mill together, it being understood

that the squire was not to show himself

there. Fenwick’s very difficult task, if it
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were to be done at all, must be done by

himself alone. He must beard the lion

in his den and make the attack without

any assistant. Gilmore had, upon the

whole, been disposed to think that no

such attack should be made. “He’ll

only turn upon you with violence, and

no good will be done,” said he. “ He

can’t eat me,” Fenwick had replied,

acknowledging, however, that he ap

proached the undertaking with fear and

trembling. Before they were far from

the house, Gilmore had changed the

conversation and fallen back upon his

own sorrows. He had not answered

Mary’s letter, and now declared that he

did not intend to do so. What could

he say to her? He could not write and

profess friendship; he could not offer

her his congratulations; he could not

belie his heart by affecting indifference.

She had thrown him over, and now he

knew it. Of what use would it be to

write to her and tell her that she had

made him miserable for ever? “I shall

break up the house and get away,” said

he.

“ Don’t do that rashly, Harry. There

can be no spot in the world in which you

can be so useful as you are here.”

“ All my usefulness has been dragged

out of me. I don’t care about the place

or about the people. I am ill already.

and shall become worse. I think I will

go abroad for four or five years. I’ve an

idea I shall go to the States.”

“ You’ll become tired of that, I should

think.”

“ Of course I shall. Everything is

tiresome to me. I don’t think anything

else can be so tiresome as my uncle,

and yet I dread his leaving me—when

I shall be alone. I suppose if one was

out among the Rocky Mountains, one

wouldn’t think so much about it.”

“ Atra Cara sits behind the horseman,”

said the vicar. “I don’t know that

traveling will do it. One thing certain

ly will do it.”

“ And what is that ?”

“ Hard work. Some doctor told his

patient that if he’d live on half a crown

a day and earn it, he’d soon be well.

I’m sure that the same prescription holds

 

good for all maladies of the mind. You

can’t earn the half a crown a day, but

you may work as hard as though you

did.”

“ What shall I do?”

“ Read, dig, shoot, look after the farm

and say your prayers. Don’t allow your

self time for thinking.”

“ It’s a fine philosophy,” said Gil

more, “but I don’t think any man ever

made himself happy by it. I’ll leave

you now.”

“ I’d go and dig if I were you,” said

the vicar.

“ Perhaps I'will. Do you know, I’ve

half an idea that I’ll go to Loring.”

“ What good will that do ?”

“I’ll find out whether this man is a

blackguard. I believe he is. My uncle

knows something about his father, and

says that a bigger scamp never lived.”

“I don’t see what good you can do,

Harry,” said the vicar. And so they

parted.

Fenwick was about half a mile from

the mill when Gilmore left him, and he

wished that it were a mile and a half.

He knew well that an edict had gone

forth at the mill that no one should speak

to the old man about his daughter.

With the mother the vicar had often

spoken of her lost child, and had learned

from her how sad it was to her that she

could never dare to mention Carry’s name

to her husband. He had cursed his

child, and had sworn that she should

never more have part in him or his.

She had brought sorrow and shame upon

him, and he had cut her off with a steady

resolve that there should be no weak

backsliding on his part. Those who

knew him best declared that the miller

would certainly keep his word, and hith

erto no one had dared to speak of the

lost one in her father’s hearing. All

this Mr. Fenwick knew, and he knew

also that the man was one who could be

very fierce in his anger. He had told

his wife that old Brattle was the only

man in the world before whom he would

be afraid to speak his mind openly, and

in so saying he had expressed a feeling

that was very general throughout all

Bullhampton. Mr. Puddleham was a
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very meddlesome sort of man, and he had

once ventured out to the mill to say a

word, not indeed about Carry, but touch

ing some youthful iniquity of which Sam

was supposed to have been guilty. He

never went near the mill again, but would

shudder and lift up his hands and his

eyes when the miller’s name was men

tioned. It was not that Brattle used

rough language or became violently angry

when accosted; but there was a sullen

sternness about the man, and a capabil

ity of asserting his own mastery and per

sonal authority, which reduced those

who attacked him to the condition of

vanquished combatants, and repulsed

them so that they would retreat as beat

en dogs. Mr. Fenwick, indeed, had

always been well received at the mill.

The women of the family loved him

dearly and took great comfort in his

visits. From his first arrival in the par

ish he had been on intimate terms with

them, though the old man had never

once entered his church. Brattle himself

would bear with him more kindly than

he would with his own landlord, who

might at any day have turned him out

of his holding. But even he had been

so answered more than once as to have

been forced to retreat with that feeling

of having his tail, like a cur, between his

legs. “He can’t eat me,” he said to

himself, as the low willows round the

mill came in sight. When a man is re

duced to that consolation, as many a

man often is, he may be nearly sure that

he will be eaten.

When he got over the stile into the

lane close to the mill door, he found that

the mill was going. Gilmore had told

him that it might probably be so, as he

had heard that the repairs were nearly

finished. Fenwick was sure that after

so long a period of enforced idleness

Brattle would be in the mill, but he

went at first into the house, and there

found Mrs. Brattle and Fanny. Even

with them he hardly felt himself to be

at home, but after a while managed to

ask a few questions about Sam. Sam

had come back and was now at work,

but he had had some terribly hard words

with his father. The old man had de

 

sired to know where his son had been.

Sam had declined to tell, and had de

clared that if he was to be cross-ques

tioned about his comings and goings,

he would leave the mill altogether. His

father had told him that he had better

go. Sam had not gone, but the two had

been working on together since without

interchanging a word. “I want to see

him especially,” said Mr. Fenwick.

“You mean Sam, sir?” asked the

mother.

“No—his father. I will go out into

the lane, and perhaps Fanny will ask

him to come to me.” Mrs. Brattle im

mediately became dismayed by a troop

of fears, and looked up into his face with

soft, supplicating, tearful eyes, so much

of sorrow had come to her of late.

“ There is nothing wrong, Mrs. Brattle,”

he said.

“I thought perhaps you had heard

something of Sam.”

“ Nothing but what has made me

surer than ever that he had no part in

what was done at Mr. Trumbull’s farm.”

“Thank God for that !” said the

mother, taking him by the hand. Then

Fanny went into the mill, and the vicar

followed her out of the house on to the

lane.

He stood leaning against a tree till

the old man came to him. He then

shook the miller’s hand and made some

remark about the mill. They had be

gun again that morning, the miller said.

Sam had been ofl’ again, or they might

have been at work on yesterday fore

noon.

“ Do not be angry with him; he has

been on a good work,” said the vicar.

“ Good or bad, I know nowt of it,”

said the miller.

“I know, and if you wish I will tell

you; but there is another thing I must

say first. Come a little way down the

lane with me, Mr. Brattle.”

The vicar had assumed a tone which

was almost one of rebuke—not intending

it, but falling into it from want of his

trionic power in his attempt to be bold

and solemn at the same time. The

miller at once resented it.

“Why should I come down the lane?”
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said he. “You’re axing me to come

out at a very busy moment, Muster

Fenwick.”

“ Nothing can be so important as that

which I have to say. For the love of

God, Mr. Brattle, for the love you bear

your wife and children, endure with me

for ten minutes.” Then he paused and

walked on, and Mr. Brattle was still at

his elbow. “ My friend, I have seen

your daughter.”

“Which daughter?” said the miller,

arresting his step.

“Your daughter Carry, Mr. Brattle.”

Then the old man turned round and

would have hurried back to the mill

without a word, but the vicar held him

by his coat. “If I have ever been a

friend to you or yours, listen to me now

one minute.”

“Do I come to your house and tell

you of your sorrows and your shame?

Let me go !”

M Mr. Brattle, if you will stretch forth

your hand you may save her. She is

your own child—your flesh and blood.

Think how easy it is for a poor girl to

fall—how great is the temptation and

how quick, and how it comes without

knowledge of the evil that is to follow.

How small is the sin, and how terrible

the punishment! Your friends, Mr.

Brattle, have forgiven you worse sins

than ever she has committed.”

“I never shamed none of them,” said

he, struggling on his way back to the

mill.

“It is that, then—your own misfor

tune and not the girl’s sin that would

harden your heart against your own

child? You will let her perish in the

streets—not because she has fallen, but

because she has hurt you in her fall! Is

that to be a father? Is that to be a

man? Mr. Brattle, think better of your

self, and dare to obey the instincts of

your heart.”

But by this time he had escaped and

was striding off in furious silence to the

mill. The vicar, oppressed by a sense

of utter failure, feeling that his inter

ference had been absolutely valueless—

that the man’s wrath and constancy

were things altogether beyond his reach . with you, sir?

 

—stood where he had been left, hardly

daring to return to the mill and say a

word or two to the women there. But

at last he did go back. He knew well

that Brattle himself would not be seen

in the house till his present mood was

over. After any encounter of words he

would go and work in silence for half a

day, and would seldom or never refer

again to what had taken place. He

would never, so thought the vicar, refer

to the encounter which had just taken

place; but he would remember it always,

and it might be that he would never

again speak in friendship to a man who

had offended him so deeply.

After a moment’s thought be deter

mined to tell the wife, and informed her

and Fanny that he had seen Carry over

at Pycroft Common. The mother’s

questions as to what her child was

doing, how she was living, whether she

were ill or well, and, alas! whether she

were happy or miserable, who cannot

imagine ?

“ She is anything but happy, I fear,”

said Mr. Fenwick.

“ My poor Carry !”

“I should not wish that she should

be happy till she be brought back to the

decencies of life. What shall we do to

bring her back ?”

“ Would she come if she were let to

come?” asked Fanny.

“ I believe she would.

she would.”

“ And what did he say, Mr. Fen

wick?” asked the mother. The vicar

only shook his head.

“He’s very good—to me he’s ever

been good as gold—but oh, Mr. Fen

wick, he is so hard.”

“ He will not let you speak of her ?”

“ Never a word, Mr. Fenwick. He’d

look at you, sir, so that the gleam of his

eyes would fall on you like a blow. I

wouldn’t dare; nor yet wouldn’t Fanny,

who dares more with him than any of

us.”

I feel sure that

“If it’d serve her I’d speak,” said

Fanny.

“ But couldn’t I see her, Mr. Fen

wick? Couldn’t you take me in the gig

I’d slip out arter break
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fast up to the road, and he wouldn’t be

no wiser—at least till I war back again.

He wouldn’t ax no questions then, I’m

thinking. Would he, Fan ?”

“ He’d ask at dinner, but if I said you

were out for the day along with Mr.

Fenwick, he wouldn’t say any more,

maybe. He’d know well enough where

you was gone to.”

Mr. Fenwick said that he would think

of it, and let Fanny know on the follow

ing Sunday. He could not make a

promise now, and at any rate he would

not go before Sunday. He did not like

to pledge himself suddenly to such an

adventure, knowing that it would be best

that he should first have his wife’s ideas

on the matter. Then he took his leave,

and as he went out of the house he saw

the miller standing at the door of the

mill. He raised his hand and said,

“Good-bye,” but the miller quickly

turned his back to him and retreated

into his mill.

As he walked up to his house through

the village he met Mr. Puddleham. “So

Sam Brattle is off again, sir,” said the

minister.

“Off what, Mr. Puddleham ?”

“ Gone clean away. Out of the

country.”

“ Who has told you that, Mr. Pud

dleham ?” -

“Isn’t it true, sir? You ought to

know, Mr. Fenwick, as you're one of

the bailsmen.”

“I’ve just been at the mill, and I

didn’t see him.”

“I don’t think you’ll ever see him at

the mill again, Mr. Fenwick ; nor yet in

Bullhampton, unless the people have to

bring him here.”

“ As I was saying, I didn’t see him

atthe mill, Mr. Puddleham, because I

didn’t go in. But he’s working there at

this moment, and has been all the day.

He’s all right, Mr. Puddleham. You go

and have a few words with him or with

his father, and you’ll find they’re quite

comfortable at the mill now.”

“ Constable Hicks told me that he

was out of the country,” said Mr. Pud

dleham, walking away in considerable

disgust.

 

Mrs. Fenwick’s opinion was, upon the

whole, rather in favor of the second ex

pedition to Pycroft Common: as she

declared, the mother should at any rate

be allowed to see her child. She indeed

would not submit to the idea of the

miller’s indomitable powers. If she

were Mrs. Brattle, she said, she’d pull

the old man’s ears and make him give

way.

“ You go and try,” said the vicar.

On the Sunday morning following,

Fanny was told that on Wednesday Mr.

Fenwick would drive her mother over

to Pycroft Common. He had no doubt,

he said, but that Carry would still be

found living with Mrs. Burrows. He

explained that the old woman had luckily

been absent during his visit, but would

probably be there when they went again.

As to that, they must take their chance.

And the whole plan was arranged: Mr.

Fenwick was to be on the road in his

gig at Mr. Gilmore’s gate at ten o’clock,

and Mrs. Brattle was to meet him there

at that hour.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

MRS. BRA‘l'l'LE’S JOURNEY.

MR5. BRATTLE was waiting at the

stile opposite to Mr. Gilmore’s gate as

Mr. Fenwick drove up to the spot. No

doubt the dear old woman had been there

for the last half hour, thinking that the

walk would take her twice as long as it

did, and fearing that she might keep the

vicar waiting. She had put on her Sun

day clothes and her Sunday bonnet, but

when she climbed up into the vacant

place beside her friend, she found her

position to be so strange that for a while

she could hardly speak. He said a few

words to her, but pressed her with no

questions, understanding the cause of

her embarrassment. He could not but

think that of all his parishioners no two

were so unlike each other as were the

miller and his wife. The one was so

hard and invincible—the other so soft

and submissive! Nevertheless it had

always been said that Brattle had been

a tender and affectionate husband. By
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degrees the woman’s awe at the horse

and gig and strangeness of her position

wore off, and she began to talk of her

daughter. She had brought a little bun

dle with her, thinking that she might

supply feminine wants, and had apolo

gized humbly for venturing to come so

laden. Fenwick, who remembered what

Carry had said about money that she still

had, and who was nearly sure that the

murderers had gone to Pycroft Common

after the murder had been committed,

had found a difliculty in explaining to

Mrs. Brattle that her child was probably

not in want. The son had been accused

of the murder of the man, and now the

vicar had but little doubt that the

daughter was living on the proceeds of

the robbery.

“It’s a hard life she must be living,

Mr. Fenwick, with an old ’o0man the

likes of that,” said Mrs. Brattle. “ Per

haps if I’d brought a morsel of some’at

to eat—”

“I don’t think they’re pressed in that

way, Mrs. Brattle.”

“Ain’t they now? But it’s a’most

worse, Mr. Fenwick, when one thinks

where it’s to come from. The Lord have

mercy on her, and bring her out of it!”

“ Amen,” said the vicar.

“ And is she bright at all, and simple

still? She was the brightest, simplest

lass in all Bull’umpton, I used to think.

I suppose her old ways have a’m0st left

her, Mr. Fenwick ?”

“I thought her very like what she

used to be.”

“’Deed now, did you, Mr. Fenwick?

And she wasn’t mopish and slatternly

like ?”

“ She was tidy enough. You wouldn’t

wish me to say that she was happy?”

“I suppose not, Mr. Fenwick. I

shouldn’t ought—ought I, now? But,

Mr. Fenwick, I’d give my left hand she

should be happy and gay once more. I

suppose none but a mother feels it, but

the sound of her voice through the house

was ever the sweetest music I know’d

on. It’ll never have the same ring again,

Mr. Fenwick.”

He could not tell her that it would.

That sainted sinner of whom he had re

 minded Mr. Puddleham—though she had

attained to the joy of the Lord—even she

had never regained the mirth of her

young innocence. There is a bloom on

the flower which may rest there till the

flower has utterly perished if the hand

ling of it be sufficiently delicate; but no

care, nothing that can be done by friends

on earth, or even by better friendship

from above, can replace that when once

displaced. The sound of which the

mother was thinking could never be

heard again from Carry Brattle’s voice.

“If we could only get her home once

more,” said the vicar, “ she might be a

good daughter to you still.”

“I’d be a good mother to her, Mr.

Fenwick, but I’m thinking he’ll never

have it so. I never knew him to change

on a thing like that, Mr. Fenwick. He

felt it that keenly it nigh killed ’im.

Only that he took it out o’ hisself in

thrashing that wicked man, I a’most

think he’d ha’ died o’ it.”

Again the vicar drove to the Bald

faced Stag, and again he walked along

the road and over the common. He

offered his arm to the old woman, but

she wouldn’t accept it; nor would she

upon any entreaty allow him to carry

her bundle. She assured him that his

doing so would make her utterly wretch

ed, and at last he gave up the point.

She declared that she suffered nothing

from fatigue, and that her two miles’

walk would not be more than her Sun

day journey to church and back. But

as she drew near to the house she be

came uneasy, and once asked to be

allowed to pause for a moment. “ May

be, then,” said she, “ after all, my girl ’d

rather that I wouldn’t trouble her.” He

took her by the arm and led her along,

and comforted her, assuring her that if

she would take her child in her arms,

Carry would for the moment he in a

heaven of happiness. “ Take her into

my arms, Mr. Fenwick? Why, isn’t

she in my very heart of hearts at this

moment? And I won’t say not a

word sharp to her—not now, Mr. Fen

wick. And why would I say sharp

words at all? I suppose she under

stands it all.”
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“I think she does, Mrs. Brattle.”

They had now reached the door, and

the vicar knocked. No answer came at

once, but such had been the case when

he knocked before. He had learned to

understand that in such a household it

might not be wise to admit all comers

without consideration. So he knocked

again, and then again. But still there

came no answer. Then he tried the door,

and found that it was locked. “ Maybe

she’s seen me coming,” said the mother,

“ and now she won’t let me in.” The

vicar then went round the cottage and

found that the back door also was closed.

Then he looked in at one of the front

windows, and became aware that no one

was sitting, at least, in the kitchen.

There was an up-stairs room, but of that

the window was closed.

“I begin to fear,” he said, “ that

neither of them is at home.”

At this moment he heard the voice of

a woman calling to him from the door of

the nearest cottage—one of the two brick

tenements which stood together—and

from her learned that Mrs. Burrows had

gone into Devizes, and would not prob

ably be home till the evening. Then he

asked after Carry, not mentioning her

name, but speaking of her as the young

woman who lived with Mrs. Burrows.

“ Her young man come and took her

up to Lon’on o’ Saturday,” said the

woman.

Femvick heard the words, but Mrs.

Brattle did not hear them. It did not

occur to him not to believe the woman’s

statement, and all his hopes about the

poor creature were at once dashed to

the ground. His first feeling was no

doubt one of resentment that she had

broken her word to him. She had said

that she would not go within a month

without letting him know that she was

going; and there is no fault, no vice,

that strikes any of us so strongly as

falsehood or injustice against ourselves.

And then the nature of the statement

was so terrible! She had gone back

into utter degradation and iniquity. And

who was the young man? As far as he

could obtain a clew through the informa

tion which had reached him from various

 

sources, this young man must be the

companion of the Grinder in the murder

and robbery of Mr. Trumbull. “ She

has gone away, Mrs. Brattle,” said he,

with as sad a voice as ever a man used.

“ And where be she gone to, Mr.

Fenwick? Cannot I go arter her?” He

simply shook his head, and took her by

the arm to lead her away. “Do they

know nothing of her, Mr. Fenwick ?”

“ She has gone away—probably to

London. We must think no more about

her, Mrs. Brattle—at any rate for the

present. I can only say that I am very,

very sorry that I brought you here.”

The drive back to Bullhampton was

very silent and very sad. Mrs. Brattle

had before her the difficulty of explain

ing her journey to her husband, together

with the feeling that the difficulty had

been incurred altogether for nothing.

As for Fenwick, he was angry with him

self for his own past enthusiasm about

the girl. After all, Mr. Chamberlaine

had shown himself to be the wiser man

of the two. He had declared it to be no

good to take up special cases, and the

vicar as he drove himself home notified to

himself his assent to the prebendary’s

doctrine. The girl had gone off the mo

ment she had ascertained that her friends

were aware of her presence and situation.

What to her had been the kindness of

her clerical friend, or the stories brought

to her from her early home, or the dirt

and squalor of the life which she was

leading? The moment that there was a

question of bringing her back to the

decencies of the world, she escaped

from her friends and hurried back to the

pollution which, no doubt, had charms

for her. He had allowed himself to

think that in spite of her impurity she

might again be almost pure, and this was

his reward ! He deposited the poor

woman at the spot at which he had

taken her up, almost without a word,

and then drove himself home with a

heavy heart. “I believe it will be best

to be like her father, and never to name

her again,” said he to his wife.

“ But what has she done, Frank ?”

“Gone back to the life which I sup

pose she likes best. Let us say no more
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about it—at any rate for the present. I’m

sick at heart when I think of it.”

Mrs. Brattle, when she got over the

stile close to her own home, saw her

husband standing at the mill door. Her

heart sank within her, if that could be

said to sink which was already so low.

He did not move, but stood there with

his eyes tixed upon her. She had hoped

that she might get into the house unob

served by him and learn from Fanny

what had taken place, but she felt so

like a culprit that she hardly dared to

enter the door. Would it not be best

to go to him at once and ask his pardon

for what she had done? When he spoke

to her, which he did at last, his voice was

a relief to her. “ Where hast been,

Maggie?” he asked. She went up to

him, put her hand on the lappet of his

coat and shook her head. “ Best go in

and sit easy and bear what God sends,”

he said. “What’s the use of scouring

about the country here and there?”

“ There has been no use in it to-day,

feyther,” she said.

“ There arn’t no use in it—not never,”

he said ; and after that there was no

more about it. She went into the house

and handed the bundle to Fanny, and sat

down on the bed and cried.

On the following morning Frank Fen

wick received the following letter:

“ LONDON, Sunday.

“HONORED SIR :

“I told you that Iwould write if it

came as I was going away, but I’ve been

forced to go without writing. There was

nothing to write with at the cottage.

Mrs. Burrows and me bad words, and I

thought as she would rob me, and per

haps worse. She is a bad woman, and

I could stand it no longer; so I just

come up here, as there was nowhere else

for me to find a place to lie down in. I

thought I’d just write and tell you, be

cause of my word; but I know it isn’t

no use.

“I’d send my respects and love to

father and mother, if I dared. I did

think of going over; but I know he’d

kill me, and so he ought. I’d send my

respects to Mrs. Fenwick, only that I

 

isn’t fit to name her ;—and my love to

sister Fanny. l‘ve come away here, and

must just wait till I die.

“ Yours humbly, and most unfortu

nate, CARRY.

“ If it’s any good to be sorry, nobody

can be more sorry than me, and nobody

more unhappy. I did try to pray when

you was gone, but it only made me more

ashamed. If there was only anywhere

to go to, I’d go.”

 

CHAPTER XXIX.

THE BULL AT L0Rl.\’G.

GILMORE had told his friend that he

would do two things—that he would

start off and travel for four or five years,

and that he would pay a visit to Loring.

Fenwick had advised him to do neither,

but to stay at home and dig and say his

prayers. But in such emergencies no

man takes his friend’s advice; and when

Mr. Chamberlaine had left him, Gilmore

had made up his mind that he would at

any rate go to Loring. He went to

church on the Sunday morning. and was

half resolved to tell Mrs. Fenwick of his

purpose ; but chance delayed her in the

church, and he sauntered away home

without having mentioned it. He let

half the next week pass by without stir

ring beyond his own grounds. During

those three days he changed his mind

half a dozen times; but at last, on the

Thursday, he had his portmanteau pack

ed and started on his journey. As he

was preparing to leave the house he

wrote one line to Fenwick in pencil: “I

am this moment off to Loring.—H. G.”

This he left in the village as he drove

through to the Westbury station.

He had formed no idea in his own

mind of any definite purpose in going.

He did not know what he should do or

what say when he got to Loring. He

had told himself a hundred times that

any persecution of the girl on his part

would be mean and unworthy of him.

And he was also aware that no condi

tion in which a man could place himself

was more open to contempt than that of

a whining, pining, unsuccessful lover.
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A man is bound to take a woman’s de

cision against him, bear it as he may,

and say as little against it as possible.

He is bound to do so when he is con

vinced that a woman’s decision is final;

and there can be no stronger proof of

such finality than the fact that she has

declared a preference for some other

man. All this Gilmore knew, but he

would not divest himself of the idea that

there might still be some turn in the

wheel of fortune. He had heard a vague

rumor that Captain Marrable, his rival,

was a very dangerous man. His uncle

was quite sure that the captain’s father

was thoroughly bad, and had thrown out

hints against the son, which Gilmore in

his anxiety magnified till he felt con

vinced that the girl whom he loved with

all his heart was going to throw herself

into the arms of a thorough scamp.

Could he not do something—if not for

his own sake, then for hers? Might it

not be possible for him to deliver her

from danger? What if he should dis

cover some great iniquity ?—would she

not then in her gratitude be softened to

ward him? It was on the cards that

this reprobate was married already, and

was about to commit bigamy. It was

quite probable that such a man should

be deeply in debt. As for the fortune

that had been left to him, Mr. Chamber

laine had already ascertained that that

amounted to nothing. It had been con

sumed to the last shilling in paying the

joint debts of the father and son. Men

such as Mr. Chamberlaine have sources

of information which are marvelous to

the minds of those who are more se

cluded, and not the less marvelous be

cause the information is invariably false.

Gilmore in this way almost came to a

conviction that Mary Lowther was about

to sacrifice herself to a man utterly un

worthy of her, and he taught himself not

to think—but to believe it to be possi

ble—that he might save her. Those

who knew him would have said that he

was the last man in the world to be

carried away by a romantic notion ; but

he had his own idea of romance as

plainly developed in his mind as was

ever the case with a knight of old who

 

went forth for the relief of a distressed

damsel. If he could do anything to

ward saving her, he would do it, or try

to do it, though he should be brought to

ruin in the attempt. Might it not be

that at last he would have the reward

which other knights always attained?

The chance in his favor was doubtless

small, 'but the world was nothing to him

without this chance.

He had never been at Loring before,

but he had learned the way. He went

to Chippenham and Swindon, and then

by the train to Loring. He had no very

definite plan formed for himself. He

rather thought that he would call at Miss

Marrable’s house—call if possible when

Mary Lowther was not there—and learn

from the elder lady something of the

facts of the case. He had been well

aware for many weeks past, from early

days in the summer, that old Miss Mar

rable had been in favor of his claim.

He had heard, too, that there had been

family quarrels among the Marrables,

and a word had been dropped in his

hearing by Mrs. Fenwick which had im

plied that Miss Marrable was by no

means pleased with the match which her

niece Mary Lowther was proposing to

herself. Everything seemed to show

that Captain Marrable was a most unde

sirable person.

When he reached the station at

Loring, it was incumbent on him to go

somewhither at once. He must provide

for himself for the night. He found two

omnibuses at the station, and two inn

servants competing with great ardor for

his carpet-bag. There were the Dragon

and the Bull fighting for him. The Bull

in the Lowtown was commercial and

prosperous. The Dragon at Uphill was

aristocratic, devoted to county purposes,

and rather hard set to keep its jaws

open and its tail flying. Prosperity is

always becoming more prosperous, and

the allurements of the Bull prevailed.

“ Are you a-going to rob the gent of his

walise ?” said the indignant Boots of the

Bull as be rescued Mr. Gilmore’s pro

perty from the-hands of his natural ene

my, as soon as he had secured the en

trance of Mr. Gilmore into his own
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vehicle. Had Mr. Gilmore known that

the Dragon was next door but one to

Miss Marrable’s house, and that the

Bull was nearly equally contiguous to

that in which Captain Marrable was re

siding, his choice probably would not

have been altered. In such cases the

knight who is to be the deliverer desires

above all things that he may be near to

his enemy.

He was shown up to a bed-room,

and then ushered into the commercial

room of the house. Loring, though it

does a pretty trade as a small town, and

now has for some years been regarded

as a thriving place in its degree, is not

of such importance in the way of busi

ness as to support a commercial inn of

the first class. At such houses the

commercial room is as much closed

against the uninitiated as is a first-class

club in London. In such rooms a non

commercial man would be almost as

much astray as is a non'broker in Capel

Court, or an attorney in a Bar mess-room.

At the Bull things were a little mixed.

The very fact that the words “ Com

mercial Room” were painted on the

door proved to those who understood

such matters that there was a doubt in

the case. They had no coffee-room at

the Bull, and strangers who came that

way were of necessity shown into that

in which the gentlemen of the road were

wont to relax themselves. Certain com

mercial laws are maintained in such

apartments. Cigars are not allowed be

fore nine o’clock, except upon some dis

tinct arrangement with the waiter. There

is not, as a rule, a regular daily com

mercial repast, but when three or more

gentleman dine together at. five o’clock,

the dinner becomes a commercial dinner,

and the commercial laws as to wine, etc.,

are enforced, with more or less restriction

as circumstances may seem to demand.

At the present time there was but one

occupant of the chamber to greet Mr.

Gilmore when he entered, and this greet

ing was made with all the full honors of

commercial courtesy. The commercial

gentleman is of his nature gregarious,

and although he be exclusive to a strong

degree—more so probably than almost

 
any other man in regard to the sacred

hour of dinner when in the full glory of

his confraternity—he will condescend,

when the circumstances of his profession

have separated him from his professional

brethren, to be festive with almost any

gentleman whom chance may throw in

his way. Mr. Cockey had been alone for

a whole day when Gilmore arrived, hav

ing reached Loring just twenty-four hours

in advance of our friend, and was con

templating the sadly-diminished joys of

a second solitary dinner at the Bull when

fortune threw this stranger in his way.

The waiter, looking at the matter in a

somewhat similar light, and aware that a

combined meal would be for the advan

tage of all parties, very soon assisted

Mr. Cockey in making his arrangements

for the evening. Mr. Gilmore would no

doubt want to dine. Dinner would be

served at five o’clock. Mr. Cockey was

going to dine, and Mr. Gilmore, the

waiter thought, would probably be glad

to join him. Mr. Cockey expressed

himself as delighted, and would only be

too happy. Now men in love, let their

case be ever so bad, must dine or die.

So much, no doubt, is not admitted by

the chroniclers of the old knights who

went forth after their ladies; but the

old chroniclers, if they soared somewhat

higher than do those of the present day,

are admitted to have been on the whole

less circumstantially truthful. Our knight

was very sad at heart, and would have

done according to his prowess as much

as any Orlando of them all for the lady

whom he loved; but nevertheless he was

anhungered: the mention of dinner was

pleasant to him, and he accepted the

joint courtesies of Mr. Cockey and the

waiter with gratitude.

The codfish and beefsteak. though

somewhat woolly and tough, were whole

some, and the pint of sherry which at

Mr. Cockey’s suggestion was supplied

to them, if not of itself wholesome, was

innocent by reason of its dimensions.

Mr. Cockey himself was pleasant and

communicative, and told Mr. Gilmore a

good deal about Loring. Our friend

was afraid to ask any leading questions

as to the persons in the place who in
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terested himself, feeling conscious that

his own subject was one which would

not bear touch from a rough hand. He

did at last venture to make inquiry about

the clergyman of the parish. Mr. Cockey,

with some merriment at his own wit, de

clared that the church was a house of

business at which he did not often call

for orders. Though he had been com

ing to Loring now for four years, he had

never heard anything of the clergyman,

but the waiter no doubt would tell them.

Gilmore rather hesitated, and protested

that he cared little for the matter; but

the waiter was called in and questioned,

and was soon full of stories about old

Mr. Marrable. He was a good sort of

man in his way, the waiter thought, but

not much of a preacher. The people

liked him because he never interfered

with them. “ He don’t go poking his

nose into people’s ’ouses like some of

’em,” said the waiter, who then began to

tell of the pertinacity in that respect of a

younger clergyman at Uphill. Yes; Par

son Marrable had a relation living at Up

hill—an old lady. “No; not his grand

mother.” This was in answer to a joke

on the part of Mr. Cockey. Nor yet a

daughter. The waiter thought she was

some kind of a cousin, though he did

not know what kind. A very grand

lady was Miss Marrable, according to

his showing, and much thought of by

the quality. There was a young lady

living with her, though the waiter did

not know the young lady’s name.

“ Does the Rev. Mr. Marrable live

alone?” asked Gilmore. “\/Vell, yes—

for the most part quite alone. But just

at present he had a visitor.” Then the

waiter told all that he knew about the

captain. The most material part of this

was, that the captain had returned from

London that very evening—had come in

by the express while the two “gents” were

at dinner, and had been taken to the Low

town parsonage by the Bull ’bus. “Quite

the gentleman” was the captain, accord

ing to the waiter, and one of the “hand

somest gents as ever he’d set his eyes

upon.” “ D—n him !” said poor Harry

Gilmore to himself. Then he ventured

upon another question. Did the waiter

 

know anything of Captain Marrable’s

father? The waiter only knew that the

captain’s father was “a military gent,

and was high up in the army.” From

all which the only information which

Gilmore received was the fact that the

match between Marrable and Mary

Lowther had not as yet become the talk

of the town. After dinner Mr. Cockey

proposed a glass of toddy and a cigar,

remarking that he would move a bill for

dispensing with the smoking rule for that

night only; and to this also Gilmore as

sented. Now that he was at Loring he

did not know what to do with himself

better than drinking toddy with Mr.

Cockey. Mr. Cockey declared the bill

to be carried nem. com, and the cigars

and toddy were produced. Mr. Cockey

remarked that he had heard of Sir Gre

gory Marrable, of Dunripple Park. He

traveled in Warwickshire, and was in

the habit, as he said, of fishing up little

facts. Sir Gregory wasn’t much of a

man, according to his account. The

estate was small, and, as Mr. Cockey

fancied, a little out at elbows. Mr.

Cockey thought it all very well to be a

country gentleman and a “ barrow

knight,” as he called it, as long as you

had an estate to follow, but he thought

very little of a title without plenty of stuff.

Commerce, according to his notions, was

the backbone of the nation; and that

the corps of traveling commercial gentle

men was the backbone of trade, every

child knew. Mr. Cockey became warm

and friendly as he drank his toddy.

“ Now I don’t know what you are, sir,”

said he.

“ I’m not very much of anything,” said

Gilmore.

“ Perhaps not, sir. Let that be as it

may. But a man, sir, that feels that

he’s one of the supports of the commer

cial supremacy of this nation ain’t got

much reason to be ashamed of himself.”

“ Not on that account, certainly.”

“ Nor yet on no other account, as

long as he’s true to his employers. Now

you talk of country gentlemen !”

“I didn’t talk of them,” said Gilmore.

“Well, no you didn’t; but they do,

you know. What does a country gen
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tleman know, and what does he do?

What’s the country the better of him?

He ’unts, and he shoots, and he goes to

bed with his skin full of wine, and then

he gets up and he ’unts and he shoots

again, and ’as his skin full once more.

That’s about all.”

“ Sometimes he’s a magistrate.”

-“ Yes, justices’ justice! we know all

about that. Put an old man in prison

for a week because he looks into his

’ay-field on a Sunday, or send a young

one to the treadmill for two months

because he knocks over a ’are! All

them cases ought to be tried in the

towns, and there should be beaks paid

as there is in London. I don’t see the

good of a country gentleman. Buying

and selling—that’s what the world has

to go by.”

“ They buy and sell land.”

“ No they don’t. They buy a bit now

and then, when they’re screws, and they

sell a bit now and then when the eating

and drinking has gone too fast. But as

for capital and investment, they know

nothing about it. After all, they ain’t

getting above two and a half per cent.

for their money. We all know what

that must come to.”

Mr. Cockey had been so mild before

the pint of sherry and the glass of toddy

that Mr. Gilmore was somewhat dis

mayed by the change. Mr. Cockey,

however, in his altered aspect seemed to

be so much the less gracious that Gil

more left him and strolled out into the

town. He climbed up the hill, and

walked round the church, and looked up

at the windows of Miss Marrable house,

of which he had learned the site; but

he had no adventure, saw nothing that

interested him, and at half-past nine took

himself wearily to bed.

That same day Captain Marrable had

run down from London to Loring laden

with terrible news. The money on

which he had counted was all gone!

“ What do you mean?” said his uncle:

“ have the lawyers been deceiving you

all through?”

“ What is it to me ?” said the ruined

man. “ It is all gone. They have sat

isfied me that nothing more can be

 done.” Parson John whistled with a

long-drawn note of wonder. “The peo

ple they were dealing with would be

willing enough to give up the money,

but it’s all gone. It’s spent, and there’s

no trace of it.”

“ Poor fellow !”

“ I’ve seen my father, Uncle John.”

“ And what passed?”

“ I told him that he was a scoundrel,

and then I left him. I didn’t strike

him.”

“I should hope not that, Walter.”

“ I kept my hands off him ; but when

a man has ruined you, as he has me, it

doesn’t much matter who he is. Your

father and any other man are much the

same to you then. He was worn and

old and pale, or I should have felled him

to the ground.”

“ And what will you do now?”

“Just go to that hell upon earth on

the other side of the globe. There’s

nothing else to be done. I’ve applied

for extension of leave, and told them

why.” _

Nothing more was said that night be

tween the uncle and nephew, and no

word had been spoken about Mary

Lowther. On the next morning the

breakfast at the parsonage passed by in

silence. Parson John had been think

ing a good deal of Mary, but had re

solved that it was best that he should

hold his tongue for the present. From

the moment in which he had first heard

of the engagement, he had made up his

mind that his nephew and Mary Lowther

would never be married. Seeing what

his nephew was—or rather seeing that

which he fancied his nephew to be—he

was sure that he would not sacrifice him

self by such a marriage. There was

always a way out of things, and \Valter

Marrable would be sure to find it. The

way out of it had been found now with

a vengeance. Immediately after break

fast the captain took his hat without a

word, and walked steadily up the hill to

Uphill Lane. As he passed the door

of the Bull he saw—but took no notice

of—a gentleman who was standing under

the covered entrance to the inn, and who

had watched him coming out from the
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parsonage gate; but Gilmore, the moment

that his eyes fell upon the captain, de

clared to himself that that was his rival.

Captain Marrable walked straight up the

hill and knocked at Miss Marrable’s

door. Was Miss Lowther at home?

Of course Miss Lowther was at home

at such an hour. The girl said that Miss

Mary was alone in the breakfast-parlor.

Miss Marrable had already gone down

to the kitchen. Without waiting for an

other word, he walked into the little back

room, and there he found his love.

“ Walter,” she said,jumping up and run

ning to him, “ how good of you to come

so soon! We didn’t expect you these

two days.” She had thrown herself in

his arms, but though he embraced her,

he did not kiss her. “There is some

thing the matter!” she said. “ What

is it ?” As she spoke she drew away

from him and looked up into his face.

He smiled and shook his head, still hold

ing her by the waist. “ Tell me, Wal

ter: I know there is something wrong.”

“ It is only that dirty money. My

father has succeeded in getting it all.”

“ All, Walter?” said she, again draw

ing herself away.

“ Every shilling,” said he, dropping

his arm.

“ That will be very bad.”

“ Not a doubt of it. I felt it just as

you do.”

“ And all our pretty plans are gone.”

“ Yes—all our pretty plans.”

“And what shall you do now ?”

“ There is only one thing. I shall go

to India again. Of course it is just the

same to me as though I were told that

sentence of death had gone against me

—only it will not be so soon over.”

“ Don’t say that, Walter.”

“ Why not say it, my dear, when I

feel it ?”

“ But you don’t feel it. I know it

must be bad for you, but it is not quite

that. I will not think that you have

nothing left worth living for.”

“ I can’t ask you to go with me to

that happy Paradise.”

“ But I can ask you to take me,” she

said ; “ though perhaps it will be better

that I should not.”

 

“ My darling! my own darling!” Then

she came back to him and laid her head

upon his shoulders, and lifted his hand

till it came again round her waist. And

he kissed her forehead and smoothed

her hair. “ Swear to me,” she said,

9 that whatever happens you will not put

me away from you.”

“ Put you away, dearest! A man

doesn’t put away the only morsel he has

to keep him from starving. But yet as

I came up here this morning I resolved

that I would put you away.”

“ Walter !”

“ And even now I know that they

will tell me that I should do so. How

can I take you out there to such a life

as that, without having the means of

keeping a house over your head ?”

“ Officers do marry without fortunes.”

“Yes; and what sort of a time do

their wives have? Oh, Mary, my own,

my own, my own ! it is very bad ! You

cannot understand it all at once, but it

is very bad.”

“If it be better for you, Walter—”

she said, again drawing herselfaway.

“It is not that, and do not say that

it is. Let us, at any rate, trust each

other.”

She gave herselfa little shake before

she answered him : “I will trust you in

everything—as God is my judge, in

everything.. What you tell me to do, I

will do. But, Walter,I will say one

thing first. I can look forward to noth

ing but absolute misery in any life that

will separate me from you. I know the

difference between comfort and discom

fort in money-matters, but all that is as

a feather in the balance. You are my

god upon earth, and to you I must cling.

\/Vhether you be away from me or with

me, I must cling to you the same. If

I am to be separated from you fora

time, I can do it with hope. If I am to

be separated from you for ever, I shall

still do so—with despair. And nowI

will trust you, and Iwill do whatever

you tell me. If you forbid me to call

you mine any longer, I will obey and

will never reproach you.”

“I will always be yours,” he said,

taking her again to his heart.
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“ Then, dearest, you shall not find me

wanting for anything you may ask of

me. Of course you can’t decide at

present.”

“I have decided that I must go to

India. .I have asked for the exchange.”

“Yes. I understand; but about our,

marriage ? It may be that you should go

out first. I would not be unrnaidenly,

Walter; but remember this—the sooner

the better, if I can be a comfort to you.

But I can bear any delay rather than be

a clog upon you.”

Marrable, as he had walked up the

hill—and during all his thoughts in

deed since he had been convinced that

the money was gone from him—had been

disposed to think that his duty to Mary

required him to give her up. He had

asked her to be his wife when he believed

his circumstances to be other than they

were; and now he knew that the life he

had to offer to her was one of extreme

discomfort. He had endeavored to shake

off any idea that as he must go back to

India it would be more comfortable for

himself to return without than with a

wife. He wanted to make the sacrifice

of himself, and had determined that he

would do so. Now, at any rate for the

moment, all his resolves were thrown to

the wind. His own love was so strong

and was so gratified by her love that

half his misery was carried .away in an

enthusiasm of romantic devotion. Let

the worst come to the worst, the man

that was so loved by such a woman could

not be of all men the most miserable.

He left the house, giving to her the

charge of telling the bad news to Miss

Marrable ; and as he went he saw in the

street before the house the man whom

he had seen standing an hour before

under the gateway of the inn. And

Gilmore saw him too, and well knew

where he had been.

CHAPTER xxx.

THE AUNT AND THE UNCLE.

M1ss MARRABLE heard the story of

the captain’s loss in perfect silence.

Mary told it craftily, with a smile on her

 
face, as thotigh she were but slightly

affected by it, and did not think very

much on the change it might effect in

her plans and those of her lover. “ He

has been ill-treated, has he not?” she

said.

“ Very badly treated. I can’t under

stand it, but it seems to me that he has

been most shamefully treated.”

“ He tried to explain it all to me, but

I don’t know that he succeeded.”

“ Why did the lawyers deceive him ?”

“I think he was a little rash there.

He took what they told him for more

than it was worth. .There was some

woman who said that she would resign

her claim, but when they came to look

into it, she too had signed some papers

and the money was all gone. He could

recover it from his father by law, only

that his father has got nothing.”

“ And that is to be the end of it ?”

“ That is the end of our five thousand

pounds,” said Mary, forcing a little laugh.

Miss Marrable for a few moments made

no reply. She sat fidgety in her seat,

feeling that it was her duty to explain to

Mary what must, in her opinion, be the

inevitable result of this misfortune, and

yet not knowing how to begin her task.

Mary was partly aware of what was

coming, and had fortified herself to

reject all advice, to assert her right to

do as she pleased with herself, and to

protest that she cared nothing for the

prudent views of worldly-minded people.

But she was afraid of what was coming.

She knew that arguments would be used

which she would find it very difficult to

answer; and, although she had settled

upon certain strong words which she

would speak, she felt that she would be

driven at last to quarrel with her aunt.

On one thing she was quite resolved.

Nothing should induce her to give up

her engagement, short of the expression

of a wish to that effect from Walter

Marrable himself.

“ How will this affect you, dear?” said

Miss Marrable at last.

“I should have been a poor man’s

wife, anyhow. Now I shall be the wife

of a very poor man. I suppose that will

be the effect.”
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“ What will he do ?”

“ He has, aunt, made up his mind to

go to India.”

“ Has he made up his mind to any

thing else?”

“ Of course I know what you mean,

aunt?”

“ Why should you not know? I

mean. that a man going out to India,

and intending to live there as an officer

on his pay, cannot be in want of a wife.”

“ You speak of a wife as if she were

the same as a coach-and-four or a box

at the opera—a sort of luxury for rich

men. Marriage, aunt, is like death

common to all.”

“In our position in life, Mary, mar

riage cannot be made so common as to

be undertaken without foresight for the

morrow. A poor gentleman is farther

removed from marriage than any other

man.”

“ One knows, of course, that there

will be difficulties.”

“VVhat I mean, Mary, is that you will

have to give it up.”

“ Never, Aunt Sarah.

give it up.”

"Do you mean that you will marry

him now at once, and go out to India

with him, as a dead weight round his

neck ?”

“I mean that he shall choose about

that.”

“ It is for you to choose, Mary. Don’t

be angry. I am bound to tell you what

I think. You can, of course, act as you

please, but I think that you ought to

listen to me. He cannot go back from

his engagement without laying himself

open to imputations of bad conduct.”

“ Nor can I.”

“ Pardon me, dear. That depends, I

think, upon what passes between you.

It is at any rate for you to propose the

release to him—not to fix him with the

burden of proposing it.” Mary’s heart

quailed as she heard this, but she did

not show her feeling by any expression

on her face. “ For a man, placed as he

is, about to return to such a climate as

that of India, with such work before him

as I suppose men have there, the burden

of a Wife, without the means of maintain

I shall never

 ing her according to his views oflife and

hers—”

“ We have no views of life. \/Ve know

that we shall be poor.”

“ It is the old story of love and a cot

tage—only under the most unfavorable

circumstances. A woman’s view of it

is of course different from that of a man.

He has seen more of the world, and

knows better than she does what poverty

and a wife and family mean.”

“ There is no reason why we should

be married at once.”

“A long engagement for you would

be absolutely disastrous.”

“ Of course, there is disaster,” said

Mary. “ The loss of Walter’s money is

disastrous. One has to put up with dis

aster. But the worst of all disasters

would be to be separated. I can stand

anything but that.”

“It seems to me, Mary, that within

the last few weeks your character has

become altogether altered.”

“ Of course it has”

“ You used to think so much more of

other people than yourself.”

“ Don’t I think of him, Aunt Sarah ?”

“ As of a thing of your own. Two

months ago you did not know him, and

now you are a millstone round his neck.”

“ I will never be a millstone round

anybody’s neck,” said Mary, walking out

of the room. She felt that her aunt had

been very cruel to her—had attacked her

in her misery without mercy; and yet

she knew that every word that had been

uttered had been spoken in pure affec

tion. She did not believe that her

aunt’s chief purpose had been to save

Walter from the fruits of an imprudent

marriage. Had she so believed, the

words would have had more effect on

her. She saw, or thought that she saw,

that her aunt was trying to save herself

against her own will, and at this she was

indignant. She was determined to per

severe; and this endeavor to make her

feel that her perseverence would be dis

astrous to the man she loved was, she

thought, very cruel. She stalked up

stairs with unrufiied demeanor, but when

there she threw herself on her bed and

sobbed bitterly. Could it be that it was
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her duty, for his sake, to tell him that

the whole thing should be at an end?

It was impossible for her to do so now,

because she had sworn to him that she

would be guided altogether by him in his

present troubles. She must keep her

word to him, whatever happened; but of

this she was quite sure—that if he should

show the slightest sign of a wish to be

free from his engagement, she would

make him free at once. She would make

him free, and would never allow herself

to think for a moment that he had been

wrong. She had told him what her own

feelings were very plainly—perhaps, in

her enthusiasm, too plainly—and now he

must judge for himself and for her. In

respect to her aunt, she would endeavor

to avoid any further conversation on the

subject till her lover should have decided

finally what would be best for both of

them. If he should choose to say that

everything between them should be over,

she would acquiesce; and all the world

should be over for her at the same time.

While this was going on in Uphill

Lane, something of the same kind was

taking place at the Lowtown parsonage.

Parson John became aware that his

nephew had been with the ladies at

Uphill, and when the young man came

in for lunch he asked some question

which introduced the subject: “\"ou’ve

told them of this fresh trouble, no doubt?”

“I didn’t see Miss Marrable,” said

the captain.

“I don’t know that Miss Marrable

much signifies. You haven’t asked Miss

Marrable to be your wife.”

“I saw Mary, and told her.”

“I hope you made no bones about it?”

“I don’t know what you mean, sir.”

“ I hope you told her that you two had

had your little game of play like two

children, and that there must be an end

of it.”

“ No; I didn’t tell her that.”

“ That’s what you have got to tell her

in some kind of language, and the sooner

you do it the better. Of course you can’t

marry her. You couldn’t have done it

if this money had been all right, and it’s

out of the question now. Bless my soul!

how you would hate each other before

 

six months were over! I can under

stand that, for a strong fellow like you,

when he’s used to it, India may be a jolly

place enough—”

“It’s a great deal more than I can

understand.”

“ But for a poor man with a wife and

family—oh dear! it must be very bad

indeed. And neither of you have ever

been used to that kind of thing.”

“I have not,” said the captain.

“ Nor has she. That old lady up

there is not rich, but she is as proud as

Lucifer, and always lives as though the

whole place belonged to her. She’s a

good manager, and she don’t run in

debt; but Mary Lowther knows no

more of roughing it than a duchess.”

“I hope I may never have to teach

her.”

“I trust you never may. It’s a very

bad lesson for a young man to have to

teach a young woman. Some women

die in the learning. Some won’t learn

it at all: others do, and become dirty

and rough themselves. Now, you are

very particular about women.”

“I like to see them well turned out.”

“ What would you think of your own

wife, nursing perhaps a couple of babies,

dressed nohow when she gets up in the

morning, and going on in the same way

till night? That’s the kind of life with

oflficers who marry on their pay. I don’t

say anything against it. If the man likes

it—or rather if he’s able to put up with

it—it may be all very well; but you

couldn’t put up with it. Mary’s very

nice now, but you’d come to be so sick

of her that you’d feel half like cutting her

throat—or your own.”

“It would be the latter for choice,

sir.”

“I dare say it would. But even that

isn’t a pleasant thing to look forward to.

I’ll tell you the truth about it, my boy.

When you first came to me and told me

that you were going to marry Mary

Lowther, I knew it could not be. It

was no business of mine, but I knew it

could not be. Such engagements always

get themselves broken off somehow.

Now and again there are a pair of fools

who go through with it, but for the most
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part it’s a matter of kissing and lovers’

vows for a week or two.”

“You seem to know all about it, Uncle

John ?”

“I haven’t lived to be seventy with

out knowing something, I suppose. And

now here you are without a shilling. I

dare say, if the truth were known, you’ve

a few debts here and there.”

“I may owe three or four hundred

pounds or so.”

“ As much as a year’s income; and

you talk of marrying a girl without a

farthing.”

“ She has twelve hundred pounds.”

“Just enough to pay your own debts,

and take you out to India, so that you

may start without a penny. Is that the

sort of career that will suit you, Walter?

Can you trust yourself to that kind of

thing with a wife under your arm? If

you were a man of fortune, no doubt

Mary would make a very nice wife, but

as it is you must give it up.”

Whereupon Captain Marrable lit a

pipe and took himself into the parson’s

garden, thence into the stables and

stable-yard, and again back to the gar

den, thinking of all this. There was

not a word spoken by Parson John

which Walter did not know to be true.

He had already come to the conclusion

that he must go out to India before he

married. As for marrying Mary at once

and taking her with him this winter, that

was impossible. He must go and look

about him ; and as he thought of this he

was forced to acknowledge to himself

that be regarded the delay as a reprieve.

The sooner the better had been Mary’s

view with him. Though he was l0th

enough to entertain the idea of giving

her up, he was obliged to confess that,

like the condemned man, he desired a

long day. There was nothing happy

before him in the whole prospect of his

life. Of course he loved Mary. He

loved her very dearly. He loved

her so dearly that to have her taken

from him would be to have his heart

plucked asunder. So he swore to

himself; and yet he was in doubt

whether it would not be better that his

heart should be plucked asunder than
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that she should be made to live in

accordance with those distasteful pic

tures which his uncle had drawn for

him. Of himself he would not think at

all. Everything must be bad for him.

What happiness could a man expect

who had been misused, cheated and

ruined by his own father? For himself

it did not much matter what became of

him, but he began to doubt whether for

Mary’s sake it would not be well that

they should be separated. And then

Mary had thrust upon him the whole

responsibility of a decision !

CHAPTER XXXI.

MARY LOWTHER FEELS HER “IAY.

THAT afternoonthere came down to

the parsonage a note from Mary to the

captain, asking her' lover to meet her and

walk with her before dinner. He met

her, and they took their accustomed stroll

along the towing-path and into the fields.

Mary had thought much of her aunt’s

words before the note was written, and

had a fixed purpose of her own in view.

It was true enough that though she loved

this man with all her heart and soul—

so loved him that she could not look

forward to life apart from him without

seeing that such life would be a great

blank—yet she was aware that she hard

ly knew him. We are apt to suppose

that love should follow personal acquaint

ance ; and yet love at third sight is

probably as common as any love at all,

and it takes a great many sights before

one human being can know another.

Years are wanted to make a friendship,

but days suffice for men and women to

get married. Mary was, after a fashion,

aware that she had been too quick in

giving away her heart, and that now,

when the gift had been made in full, it

became her business to learn what sort

of man was he to whom she had given

it. And it was not only his nature as it

affected her, but his nature as it affected

himself, that she must study. She did

not doubt but that he was good and true

and noble-minded; but it might be pos

sible that a man good, true and noble



37° [OCTTHE VICAR OF BULLHAMPTON.

minded might have lived with so many

indulgences around him as to be unable

to achieve the constancy of heart which

would be necessary for such a life as

that which would be now before them if

they married. She had told him that he

should decide for himselfand for her also

—thus throwing upon him the respon

sibility, and throwing upon him also, very

probably, the necessity of a sacrifice.

She had meant to be generous and trust

ing. but it might be that of all courses

that which she had adopted was the least

generous. In order that she might put

this wrong right if there were a wrong,

she had asked him to come and walk

with her. They met at the usual spot,

and she put her hand through his arm

with her accustomed smile, leaning upon

him somewhat heavily for a minute, as

girls do when they want to show that

they claim the arm that they lean on as

their own.

“ Have you told Parson John ?” said

Mary.

“ Oh yes.”

“ And what does he say?”

“Just what a crabbed, crafty, selfish

old bachelor of seventy would be sure to

say.”

“ You mean that he has told you to

give up all idea of comforting yourself

with a wife ?”

“Just that.”

“And Aunt Sarah has been saying

exactly the same to me. You can’t

think how eloquent Aunt Sarah has

been. And her energy has quite sur

prised me.”

“I don’t think Aunt Sarah was ever

much of a friend of mine,” said the

captain.

“ Not in the way of matrimony: in

other respects she approves of you high

ly, and is rather proud of you than other

wise as a Marrable. If you were only

heir to the title, or something of that

kind. she would think you the finest fel

low going.”

“I wish I could gratify her, with all

my heart.”

“ She is such a dear old creature!

You don’t know her in the least, Wal

ter. I am told she was ever so pretty

 when she was a girl; but she had no

fortune of her own at that time, and she

didn’t care to marry beneath her posi

tion. You mustn’t abuse her.”

“ I’ve not abused her.”

“ What she has been saying I am

sure is very true; and I dare say Par

son John has been saying the same

thing.”

“ If she has caused you to change

your mind, say so at once, Mary. I

sha’n’t complain.”

Mary pressed his arm involuntarily,0

and loved him so dearly for the little

burst of wrath. Was it really true that

he, too, had set his heart upon it ?—that

all that the crafty old uncle had said had

been of no avail ?—that he also loved so

well that he was willing to change the

whole course of his life and become

another person for the sake of her? If

it were so, she would not say a word

that could by possibility make him think

that she was afraid. She would feel her

way carefully, so that he might not be

led by a chance phrase to imagine that

what she was about to say was said on

her own behalf. She would be very

careful, but at the same time she would

be so explicit that there should be no

doubt on his mind but that he had her

full permission to retire from the engage

ment if he thought it best to do so. She

was quite ready to share the burdens of

life with him, let them be what they

might, but she would not be a millstone

round his neck. At any rate, he should

not be weighted with the millstone if he

himself looked upon a loving wife in that

light.

“ She has not caused me to change

my mind at all, Walter. Of course I

know that all this is very serious. I

knew that, without Aunt Sarah’s telling

me. After all, Aunt Sarah can’t be so

wise as you ought to be, who have seen

India and who know it well.”

“ India is not a nice place to live in,

especially for women.”

“I don’t know that Loring is very

nice, but one has to take that as it

comes. Of course it would be nicer if

you could live at home and have plenty

of money. I wish I had a fortune of
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my own: I never cared for it before: but

I do now.”

“ Things don’t come by wishing,

Mary.”

H No, but things do come by resolving

and struggling. I have no doubt but

that you will live yet to do something

and to be somebody. I have that faith

in you. But I can well understand that

a wife may be a great impediment in

your way.”

“I don’t want to think of myself at

all.”

“ But you must think of yourself. For

a woman, after all, it doesn’t matter much.

She isn’t expected to do anything par

ticular. A man, of course, must look to

his own career, and take care that he

does nothing to mar it.”

“ I don’t quite understand what you’re

driving at,” said the captain.

“Well, I’m driving at this—that I

think that you are bound to decide upon

doing that which you feel to be wisest,

without reference to my feelings. Of

course I love you better than anything

in the world. I can’t be so false as to

say it isn’t so. Indeed, to tell the truth,

I don’t know that I really ever loved

anybody else. But if it is proper that

we should be separated, I shall get over

it—in a way.”

“ You mean you’d marry somebody

else in the process of time.”

“No, Walter: I do not mean that.

Women shouldn’t make protestations.

but I don’t think I ever should. But a

woman can live and get on very well

without being married, and I should

always have you in my heart, and I

should try to comfort myself with re

membering that you had loved me.”

“I am quite sure that I shall never

marry any one else,” said the captain.

“ You know what I’m driving at now—

eh, Walter ?”

" Partly.”

“I want you to know wholly. I told

you this morning that I should leave it

to you to decide. I still say the same.

I consider myself for the present as

much bound to obey you as though I

were your wife already. But after say

ing \hat, and after hearing Aunt Sarah’s

 

sermon, I felt that I ought to make you

understand that I am quite aware that

it may be impossible for you to keep to

your engagement. You understand all

that better than I do. Our engagement

was made when you thought you had

money, and even then you felt that there

was little enough.”

“ It was very little.”

“ And now there is none. I don’t

profess to be afraid of poverty myself,

because I don’t quite know what it

means.”

“ It means something very unpleasant.”

“ No doubt; and it would he unpleas

ant to be parted, wouldn’t it?”

“ It would be horrible.”

She pressed his arm again as she went

on: “ You must judge between the two.

What I want you to understand is this

that whatever you may judge to be right

and best, I will agree to it, and will

think that it is right and best. If you

say that we will get ourselves married

and try it, I shall feel that not to get

ourselves married and not to try it is a

manifest impossibility; and if you say

that we should be wrong to get married

and try it, then I will feel that to have

done so was quite a manifest impossi

bility.”

“ Mary,” said he, “you’re an angel!”

“No; but I’m a woman who loves

well enough to be determined not to hurt

the man she loves if she can help it.”

“ There is one thing on which we

must decide.”

“ What is that ?”

“I must at any rate go out before we

are married.” Mary Lowther felt this

to be a decision in her favor—to be a

decision which for the time made her

happy and light-hearted. She had so

dreaded a positive and permanent sepa

ration that the delay seemed to her to be

hardly an evil.

CHAPTER XXXII.

MR. GILMORF’S success.

HARRY GILMORE, the prosperous

country gentleman, the county magis

trate, the man of acres, the nephew of
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Mr. Chamberlaine, repected by all who

knew him—with the single exception of

the Marquis of Trowbridge—was now

so much reduced that he felt himself to

be an inferior being to Mr. Cockey, with

whom he breakfasted. He had come to

Loring, and now he was there he did

not know what to do with himself. He

had come there, in truth, not because he

really thought he could do any good, but

driven out of his home by sheer misery.

He was a man altogether upset, and

verging on to a species of insanity.

He was so uneasy in his mind that

he could read nothing. He was half

ashamed of being looked at by those

who knew him; and had felt some

relief in the society of Mr. Cockey till

Mr. Cockey had become jovial with wine,

simply because Mr. Cockey was so poor

a creature that he felt no fear of him.

But as he had come to Loring, it was

necessary that he should do something.

He could not come to Loring and go

back again without saying a word to

anybody. Fenwick would ask him ques

tions, and the truth would come out.

There came upon him this morning an

idea that he would not go back home

—that he would leave Loring and go

away without giving any reason to any

one.- He was his own master. No

one would be injured by anything

that he might do. He had a right

to spend his income as he pleased.

Everything was distasteful that reminded

him of Bullhampton. But still he knew

that this was no more than a madman’s

idea—that it would ill become him so to

act. He had duties to perform, and he

must perform them, let them be ever so

distasteful. It was only an idea, made

to be rejected, but nevertheless he

thought of¢it.

To do something, however, was in

cumbent on him. After breakfast he

sauntered up the hill and saw Captain

Marrable enter the house in which Mary

Lowther lived. He felt thoroughly

ashamed of himself in thus creeping

about and spying things out; and, in

truth, he had not intended to watch his

rival. He wandered into the church

yard, sat there some time on the tomb

' inn.

 stones, and then again went down to the

Mr. Cockey was going to Giott

cester by an afternoon train, and invited

him to join an early dinner at two. He

assented, though by this time he had

come to hate Mr. Cockey. Mr. Cockey

assumed an air of superiority, and gave

his opinions about matters political and

social, as though his companion were

considerably below him in intelligence

and general information. He dictated

to poor Gilmore, and laid down the law

as to eating onions with beefsteaks in a

manner that was quite offensive. Nev

ertheless, the unfortunate man bore with

his tormentor, and felt desolate when he

was left alone in the commercial room,

Cockey having gone out to complete his

last round of visits to his customers.

“ Orders first and money afterward,”

Cockey had said, and Cockey had now

gone out to look after his money.

Gilmore sat for some half hour help

less over the fire, and then, starting up,

snatched his hat and hurried out of the

house. He walked as quickly as he

could up the hill, and rang the bell at

Miss Marrable’s house. Had he been

there ten minutes sooner, he would have

seen Mary Lowther tripping down the

side path to meet her lover. He rang

the bell, and in a few minutes found

himself in Miss Marrable’s drawing

room. He had asked for Miss Mar

rable, had given his name and- had been

shown up stairs. There he remained

alone for a few minutes, which seemed

to him to be interminable. During

these minutes Miss Marrable was stand

ing in her little parlor down stairs try

ing to think what she would say to Mr.

Gilmore—trying also to think why Mr.

Gilmore should have come to Loring.

After a few words of greeting, Miss

Marrable said that Miss Lowther was

out walking. “ She will be very glad,

I’m sure, to hear good news from her

friends at Bullhampton.”

“They’re all very well,” said Mr.

Gilmore.

“ I’ve heard a great deal of Mr. Fen

wick,” said Miss Marrable—“ so much

that I seem almost to be acquainted

with him.”
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“ No doubt,” said Mr. Gilmore.

“Your parish has become painfully

known to the public by that horrible

murder,” said Miss Marrable.

“ Yes, indeed,” said Mr. Gilmore.

“ I fear that they will hardly catch the

perpetrator of it,” said Miss Marrable.

“I fear not,” said Mr. Gilmore.

At this period of the conversation

Miss Marrable found herself in great

difficulty. If anything was to be said

about Mary Lowther, she could not be

gin to say it. She had heard a great

deal in favor of Mr. Gilmore. Mrs.

Fenwick had written to her about the

man ; and Mary, though she would not

love him, had always spoken very highly

of his qualities. She knew well that he

had gone through Oxford with credit—

that he was a reading man, so reputed—

that he was a magistrate, and in all

respects a gentleman. Indeed, she had

formed an idea of him as quite a pearl

among men. Now that she saw him

she could not repress a feeling of dis

appointment. He was badly dressed,

and bore a sad, depressed, downtrodden

aspect. His whole appearance was what

the world now calls seedy. And he

seemed to be almost unable to speak.

Miss Marrable knew that Mr. Gilmore

was a man disappointed in his love, but

she did not conceive that love had done

him all these injuries. Love, however,

had done them all. “ Are you going to

stay long in this neighborhood ?” asked

Miss Marrable, almost in despair for a

subject.

Then the man’s mouth was opened.

“ No, I suppose not,” he said. “I don’t

know what should keep me here, and I

hardly know why I’m come. Of course

you have heard of my suit to your niece.”

Miss Marrable bowed her courtly little

head in token of assent. “ When Miss

Lowther left us, she gave me some hope

that I might be successful. At least, she

consented that I should ask her once

more. She has now written to tell me

that she is engaged to her cousin.”

“ There is something of the kind,” said

Miss Marrable.

“ Something of the kind!

it is settled, isn’t it ?”

I suppose

I

 

Miss Marrable was a sensible woman

one not easily led away by appearances.

Nevertheless, it is probable that had Mr.

Gilmore been less lugubrious, more sleek,

less “ seedy,” she would have been more

prone than she now was to have made

instant use of Captain Marrable’s loss

of fortune on behalf of this other suitor.

She would immediately have felt that

perhaps something might be done, and

she would have been tempted to tell

him the whole story openly. As it was,

she could not so sympathize with the

man before her as to take him into her

confidence. No doubt he was Mr. Gil

more, the favored friend of the Fenwicks,

the owner of the Privets, and the man

of whom Mary had often said that there

was no fault to be found with him. But

there was nothing bright about him, and

she did not know how to encourage him

as a lover. “ As Mary has told you,”

she said, “I suppose there can be no

harm in my repeating that they are en

gaged.”

“ Of course they are. I am aware of

that. I believe the gentleman is related

to you.”

“ He is a cousin—not very near.”

“ And I suppose he has your good

will?”

“ As to that, Mr. Gilmore, I don’t

know that I can do any good by speak

ing. Young ladies in these days don’t

marry in accordance with the wishes of

their old aunts.”

“ But Miss Lowther thinks so much

of you! I don’t want to ask any ques

tions that ought not to be asked. If

this match is so settled that it must go

on, why there’s an end of it. I’ll just

tell you the truth openly, Miss Marrable.

I have loved—I do love—your niece with

all my heart. When I received her let

ter it upset me altogether, and every hour

since has made the feeling worse. I have

come here just to learn whether there

may still possibly be a chance. You

will not quarrel with me because I loved

her so well ?”

t* Indeed, no,” said Miss Marrable,

whose heart was gradually becoming soft,

and who was learning to forget the mud

on Mr. Gilmore’s boots and trousers.
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“I heard that Captain Marrable was

—at any rate, not a very rich man—

that he could hardly aflbrd to marry

his cousin. I did hear, also, that the

match might in other respects not be

suitable.”

“There is no other objection, Mr.

Gilmore.”

“ It is the case, Miss Marrable, that

these things sometimes come on sud

denly and go off suddenly. I won’t

deny that if I could have gained Miss

Lowther’s heart without the interference

of any interloper, it would have been to

me a brighter joy than anything that

can now be possible. A man cannot be

proud of his position who seeks to win

a woman who owns a preference for

another man.” Miss Marrable’s heart

had now become very soft, and she be

gun to perceive, of her own knowledge,

that Mr. Gilmore was at any rate a gen

tleman. “But I would take her in any

way that I could get her. Perhaps—

that is to say, it might be—” And then

he stopped.

Should she tell him everything? She

had a strong idea that it was her first

duty to be true to her own sex and to

her own niece. But were she to tell the

man the whole story, it would do her

niece no harm. She still believed that

the match with Captain Marrable must

be broken off. Even were this done, it

would be very long, she thought, before

Mary would bring herself to listen with

patience to another suitor. But of course

it would be best for them all that this

episode in Mary’s life should be forgotten

and put out of sight as soon as possible.

Had not this dangerous captain come up,

Mary, no doubt—so thought Miss Mar

rable—would at last have complied with

her friends’ advice, and have accepted a

marriage which was in all respects ad

vantageous. If the episode could only get

itself forgotten and put out of sight, she

might do so still. But there must be de

lay. Miss Marrable, after waiting for half

a minute to consider. determined that she

would tell him something. “ No doubt,”

she said, “ Captain Marrable’s income is

so small that the match is one that Mary’s

friends cannot approve.”

 

' happy.

“I don’t think much of money,” he

said.

“ Still it is essential to comfort, Mr.

Gilmore.”

“ What I mean to say is, that I am

the last man in the world to insist upon

that kind of thing, or to appear to tri

umph because my income is larger than

another man’s.” Miss Marrable was

now quite sure that Mr. Gilmore was a

gentleman. “ But if the match is to be

broken off—”

“I cannot say that it will be broken

ofiz”

“ But it may be ?”‘

“ Certainly it is possible. There are

difficulties which may necessarily sepa

rate them.” .

“ If it be so, my feelings will be the

same as they have always been since I

first knew her. That is all that I have

got to say.”

Then she told him pretty nearly every

thing. She said nothing of the money

which \/Valter Marrable would have in

herited had it not been for Colonel Mar

rable’s iniquity, but she did tell him

that the young people would have no in

come except the captain’s pay and poor

Mary-"s little fifty pounds a year; and

she went on to explain that, as far as

she was concerned and as far as her

cousin the clergyman was concerned,

everything would be done to prevent a

marriage so disastrous as that in ques

tion, and the prospect of a life with so

little of allurement as that of the wife of

a poor soldier in India. At the same

time she bade him remember that Mary

Lowther was a girl very apt to follow

her own judgment, and that she was

for the present absolutely devoted to her

cousin. “I think it will be broken off,”

she said: “that is my opinion. I don’t

think it can go on. But it is he that

will do it; and for a time she will suffer

greatly.”

“ Then I will wait,” said Mr. Gilmore.

“I will go home and wait again. If

there be a chance, I can live and hope.”

“God grant that you may not hope in

vain !”

“I would do my best to make her

I will leave you now, and am
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very thankful for your kindness. There

would be no good in my seeing Mary.”

“I think not, Mr. Gilmore.”

“I suppose not. She would only

feel that I was teasing her. You will not

tell her of my being here, I suppose?”

“ It would do no good, I think.”

“ None in the least. Hi just go home

and wait. If there should be anything

to tell me—”

“If the match be broken off, I will

take care that you shall hear it. I will

write to Janet Fenwick. I know that

she is your friend.”

Then Mr. Gilmore left the house, de

scended the hill without seeing Mary,

packed up his things and returned by

the night train to Westbury. At seven

o’clock in the morning he reached home

in a Westbury gig, very cold, but, upon

the whole, a much more comfortable man

than when he had left it. He had almost

brought himself to think that-even yet

he would succeed.

CHAPTER XXXI II.

FARE\VELL

CHRISTMAS came, and a month be

yond Christmas, and by the end of Jan

uary, Captain Marrable and Miss Lowth

er had agreed to regard all their autumn

work as null and void—to look back

upon the love-making as a thing that

had not been, and to part as friends.

Both of them suffered much in this ar

rangement—the man being the louder in

the objurgations which he made against

his ill-fortune, and in his assurances to

himself and others that he was ruined

for life. And indeed no man could have

been much more unhappy than was

Walter Marrable in these days. To

him was added the trouble—which he

did not endeavor to hide from himself or

Mary—that all this misery came to him

from his own father. Before the end of

November sundry renewed efforts were

made to save a portion of the money,

and the lawyers descended so low as to

make an offer to take two thousand

pounds. They might have saved them

selves the humiliation, for neither two -

 

thousand pounds nor two hundred pounds

could have been made to be forthcoming.

Walter Marrable, when the time came,

was painfully anxious to fight somebody,

but he was told very clearly by Messrs.

Block & Curling that there was nobody

whom he could fight but his father,

and that even by fighting his father

he would never obtain a penny. “ My

belief,” said Mr. Curling, “ is that you

could put your father in prison, but

that probably is not your object.” Mar

rable was forced to own that that was

not his object, but he did so in a

tone which seemed to imply that a

prison, were it even for life, would be

the best place for his father. Block &

Curling had been solicitors to the Mar

rables for ever so many years; and

though they did not personally love the

colonel, they had a professional feeling

that the blackness of a black sheep of a

family should not be made public—at

any rate by the family itself or by the

family solicitors. Almost every family

has a black sheep, and it is the especial

duty of a family solicitor to keep the

family black sheep from being dragged

into the front and visible ranks of the

family. The captain had been fatally

wrong in signing the paper which he had

signed, and must take the consequences.

“I don’t think, Captain Marrable, that

you would save yourself in any way by

proceeding against the colonel,” said Mr.

Curling. “I have not the slightest in

tention of proceeding against him,” said

the captain, in great dudgeon; and then

he left the office and shook the ddst off

his feet, as against Block & Curling as

well as against his father.

After this—immediately after it—he

had one other interview with his father.

As he told his uncle, the devil prompted

him to go down to Portsmouth to see

the man to whom his interests should

have been dearer than to all the world

besides, and who had robbed him so

ruthlessly. There was nothing to be

gained by such a visit. Neither money

nor counsel, nor even consolation, would

be forthcoming from Colonel Marrable.

Probably Walter Marrable felt in his

anger that it would be unjust that his
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father should escape without aword to

remind him from his son’s mouth of all

that he had done for his son. The

colonel held some staff office at Ports

mouth, and his son came upon him in

his lodgings one evening as he was

dressing to go out to dinner. “ Is that

you, Walter ?” said the battered old rep

robate, appearing at the door of his bed

room: “I am very glad to see you.”

“I don’t believe it,” said the son.

“ Well, what would you have me say?

If you’ll only behave decently, I shall be

glad to see you.”

“You’ve given me- an example in

that way, sir, have you not? Decency,

indeed !”

“ Now, Walter, if you’re going to talk

about that horrid money, I tell you at

once that I won’t listen to you.”

“That’s kind of you, sir.”

“ I’ve been unfortunate. As soon as

I can repay it,’ or a part of it, I will.

Since you’ve been back, I‘ve done

everything in my power to get a portion

of it for you; and should have got it,

but for those stupid people in Bedford

Row. After all, the money ought to

have been mine, and that’s what I sup

pose you felt when you enabled me to

draw it.”

“ By Heavens, that’s cool !”

“I mean to be cool—I’m always cool.

The cab will be here to take me to din

ner in a very few minutes. I hope you

will not think I am running away from

you -)’!

“I don’t mean you to go till you’ve

heard what I’ve got to say,” said the

captain.

“ Then, pray say it quickly.” Upon

this the colonel stood still and faced his

son—not exactly with a look of anger,

but assuming an appearance as though

he were the person injured. He was a

thin old man, who wore padded coats,

and painted his beard and his eyebrows,

and had false teeth, and who, in spite of

chronic absence of means, always was

possessed of clothes apparently just new

from the hands of a West End tailor.

He was one of those men who, through

their long, useless, ill-flavored lives,

always contrive to live well, to eat and

 

drink of the best, to lie softly, and to go

about in purple and fine linen; and yet

never have any money. Among a cer

tain set, Colonel Marrable, though well

known, was still popular. He was good

tempered, well-mannered, sprightly in

conversation, and had not a scruple in

the world. He was over seventy, had

lived hard, and must have known that

there was not much more of life for him.

But yet he had no qualms and no fears.

It may be doubted whether he knew that

he was a bad man—he, than whom you

could find none worse, though you were

to search the country from one end to

another. To lie; to steal—not out of

tills or pockets, because he knew the

danger; to cheat—not at the card-table,

because he had never come in the way

of learning the lesson ; to indulge every

passion, though the cost to others might

be min for life; to know no gods but

his own 0bodily senses, and no duty but

that which he owed to those gods; to

eat all and produce nothing; to love no

one but himself; to have learned nothing

but how to sit at table like a gentleman ;

to care not at all for his country, or even

for his profession ; to have no creed, no

party, no friend, no conscience; to be

troubled with nothing that touched his

heart,—such had been, was and was to

be the life of Colonel Marrable. Perhaps

it was accounted to him as a merit by

some that he did not quail at any coming

fate. When his doctor warned him that

he must go soon unless he would refrain

from this and that and the other—so

wording his caution that the colonel

could not but know and did know that

let him refrain as he would he must go

soon—he resolved that he would refrain,

thinking that the charms of his wretched

' life were sweet enough to be worth such

sacrifice ; but in no other respect did the

caution affect him. He never asked

himself whether he had aught even to’

regret before he died or to fear after

ward.

There are many Colonel Marrables

about in the world, known well to be so

at clubs, in drawing-rooms and by the

tradesmen who supply them. Men give

them dinners and women smile upon
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them. The best of coats and boots are

supplied to them. They never lack

cigars and champagne. They have

horses to ride, and servants to wait upon

them more obsequious than the servants

of other people. And men will lend

them money too, well knowing that there

is no chance of repayment. Now and

then one hears a horrid tale of some

young girl who surrenders herself to

such a one, absolutely for love! Upon

the whole, the Colonel Marrables are

popular. It is hard to follow such a

man quite to the end, and to ascertain

whether or no he does go out softly at

last like the snuff of a candle—just with

a little stink.

“I will say it as quickly as Ican,”

said the captain. “I can gain noth

ing, I know, by staying here in your

company.” ,

“ Not while you are so very uncivil.”

“ Uncivil, indeed ! I have to-day made

up my mind—not for your sake, but for

that of the family—that I will not prose

cute you as a criminal for the gross rob

bery which you have perpetrated.”

“ That is nonsense, Walter, and you

know it as well as I do.”

“I am going back to India in a few

weeks, and I trust I may never be called

upon to see you again. I will not if I

can help it. It may be a toss-up which

of us may die first, but this will be our

last meeting. I hope you may remem

ber on your deathbed that you have

utterly ruined your son in every relation

of life. I was engaged to marry a girl

whom I loved, but it is all over, because

of you.”

“I had heard of that, ¥Valter, and I

really congratulate you on your escape.”

“I can’t strike you—”

“ No, don’t do that.”

“Because of your age and because

you are my father. I suppose you have

no heart, and that I cannot make you

feel it.”

“ My dear boy, I have an appetite,

and I must go and satisfy it.” So say

ing, the colonel escaped, and the captain

allowed his father to make his way down

the stairs and into the cab before he

followed.

 
Though he had thus spoken to his

father of his blasted hopes in regard to

Mary Lowther, he had not as yet signi

fied his consent to the measure by which

their engagement was to be brought alto

gether to an end. The question had

come to be discussed widely among their

friends, as is the custom with such

questions in such circumstances, and

Mary had been told from all sides that

she was bound to give it up—that she

was bound to give it up for her own

sake, and more especially for his; that

the engagement, if continued, would

never lead to a marriage, and that it

would in the mean time be absolutely

ruinous to her and him. Parson John

came up and spoke to her with a strength

for which she had not hitherto given

Parson John credit. Her aunt Sarah

was very gentle with her, but never

veered from her opinion that the en

gagement must of necessity be aban

doned. Mr. Fenwick wrote to her a

letter full of love and advice, and Mrs.

Fenwick made a journey to Loring to

discuss the matter with her. The dis

cussion between them was very long.

“ If you are saying this on my account,”

said Mary, “it is quite useless.”

“ On what other account? Mr. Gil

more’s? Indeed, indeed, I am not think

ing of him. He is out of my mind alto

gether. I say it because I know it is

impossible that you and your cousin

should be married, and because such an

engagement is destructive to both the

parties.”

“ For myself,” said Mary, “ it can

make no difference.”

“ It will make the greatest difference.

It would wear you to pieces with a de

ferred hope. There is nothing so kill

ing, so terrible, so much to be avoided.

And then for him—! How is a man

thrown about on the world as he will be,

to live in such a condition?”

The upshot of it all was, that Mary

wrote a letter to her cousin proposing

to surrender her engagement, and de

claring that it would be best for them

both that he should agree to accept her

surrender. That plan which she had

adopted before, of leaving all the respon
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sibility to him, would not suffice. She

had come to perceive during these weary

discussions that if a way out of his

bondage was to be given to Walter Mar

rable, it must come from her action and

not from his. She had intended to be

generous when she left everything to

him, but it was explained to her, both by

her aunt and Mrs. Fenwick. that her gen

erosity was of a kind which he could not

use. It was for her to take the respon

sibility upon herself; it was for her to

make the move ; it was, in short, for her

to say that the engagement should be

over.

The very day that Mrs. Fenwick left

her she wrote the letter, and Captain

Marrable had it in his pocket when he

went down to bid a last farewell to his

father. It had been a sad, weary, tear

laden performance, the writing of that

letter. She had resolved that no sign

of a tear should be on the paper, and she

had rubbed the moisture away from her

eyes a dozen times during the work, lest

It should fall. There was but little of

intended pathos in it; there were no ex

pressions of love till she told him at the

end that she would always love him

dearly; there was no repining, no men

tion of her own misery. She used all

the arguments which others had used to

her, and then drew her conclusion. She

remembered that were she to tell him

that she would still be true to him, she

would in fact be asking for some such

pledge back from him; and she said

not a word of any such constancy on

her own part. It was best for both of

them that the engagement should be

broken off; and therefore broken off it

was, and should be now and for ever.

That was the upshot of Mary I..owther’s

letter.

Captain Marrable, when he received it,

though he acknowledged the truth of all

the arguments, loved the girl far too well

to feel that this release gave him any

comfort. He had doubtless felt that the

engagement was a burden on him—that

he would not have entered into it had

he not felt sure of his diminished for

tune, and that there was a fearful proba

bility that it might never result in their

 being married ; but not the less did the

breaking up of it make him very wretch

ed. An engagement for marriage can

never be so much to a man as it is to a

woman—marriage itself can never be so

much, can never be so great a change,

produce such utter misery, or of itself

be efficient for such perfect happiness;

but his love was true and steadfast, and

when he learned that she was not to be

his, he was as a man who had been rob

bed of his treasure. I-Ier letter was

long and argumentative. His reply was

short and passionate, and the reader

shall see it:

“ DUKE STREET, January —, 186—.

“ DEAREST l\IARY :

“I suppose you are right. Every

body tells me so, and no doubt every

body tells you the same. The chances

are that I shall get bowled over; and as

for getting back again, I don’t know

when I can hope for it. In such a con

dition it would, I believe, be very wrong

and selfish were I to go and leave you to

think of me as your future husband. You

would be waiting for that which would

never come.

“ As for me, I shall never care for any

other woman. A soldier can get on very

well without a wife, and I shall always

regard myself now as one of those use

less but common animals who are called

’not marrying men.’ I shall never

marry. I shall always carry your pic

ture in my heart, and shall not think

that I am sinning against you or any

one else when I do so after hearing that

you are married.

“I need not tell you that I am very

wretched. It is not only that I am

separated from you, my own dear, dear

est girl, but that I cannot refrain from

thinking how it has come to pass that it

is so. I went down to see my father

yesterday. I did see him, and you may

imagine of what nature was the inter

view. I sometimes think when I lay in

bed that no man was ever so ill-treated

as I have been.

“ Dearest love, goodbye! I could

not have brought myself to say what you

have said, but I know that you are right.
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It had been a sad, weary, tear-laden pertormance, the writing of that letter.

[Vicar of Bullhampton. Chapter XXXIIL]
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It has not been my fault, dear. I did

love you, and do love you, as truly as

any man ever loved a woman.

“ Yours, with all my heart,

“ WALTER l\/IARRABLE.

“I should like to see you once more

before I start. Is there any harm in

this? I must run down to my uncle’s,

but I will not go up to you if you think

it better not. If you can bring yourself

to see me, pray, pray do.”

In answer to this Mary wrote to him

to say that she would certainly see him

when he came. She knew no reason,

she said, why they should not meet.

When she had written her note she

asked her aunt’s opinion. Aunt Sarah

would not take upon herself to say that

no such meeting ought to take place, but

it was very evident that she thought that

it would be dangerous.

Captain Marrable did come down to

Loring about the end of January, and the

meeting did take place. Mary had stip

ulated that she should be alone when he

called. He had suggested that they

should walk out together as had been

their wont, but this she had declined,

telling him that the sadness of such a

walk would be too much for her, and

saying to her aunt with a smile that

were she once again out with him on

the towing-path there would be no

chance of their ever coming home. “I

could not ask him to turn back,” she said,

“ when I should know that it would be

for the last time.” It was arranged,

therefore, that the meeting should take

place in the drawing-room at Uphill

Lane.

He came into the room with a quick,

uneasy step, and when he reached her

he put his arm round her and kissed

her. She had formed certain little res

olutions on this subject. He should

kiss her, if he pleased, once again when

he went, and only once. And now, al

most without a motion on her part that

was perceptible, she took herself out of

his arms. There should be no word

about that if she could help it; but she

was bound to remember that he was

nothing to her now but a distant cousin.

 

He must cease to be her lover, though

she loved him. Nay, he had so ceased

already. There must be no more laying

of her head upon his shoulder, no more

twisting of her fingers through his locks,

no more looking into his eyes, no more

amorous pressing of her lips against his

own. Much as she loved him, she must

remember now that such outward signs

of love as these would not befit her.

“Walter,” she said, “I am so glad to

see you! And yet I do not know but

what it would have been better that you

should have stayed away.”

“ Why should it have been better?

It would have been unnatural not to

have met each other.”

“So I thought. Why should not

friends endure to say good-bye, even

though their friendship be as dear as

ours? I told Aunt Sarah that I should

be angry with myselfafterward if I feared

to tell you to come.”

“ There is nothing to fear — only

that it is so wretched an ending,” said

he.

“ In one way I will not look on it as

an ending. You and I cannot be mar

ried, Walter, but I shall always have

your career to look to, and shall think

of you as my dearest friend. I shall

expect you to write to me—not at first,

but after a year or so. You will be able

to write to me then as though you were

my brother.”

“I shall never be able to do that.”

“ Oh yes—that is, if you will make

the effort for my sake. I do not believe

but what people can manage and mould

their own wills if they will struggle hard

enough. You must not be unhappy,

Walter.”

“I am not so wise or self-confident

as you, Mary. I shall be unhappy. I

should be deceiving myself if I were to

tell myself otherwise. There is nothing

before me to make me happy. When I

came home, there was very little that I

cared for, though I had the prospect of

this money, and thought that my cares

in that respect were over. Then I met

you, and the whole world seemed altered.

I was happy even when I found how

badly I had been treated. Now all that
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has gone, and I cannot think that I shall

be happy again.”

“I mean to be happy, Walter.”

“I hope you may, dear.”

“ There are gradations in happiness.

The highest I ever came to yet was

when you told me that you loved me.”

When she said that he attempted to take

her hand, but she withdrew from him,

almost without a sign that she was doing

so. “I have not quite lost that yet,”

she continued, “ and I do not mean to

lose it altogether. I shall always re

member that you loved me, Vt/alter;

and you will not forget that I too loved

you)’

“ Forget it ?—no, I don’t exactly think

that I shall forget it.”

“I don’t know why it should make us

altogether unhappy, For a time, I sup

pose, we shall be downhearted.”

“I shall, I know. I can’t pretend to

such strength as to say that I can lose

what I want and not feel it.”

“We shall both feel it, Walter, but I

do not know that we must be miserable.

When do you leave England ?”

“ Nothing is settled. I have not had

the heart to think of my departure. It

will not be for a month or two yet. I

suppose I shall stay out my' regular

Indian time.”

“And what shall you do with your

self ?” '

“I have no plans at all, Mary. Sir

Gregory has asked me to Dunripple, and

Ishall remain there probably till I am

tired of it. It will be so pleasant talk

ing to my uncle of my father.”

“Do not talk of him at all, Walter.

You will best forgive him by not talking

of him. We shall hear, I suppose, of

what you do from Parson John.”

She had seated herself a little way

from him, and he did not attempt to

draw near to her again till at her bidding

he rose to leave her. He sat there for

nearly an hour, and during that time

much more was said by her than by him.

She endeavored to make him understand

that he was as free as air, and that she

would hope some day to hear that he

was married. In reply to this he as

serted very loudly that he would never

 

call any woman his wife unless unex

pected circumstances should enable him

to return and again ask for her hand.

“ Not that you are to wait for me,

Mary,” he said. She smiled, but made

no definite answer to this. She had

told herself that it would not be for his

welfare that she should allude to the

possibility of a renewed engagement, and

she did not allude to it.

-“ God bless you, Walter!” she said

at last, coming to him and offering him

her hand.

“ God bless you, for ever and ever,

dearest Mary l” he said, taking her in

his arms and kissing her again and

again. It was to be the last, and she

did not seem to shun him. Then he

left her, went as far as the door and re

turned again. “ Dearest, dearest Mary!

You will give me one more kiss ?”

“It shall be the last, Walter,” she

said. Then she did kiss him, as she

would have kissed her brother that was

going from her, and escaping from his

arms she left the room.

He had come to Loring late on the

previous evening, and on that same day

he returned to London. No doubt he

dined at his club, drank a pint of wine

and smoked a cigar or two, though he

did it all aftera lugubrious fashion. Men

knew that he had fallen into great trou

ble in the matter of his inheritance, and

did not expect him to be joyful and of

pleasant countenance. “ By George!”

said little Captain Boodle, “if it was my

governor, I’d go very near being hung

for him—I would, by George !” Which

remark obtained a good deal of general

sympathy in the billiard-room of that

military club. In the mean time, Mary

Lowther at Loring had resolved that she

would not be lugubrious, and she sat

down to dinner opposite to her aunt with

a pleasant smile on her face. Before the

evening was over, however, she had in

some degree broken down. “I fearl

can’t get along with novels, Aunt Sarah,”

she said. “ Don’t you think I could find

something to do ?”

Then the old lady came round the

room and kissed her niece, but she made

no other reply.
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

BULLHAMPTON NEWS.

WHEN the matter was quite settled at

Loring—when Miss Marrable not only

knew that the engagement had been sur

rendered on both sides, but that it had

been so surrendered as to be incapable of

being again patched up—she bethought

herself of her promise to Mr. Gilmore.

This did not take place for a fortnight

after the farewell which was spoken in the

last chapter, at which time Walter Mar

rable was staying with his uncle, Sir Greg

ory, at Dunripple. Miss Marrable had

undertaken that Mr. Gilmore should be

informed as soon as the engagement was

brought to an end, and he had been told

that this information should reach him

through Mrs. Fenwick. When a fort

night had passed, Miss Marrable was

aware that Mary had not herself written

to her friend at Bullhampton; and

though she felt herself to be shy of the

subject, though she entertained a repug

nance to make any communication based

on a hope that Mary might after a while

receive her old lover graciously—for time

must of course be needed before such

grace could be accorded—she did write

a few lines to Mrs. Fenwick. She ex

plained that Captain Marrable was to

return to India, and that he was to go

as a free man. Mary, she said, bore

her burden well. Of course, it must be

some time before the remembrance of her

cousin would cease to be a burden to her;

but she went about her heavy task with

a good will, so said Miss Marrable, and

would no doubt conquer her own unhap

piness after a time by the strength of

her personal character. Not a word was

spoken of Mr. Gilmore, but Mrs. Fen

wick understood it all. The letter, she

knew well, was a message to Mr. Gil

more—a message which it would be her

duty to give as soon as possible, that he

might extract from it such comfort as it

would contain for him, though it would

be his duty not to act upon it for, at any

rate, many months to come. “ And it

will be a comfort to him,” said her hus

band when he read Miss Marrable’s letter.

“ Of all the men I know he is the most .

 

constant,” said Mrs. Fenwick, “ and best

deserves that his constancy should be

rewarded.”

“ It is the man’s nature,” said the

parson. “ Of course he will get her at

last; and when he has got her, he will

be quite contented with the manner in

which he has won her. There’s nothing

like going on with a thing. I believe I

might be a bishop if I set my heart on it.”

“ Why don’t you, then ?”

“I am not sure that the beauty of the

thing is so well defined to me as is Mary

Lowther’s to poor Harry. In perse

verance and success of that kind the

man’s mind should admit of no doubt.

Harry is quite clear of this—that in spite

of Mary’s preference for her cousin, it

would be the grandest thing in the world

to him that she should marry him. The

certainty of his condition will pull him

through at last.”

Two days after this, Mrs. Fenwick

put Miss Marrable’s letter into Mr. Gil

more’s hand, having perceived that it

was specially written that it might be

so treated. She kept it in her pocket

till she should chance to see him, and

at last handed it to him as she met him

walking on his own grounds. “I have

a letter from Loring,” she said.

“ From Mary?”

“No—from Mary’s aunt. I have it

here, and I think you had better read it.

To tell you the truth, Harry, I have

been looking for you ever since I got it.

Only you must not make too much of it.”

Then he readthe letter. “ What do

you mean,” he asked, “by making too

much of it ?”

“ You must not suppose that Mary is

the same as before she saw this cousin

of hers.”

“ But she is the same.”

“ Well, yes—in body and in soul, no

doubt. But such an experience leaves

a mark which cannot be rubbed out

quite at once.”

“ You mean that I must wait before I

ask her again ?” .

“ Of course you must wait. The mark

must be rubbed out first, you know.”

“I will wait, but as for the rubbing

out of the mark, I take it that will be
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altogether beyond me. Do you think,

Mrs. Fenwick, that no woman should

ever, under any circumstances, marry one

man when she loves another?”

She could not bring herself to tell him

that in her opinion Mary Lowther would

of all women be the least likely to do ,so.

“ That is one of those questions,” she

said, “ which it is almost impossible for

a person to answer. In the first place,

before answering it, we should have a

clear definition of love.”

“ You know what I mean well enough.”

“I do know what you mean, but I

hardly do know how to answer you. If

you went to Mary Lowther now, she

would take it almost as an insult, and she

would feel it in that light, because she is

aware that you know of this story of her

cousin.”

“ Of course I shall not go to her at

once.”

“ She will never forget him altogether.”

“ Such things cannot be forgotten,”

said Gilmore.

“ Nevertheless,” said Mrs. Fenwick,

“ it is probable that Mary will be married

some day. These wounds get themselves

cured as do others.”

“ I shall never be cured of mine,” said

he, laughing. “ As for Mary, I hardly

know what to think. I suppose girls do

marry without caring very much for the

men they take—one sees it every day—

and then afterward they love their hus

bands. It isn’t very romantic, but it

seems to me that it is so.”

“ Don’t think of it too much, Harry,”

said Mrs. Fenwick. “ If you still are

devoted to her—”

“ Indeed I am.”

“ Then wait a while, and we will have

her at Bullhampton again. You know,

at any rate, what our wishes are.”

Everything had been very quiet at

Bullhampton during the last three

months. The mill was again in regular

work, and Sam had remained at home

with fair average regularity. The vicar

had heard nothing more of Carry Brattle,

and had been unable to trace her or to

learn where she was living. He had

taken various occasions to mention her

name to her mother, but Mrs. Brattle

 
knew nothing of her, and believed that

Sam was equally ignorant with herself.

Both she and the vicar found it impos

sible to speak to Sam on the subject,

though they knew that he had been with

his sister more than once when she was

living at Pycroft Common. As for the

miller himself, no one had mentioned

Carry’s name to him since the day on

which the vicar had made his attempt;

and from that day to the present there had

been, if not ill blood, at least cold blood,

between Mr. Fenwick and old Brattle.

The vicar had gone down to the mill as

often as usual, having determined that

what had occurred should make no

difference with him; and the intercourse

with Mrs. Brattle and Fanny had been

as kind on each side as usual; but the

miller had kept out of his way, retreating

from him openly, going from the house

to the mill as soon as he appeared, never

speaking to him, and taking no other

notice of him than a slight touch of

the hat. “ Your husband is still angry

with me,” he said one day to Mrs. Brat

tle. She shook her head and smiled

sadly, and said that it would pass over

some day—only that Jacob was so per

sistent. With Sam the vicar held little

or no communication. Sam in these

days never went to church, and though

he worked at the mill pretty constantly,

he would absent himself from the village

occasionally for a day or two together,

and tell no one where he had been.

The strangest and most important

piece of business going on at this time

in Bullhampton was the building of a

new chapel or tabernacle—the people

called it a Salem—for Mr. Puddleham.

The first word as to the erection reached

Mr. Fenwick’s cars from Grimes the

builder and carpenter, who, meeting him

in Bullhampton street, pointed out to him

a bit of spare ground just opposite to the

vicarage gates—a morsel of a green on

which no building had ever yet stood—

and told him that the marquis had given

it for a chapel. “Indeed !” said Fen

wick. “I hope it may be convenient

and large enough for them. All the

same, I wish it had been a little farther

from my gate.” This he said in a
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cheery tone, showing thereby consider

able presence of mind. That such a

building should be so placed was a trial

- to him, and he knew at once that the

spot must have been selected to annoy

him. Doubtless the land in question

was the property of the Marquis of

Trowbridge. When he came to think

of it, he had no doubt on the matter.

Nevertheless, the small, semi-circular

piece of grass immediately opposite to

his own swinging gate looked to all the

world as though it were an appendage

of the vicarage. A cottage built there

would have been offensive, but a staring

brick Methodist chapel, with the word

SALEM inserted in large letters over the

door, would, as he was aware, flout him

every time he left or entered his garden.

He had always been specially careful to

avoid any semblance of a quarrel with

the Methodist minister, and had in every

way shown his willingness to regard Mr.

I’uddleham’s flock as being equal to his

own in the general gifts of civilization.

To Mr. Puddleham himself he had been

very civil, sending him fruit and vege

tables out of the vicarage garden, and

lending him newspapers. When the

little Puddlehams were born, Mrs. Fen

wick always inquired after the mother

and infant. The greatest possible care

had been exercised at the vicarage since

Mr. Fenwick’s coming to show that the

Established Church did not despise the

dissenting congregation. For the last

three years there had been talk of a new

chapel, and Mr. Fenwick had himself

discussed the site with Mr. Puddleham.

A large and commodious spot of ground,

remote from the vicarage, had, as he

believed, been chosen. When he heard

those tidings, and saw what would be

the effect of the building, it seemed to

him almost impossible that a marquis

could condescend to such revenge. He

went at once to Mr. Puddleham, and

learned from him that Grimes’ story was

 

true. This had been in December.

After Christmas the foundations were to

be begun at once, said Mr. Puddleham,

so that the brickwork might go on as

soon as the frosts were over. Mr. Pud

dleham was in high spirits, and ex

pressed a hope that he should be in his

new chapel by next August. When the

vicar asked why the change of site was

made, being careful to show no chagrin

by the tone of his voice, Mr. Puddleham

remarked that the marquis’ agent thought

that it would be an improvement; “in

which opinion I quite coincide,” said

Mr. Puddleham, looking very stern

showing his teeth as it were, and dis

playing an inclination for a parish quar

rel. Fenwick, still prudent, made no

objection to the change, and dropped no

word of displeasure in Mr. Puddleham’s

hearing.

“I don’t believe he can do it,” said

Mrs. Fenwick, boiling with passion.

“ He can, no doubt,” said the vicar.

“Do you mean to say the street is

his—to do what he likes with it ?”

“ The street is the queen’s highway—

which means that it belongs to the pub

lic—but this is not the street. I' take it

that all the land in the village belongs to

the marquis. I never knew of any com

mon right, and I don’t believe there is

any.”

“ It is the meanest thing I ever heard

of in my life,” said Mrs. Fenwick.

“ There I agree with you.” Later in

the day, when he had been thinking of

it for hours, he again spoke to his wife:

“I shall write to the marquis and re

monstrate. It will probably be of no

avail, but I think I ought to do so for

the sake of those that come after me. I

shall be able to bother him a good deal,

if I can do nothing else,” he added,

laughing. “I feel too that I must

quarrel with somebody, and I won’t

quarrel with dear old Puddleham, if I

can help it.”
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FRENCH FEVER.

“ OOD Americans, when they die,

go to Paris.”

So, at least, says very good American

authority; and whether it be correct or

no, vast numbers of very bad Americans

go there beforehand. Even in these

days of so-called hard times, when busi

ness is dull and when every one is cry

ing poor, the steamers each week are

more crowded than ever before: French

fever rages as it has never done in all

the past years of “good Americans.”

Perhaps these pilgrims go to get a

short glimpse of their future state, as it

was once permitted to Moses to ascend

the mount to view the Promised Land.

On any bright afternoon of this mel

low late summer, the queens of the demi

mona’e hold high carnival at Paris.

Splendid equipages—not infrequently

with blazoned panels and drawn by

horses of fabulous value—roll noiselessly

over the smooth asphalte of the boule

vards; the liveries of the lacqueys, the

trappings of the harness, the appoint

ment of the whole establishment, com

bine gorgeousness with taste; and did

not Maria/lre, who lounges on the luxu

rious cushions, have an air of je ne sais

guoi hardly belonging to unexception

able t1m, none might tell but that it per

tained to the highest of the dames who

grace the green nobility of the New

Empire.

Under the arching trees of the Bois

de Boulogne a pair of spanking trotters

are “ tooled” round the drive with a skill

that belongs rather to the hard palm of

the professional jock than to the deli

cately-veined one under the tan-colored

gauntlet. And while the saucy face of

the famous (or infamous) Cora who

controls them is lavishly generous of

smiles, the frequent nod honors the

passing intimate, and the ringing laugh—

a trifle overbold perhaps—peals merrily

out.

Loungers in front of cafés stare a

moment after the well-appointed coach,

 

grin at each other and wonder, with a

shrug, how long M. le Baron’s purse and

patience will hold out at that rate.

Madame la Baronne, whirling by in her

coupé, looks in the other direction, and

clenches hard her soft hand in its perfect

glove. Size doesn’t shrug her shoulders,

and her wonder is—well, somewhat

different.

But the occupants of that hired fly

yonder watch the coach with undisguised

admiration. They are the Hon. Peter

Oleum, who “ hails from the onlimited

side of the Atlantic Ocean”—where he is

eminent in oil and high upon directories

of accidental insurance—his blooming

daughter, Crinolina, and his very full

blown spouse.

The Hon. Peter Oleums are doing

Europe. They have come over to see

it as it can only be seen by a red-hot

American, by an electric light. So the

Hon. Peter winks at the “ old woman,”

takes an accurate inventory of every

buckle, panel and spring, and mentally

vows she shall have the fellow to it when

they go back in the fall. Then the

“old woman”—reading the Hon. Peter

as though he were a patent three-sheet

poster—chuckles much thereat, wonders

if the lady can be Eugeeny, and if she

could quite venture those liveries in

Fifth avenue.

After a little, the hired fly jogs into

the Bois, and Crinolina spys Cora bowl

ing along the alley of the Lake. Now

it is her turn to make her little inventory,

and she suggests, with a sigh, that such

an establishment would make her per

fectly happy. Once more the Hon.

papa winks at the Hon. mamma, and

remarks how foreign travel does im

prove a girl ; to which the Hon. mamma

readily assents, and cannot see why a

young lady of fashion may not do in

Central Park what a young lady of rank

does in the Bois de Boulogne. _

An hour later, the stately coach and

the natty wagon have rattled to hotels
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gorgeous with every purchasable luxury

and glaring with bizarre splendor, and

deposited their fair, frail occupants.

Submitted to the mystic manipulations

of their femmes decha/nbre, these shortly

reappear—completely metamorphosed—

at their boxes at the opera.

Dressed in perfection of French taste

—color and cut combining perfectly with

complexion and form, a trifle too detaile

tées, perhaps, but with rounded arms and

perfectly-moulded busts that, as yet, tell

nothing of wearing dissipation; with

jewels enough to set up a modest

down-town tradesman—the queens of

the demi-monde are truly the most

artistically and enticingly whited of

sepulchres. Dropping in a measure the

defiant port of road and promenade,

they here replace it by an assured and

easy confidence, taking the gaze of

leveled lorgnettes as their royal pre

rogative to be the cynosure of all eyes.

And all eyes pay the tribute devoutly.

Men-about-town and foreigners with

plethoric pockets analyze each separate

beauty as though she were a Circassian

and they pachas of many tails: pure

minded reformers look, cast up their

eyes, and—look again.

Society turns up its nose and its

opera-glass; makes a note of each new

point in dress and jewels since last

night; then turns to the opera again.

More than one wife changes the bitter,

vengeful look at the glittering sin in the

lage for a sad, yearning one toward the

too steadily leveled-lorguon in the stalls

below; while the would-be Hase’s stare

so intently at the opera that all the

world sees their very ears and back hair

are gazing at the all-observed.

American mamma gives a fluttering

stare at the lorette, a regretful sigh and

a stout nudge to her particular Jones—

who has now exchanged his fitful naps

and wild starts at the chorus for a solid

sleep—while she calls Belinda’s atten

tion to the great beauty of that acena.

But Belinda has had one peep; and

presently, when the acena is through,

she glances at papa and mamma, finds

them looking intently at something, and

screws up her courage and her opera

VOL. IV.—25

 glass to look in the same direction.

And Belinda looks to some purpose.

She notes every flirt of the costly fan,

every fold of the tasteful ribbon, every

point in cut and color. But specially

does she note the wonderful coiffure of

the Queen of the queens.

Chignon! pyramid! coil! frisette!

Science and hair-artistic nomenclature

fail before that miraculous creation that

Cora erects upon her classic head to—

set the world’s fashion! Marvelous as

is her make-up in other particulars, the

head is, in more senses than one, its

crowning point. No human face could

stand the liberties she takes with size

and shape of head-garniture. One must

believe that malicious fun often prompts

her invention of some frightful novelty,

exhibited at the opera only to flash

“ From pole to pole, from China to Japan.”

Presently the opera is done, the boxes

are cleared and the house stands dark

and still. Giddy Paris has scattered to

its thousand brilliant haunts, and Cora’s

carriage has dashed her to where the

delirious revels of the pm': san;$er will

chase the hours till the dawn reels into

daylight. American mamma has mount

ed to her apartment au cinquiéme, where

her lord already rounds off the broken

sleep of the opera, and, in evidence of

clear disgust and healthy conscience,

sounds the peaceful snore.

But the tender Belinda, gracefully

draped in flowing white, stands before

her mirror and strives to frame her pure

little face in the wondrous fashion of

“ that horrid woman.” Vain strife ! She

fails utterly, and blows out her candle

only to dream that she has stunned a

soirée at Delmonico’s by a successful

essay. And she wakes at dawn—unre

freshed, but still unconquered—only to

write eight crossed pages, feebly illus

trated with a pen-drawing of that won

derful head, to the Clarissa of her in

most heart, presently dwelling at Ninety

first street, City.

Elmu fugaces ./

At last the mellow November days

roll round, and The World once more

rides in Central Park. The Hon Peter
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Oleum—stilI more eminent in oil and

higher on accidental insurance—has re

turned. Faithful to his pledge, he sits be

side his “ old woman” in a coach the ex

act counterpart of that which she envied

on the Boulevard. Harness, panels, bla

zonry, all are exact; and The World

looks upon the triumph with a little

admiration and very much envy. But

now it ceases to envy—it is stunned—

when the blooming Crinolina dashes

round a curve at a three-minute gait,

holding the ribbons over a pair of

Morgans with nearly the grace of Cora

herself. The pose of the rounded figure

is delightful, the sweep of the arm per

fect, as she touches up her near horse:

her smile is radiant, and she nods to the

happy males she knows with the prettiest

of little laughs. So perfect is the imita

tion—from the flowing plume to the tan

colored gauntlet—we might swear it was

the Queen herself, transplanted from the

Bois.

And there have been other opera

nights too, and other experiments more

successful. Belinda has returned, as

well, with the fall leaves, and she has

brought with her the fall fashions! The

Clarissa of her inmost heart flies to her

embrace and then to her trunks. Fash

ions are discussed—and Paulina’s mar

riage: then more fashions—Adele’s en

gagement; and more fashions still. The

last novel is tossed aside for the newest

bonnet; a photograph of Notre Dame

has just a glance, while the last thing

in “waists” is dwelt upon with rapture;

quires of tissue-paper are laid upon new

wrappings, pinned, pinched and clipped

—and lo! they are prizes beyond price.

At length the Clarissa of her inmost

heart tears herself away, having first

made an assignation for the Belinda of

her most intimate affection to come to

Ninety-first street, City, then and there

to disclose to the Pattie, Jeannette and

Fannie of both their most sacred bosoms

a few of the weighty secrets already dis

cussed.

Belinda goes. She charms the charm

ing circle: she tells them much that

makes them unspeakably happy, but not

as much as she has disclosed to the Cla

 

rissa of her inmost heart. But even

from her one sacred mystery remains

veiled.

The season opens. Camphor is sha

ken out of curtains, floors are waxed,

cards are scattered and Society looks to

the soles of its dancing-boots. Then

the magic circles of the “ German” trace

their sacred round, and Belinda defies

the proverbial contrariety of dreams:

she does stun a soirée at Delmonico’s

with t/zat hea!!./

How she is the cynosure of glances,

envious, admiring, imitative, indescrib

able! How the dowagers declare the

child is spoiled !—how the friends of her

sacred bosom declare she can’t venture

such liberties with her face, poor thing!

The costume is the counterpart of the

one she has dreamed of—every ribbon

exact, every color identical. Bien gunk’e

—no one thinks of her hands; b0tts? d

rrr1/ir—nota word is whispered of the

slimmest of ankles ; Men déc0ll¢’t¢‘e—only

a stray glance rests upon the perfect

bust. Gloves, ankles and necks Society

knows ; but the Best Boots in the room

cluster round and strive for an extra

turn of the “German” with that Wond¢r

ful Head.’ Not a hair is out of place,

not a curl disarranged. not a coil that

even a friend’s criticism could light

upon! It is Cora’s head, in all its

bizarre grandeur. Ah, Best Boots!

you would not dance the “German”

with Cora at Delmonico’s, yet you burn

for an extra turn with Belinda’s head,

which is only a bad copy of that of the

Queen of the de//li-momle./

It is ridiculous to cavil at fashion—to

object to anything because it is new or

happens to be the rage of the moment.

But American woman are confessedly as

pretty, as bright and ns;)ure as any the

societies of the world know. When

foreigners meet good specimens abroad,

they invariably award them the palm:

seen at home, they combine the aplomb

of the English woman with the nameless

grace and vivacity of the French. As a

rule, they err neither on the side of the

use’ frippery of the Continental, nor of

the overstarched propriety of a certain
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class of British female. And the reason

is simple enough. Their minds, their

characte1-s—and very often their man

ners even—are natural. Their develop

ment is the result of natural causes with

few unwholesome restrictions. Why

then, when they go abroad—why, in the

name of all the gods !—do they become

such servile imitators of what is so far

beneath them?

Perhaps when they travel—and of

late it has become as necessary to the

American as to the Bedouin to fold his

tent—they must imitate. But then why

they do not choose the purer models of

a not too pure society that they only see

from the outside, must puzzle one who

thinks a moment on the subject.

The whole aim and struggle of the

French woman’s life is good taste. She

is rarely a prude, seldom a be! esprit;

she may be neither over brilliant nor too

straightlaced; but she is at equal pains

to hide her moral as her mental de

ficiencies, and she makes war to the

knife on the de/ni-mo/ur'e. In dress, in

carriage, in style, she strives to be its

very antipodes. Why is it, then, that

the proper American woman will trans

fer into her circle those very objection

able features that even the lax French

woman would unhesitatingly reject ?—

that, while the latter walks demurely

through the streets of Paris in the

gravest of dresses and drives in the

plainest of wrappings, the former shows

on the Avenue and in the Park in a

costume that would inevitably excite

comment, if not insult, in the best

governed city of Europe ?

Doubtless French society revels in

the wildest excesses of fashion, manners

and morals—perhaps the French woman

goes to frightful lengths of extravagance,

of eccentricity, of gallantry. But she

does all that in an atmosphere so per

fectly hedged by forms, so free from a

suspicion of under-world grossness, that

she can never be taken for what she is

not.

But certain it is the American women

imitate to such a degree that more than

half their most petted fashions are

copies—perhaps exaggerations—of the

 
most glaring vagaries of the demi-mande.

They transplant to their own firesides,

and nourish for the use of their unsus

pecting daughters, many a shoot that

could spring from no soil less rank than

that of the Nether Paris. Sometimes

they even out-lorette the lorettes, for we

have yet to learn that the late—if not

lamented—-* tilter” ever made its appear

ance in the Quartier Bréda.

It is a question of serious import to

American morals, this; and in the vast

and yearly increasing flow of travel to

Europe should demand at least divided

attention with the choice of the best

hotel. We can imitate much that is

foreign with marked advantage. Scarcely

the most stiff-necked patriot will deny

that the American kitchen would not

suffer for the introduction of French

cookery; we can scarcely aver that

French wines’, as a steady tipple, are

much more harmful than the “ wine of

the country,” to which young America

is at least partial; we would not kick

very much against the French ballet,

bad as the imitation may be; French

periodicals, too, are not very much be

yond a certain class of our own in

morals, while their manners are indis

putably better; English books and Eng

lish clothes are certainly both admirable,

and if young Gau Phaster returns home

so dressed that his friends believe him

an Englishman—even though Brumma

gen—it is only an innocent weakness.

But if our women must imitate when

they go abroad, in Heaven’s name let

them imitate the best, where the best is

bad. Let them discard the false idea

that any pure stream can ever flow from

that impure fountain-head whence they

fish their newest fashions.

Not that our women are the sole

copyists : our men do their share. They

learn while in Paris to give very ques

tionable little suppers to unquestionable

young ladies of the ballet; to dress as

unlike Americans as possible; to dance

can-can, and to drink absinthe like water,

and play rouge-at-noir—if, indeed, they

did not know the two last when they

went over. They learn immediately on

their return to sigh for Cremorne, pine for
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Mabille and doat on “ the Derby ;” to

deplore the barbarity of new countries,

and swear they cannot live in this slow

American town. ‘

But these are small matters in the

main. Our young men come back, in

most instances, to make up by hard work

for the very hard play they have had.

And most of them have forgotten by

spring the nonsense they uttered when

landing in the autumn. As for the few

who come back hopelessly ruined, they

do not count for much, for they are

made of such “perilous stuff” they

would go down hill even in Mr. Lowe’s

balloon.

 

But we have a tender pride in our

women while they remain such—a pride

in their womanhood, in their purity;

and it is very bitter to see them imitate

—even though they do so in all inno

cence—what even aimless fashion and

insane rivalry of display can never make

them.

Though one may touch pitch and not

be defiled, balsam of fir is very apt to

stick to the fingers. So, next time you

go to Paris, dear Belinda, look at Cora

without a lorgnette, and—

“ No more on that head, an’ thou lov’st me !”

T. C. DE LEON.

TWO NAMES.

E carved our names upon a tree

My friend and I, when we were young

With earnest jests of deeds to be,

Of loves unloved and songs unsung.

The tree was felled, the names were rent,

The busy workmen plied the steel:

In shapely craft the parts were blent,

Each name upon a separate keel.

They sailed with topsails all ataunt:

The statelier one—the seaman’s boast,

The captain’s pride, the builder’s vaunt—

Lies splintered on an iron coast.

The other, battered to a hulk,

Yawed slowly in from angry seas,

For evermore the storm to skulk,

And lie inglorious at ease.

One fell where fell a thousand brave

One lives, if this be life, alone:

Your sterner stuff makes earlier grave:

One broke—the other crumbled on.

FRANK Tl-IURBER.
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THE LONELY ONES.

FROM THE GERMAN OF PAUL HEYSE.

FOR several days violent storms had

agitated the ocean, driving the

spring sap mightily into the fig trees on

the high, cliff-like shores of Sorrento,

and ploughing the earth with fertilizing

showers. Many declared that they heard

threatening murmurs in the heart of Ve

suvius, and predicted a near eruption.

The houses, too, seemed to tremble to

their very foundations, and at night an

alarming ringing proceeded from the

utensils which stood near each other in

the cupboards.

But on the last of April the sun finally

re-established his supremacy, and the

little towns stood unscathed on the plain

of Sorrento amid their vineyards and

orange gardens : the earth had not open

ed its mouth to devour them, and the

high shore had proved too strong for the

heaving sea, which, surging against it,

had striven to bear away into the deep

the fruits of the industry of centuries.

On the afternoon of this last day of

April (which was a Sunday) a German

poet—his name has nothing to do with

the story—left the house in which, much

against his inclination. he had been held

prisoner by the storm. The livelong

day had he sat at the window gazing out

over the sea, his cloak thrown across

his knees—for the stone floor of the

room was very chilly—his hat on his

head, and swallowing one glass of wine

after another, without succeeding in

awakening a feeling of warmth within

him.

The little collection of books which

had accompanied him on his journey had

been left in Naples, and in the house of

his host not a printed page could be

found except a missal and acalendar.

How often had he boasted that ennui

never should conquer him, even in sol

itude! But in vain did be deeply and

longingly implore the presence of the

Muse: the winds bore away his prayers,

 

and at last the cold left him no other

idea but the wish to see the sunlight

once again.

The sun burst forth gloriously at last,

and he spent half of the joyful day of its

reappearing in the most reasonable occu

pation of sitting on the balcony and per

mitting it to shine down upon him ; and

when, after dinner, he ascended the path

way which led up the mountain, all his

stiffened feelings woke to new life and

power. So great, so golden, so mighty

had he never before seen the victorious

sun of spring-time: the breath of the sea

seemed sweeter than he had ever felt it,

and penetrated refreshingly to his very

heart. Those leaves on the fig tree

yonder had grown a finger’s length in a

single night; that bush had burst into

white bloom under the sunshine of but

half a day ; and whenever the wanderer,

attracted by intoxicating perfume, bent

to examine the earth, immeasurable beds

of violets lay spread before him. But

terflies no older than the day were

swarming everywhere; all the paths

were lively with people on foot or in

rattling little wagons; the air rang with

the voices of church and chapel bells,

the shouts of the youths on their way

to celebrate a church feast in Sant’ Agata,

a village on the edge of the mountain,

and the echoing ritournelles of the wo

men, who, hand in hand, were hastening

to vespers, or, standing on the sunlit

balconies, gazed out over the ocean.

The farther the German wandered

from these feast-day rejoicings, following

a moderately steep pathway, the more

deeply did it pain him to think of his

own incapability of giving vent and ex

pression to the gratitude which welled

up in his heart for all the wealth of

beauty that glowed around him. How

happy he would have been to stand on

yonder cliff and pour forth his soul in a

song without words, a simple echo of all
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the spring-tide voices that surrounded

him ! But he had good reason to doubt

that his voice would prove a worthy her

ald of his feelings. How enviously did

he think of that tenor in Rome who had

enchanted him for so many evenings!

To fill the air now with such notes as

his! How paltry and powerless, dumb

as a thief, voiceless as the staff in his

hand, did he seem to himself as he strode

on through singing, ringing, blissful

Nature !

“Vi/ho dares call Poesy the highest

art?” exclaimed he, angrily. “ Can she

express the might of such influences as

these? Call to me here the greatest

who ever held command over melodious

words, and they will, like me, their poor

successor, be mute in the presence of

the Immeasurable ! How can they wor

thily describe the light, the ether, the

sea, or the perfumes which float from

yonder orange grove? Even a dancer,

the last of those who still boast them

selves of a Muse, could excel them here!

Can he not express his feelings with his

whole person, in symbols and poses,

and thus, from his head to his feet, pour

forth his intoxication? And a painter!

How happy must he be, no matter how

simple and unpretending, if only he have

power to trace the lines of yonder moun

tain and that cloister at its foot, behind

them the wood and the sea line, and in

the foreground those trees broken by

the recent winds! And if he be a mas

ter, and can reflect the trembling light

over the yellow mountain wall; there,

below, the sea, still tumbling and toss

ing its waves like the shreds of a silver

shot garment; yon vapor hanging above

Vesuvius ; the white church-towers

peeping through the young foliage of the

chestnut trees,—I could almost kill him

with envy!”

In this strange, excited mood he seat

ed himself on a stone by the roadside

and looked gloomily around him.

And had he not deserved that the

softened frame of mind inspired by all

this beauty should thus be disturbed by

the consciousness of his own insuf

ficiency? He had left the house in the

firm, perverse expectation of meeting the

 
long-absent Muse. He had thrust a

quire of paper in his pocket, and behind

yonder projecting rock or in some nook

of the wood or garden he reckoned eager

ly on finding a lyric inspiration; for

the very foolish ambition animated him

here, where all was just budding into

life, to leave some trace' of his own in

significant existence. And every one

has, in his own experience, learned how

the great work of self-renewing Nature

throws him into a mood in which he

would love to do and venture the most

unheard-of things in his limitless unrest

—a desire to create or accomplish some

thing, and not to be the only dead, in

active one when all is blooming and

blossoming.

Alas that this spring-fever should cul

minate, as it generally does, not in some

worthy deed, but in weariness and dis

content! And thus had our friend re

linquished his design, without relinquish

ing his envy of those whom he regarded

as more capable or more successful than

himself.

“ And now these artists come out of

their holes,” murmured he. angrily, “and

make walking,r unsafe with their port

folios, and umbrellas, and camp-stools,

and seat themselves at the spread table

of Mother Nature. They need only

grasp, and both their hands are filled;

and when at last, satiated with her boun

ty, they depart, they bear away as a

parting gift, like a goblet from which

they have drunken, their sketches and

studies, which in after days renew the

pleasure that they here enjoyed. Ah!

they do well to make pilgrimages to the

South: to them it is an open feast; but

we—but I ! Malicious deities have en

ticed me here only to humiliate me.

Was it not enough that at Rome I

burned all my verses on the ‘Frasca

tanerin’ as soon as I saw her portrait at

the Exposition? What are all the verses

of Petrarch compared to the canvas on

which a Titian has enchained the fea

tures of Madonna Laura? \/Vhen paint

ing was yet unknown, that was the time

for poetry. For what is poetry save the

ever-repeated confession that words are

miserable robbers, unworthy even to
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touch the hem of Mother Nature’s gar

ment? In the North, where there is

neither form nor color, Poesy may fancy

herself queen: a beggar is she here ."’

During this wanton self-communion

he had remained gazing fixedly at the

ocean, which deepened in hue each mo

ment, and was now shot with long,

gleaming streaks. It did not occur to

the feverish enthusiast that a painter

would here despairingly fling down his

pencil, for the greatest charm of its in

describable enchantment lay in this very.

change of tone—in the constant mutation

of the beautiful element. But it would

be a mere waste of time to refute all

the complaints which the deluded man

thus heaped upon his Muse, for we

know with whom we are dealing—one

of that “ gifted race” to whom language

seems given only for the purpose of

eternally contradicting themselves. But

perhaps we shall discover that ere the

evening of this very day he deeply re

pented his discontent, and would not

have consented to exchange places with

Saint Luke himself. But that which

was approaching on the left side of the

road seemed scarcely calculated to calm

his anger, but rather made it burst forth

into a hotter flame.

“Oh for a mere sketch even !” he

sighed longingly — “if only a simple

outline !”

She trotted along on the little donkey,

with one leg thrown over the back of the

animal, comfortable and secure—the

other hanging down, the point of the

foot almost touching the ground; her

right elbow supported on her knee, her

hand under her chin, lightly playing with

her neck-chain; the face turned away

toward the sea. What a mass of black

tresses rested on the neck! Red drops

gleamed here and there through it. A

coral head-dress ?—no, fresh pomegranate

flowers. The wind toyed with the loose,

unfastened neckerchief: how dark glow

ed the cheeks! and how much darker

the eyes !

“ Could I but go to her and induce

her to stop even for a half hour, exactly

as she looks now, that I might bear

away with me even a faint shadow of

 

that beautiful creature, it would be a

possession most valuable. Instead, when

I go back, empty-handed, to my brethren

and strive to describe the loveliness of

yonder figure, I will have to hear,

-What a lovely painting it would make!’

But no: it cannot be held fast—that

grace of rest and motion, the rich ripe

ness of youth, the stately features nod

ding up and down at every step of the

animal, from the queenly dignity of the

figure to the dear little foot rocking

childishly to and fro. Come hither, all

ye painters: call them back to me !”

He stood still awaiting the rider, who,

not troubling herself in the least about

the strange wanderer, sat quietly on the

donkey and animated him with a blow

of the rein. She was just riding past

the German—on the edge of the road,

however, so that the greeting which he

was obliged to call to her, her back

being toward him, was only rewarded by

a measured nod of the back of her head.

But in so doing she raised the many

twined nest of black hair from the ex

quisite neck.

A strange atmosphere of rest sur

rounded the whole apparition, and as it

rode on its way there was not a glance

or look that would justify his flattering

himself that this meeting had excited

even as much curiosity and interest as

would be but natural when, in a lonely

hour, a young man and a beautiful wo

man meet unexpectedly in a deserted

mountain path. Whether she were wife

or maiden, nothing either in her costume

or her bearing aided him in discovering.

It is true the first blush of youth seemed

passed, but though no trace of maidenly

hope, expectation or reserve was seen in

the nonchalant features, yet there was a

freshness and purity in the contour of

the face rarely possessed by the matrons

of that land. Her costume was half

town-like, except that the silken skirt was

somewhat shorter and the bodice cut

rather lower than usual; the tightly

fitting sleeves were rolled up; the brow

was unshaded from the sun and a broad

straw hat hung idly on the donkey’s

saddle. Only when the winding road

threatened to hide her from the eyes of
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the stranger did he come to his senses,

and with quick steps stride after her.

He was soon by her side, but as obsti

nately as ever did the animal trot along

on the edge of the declivity, leaving him

only a narrow space between the straw

hat and the mountain wall.

During the conversation which now

ensued she never once turned her head

toward him: her voice was deep, her

dialect bad Neapolitan. Though she

replied so briefly, yet there lay in her

tone neither the desire to dismiss her

questioner nor the wish to enchain him

by coquettish disdain.

“ You come from Sorrento, fair lonely

one ?” asked he.

“ No, from Meta.”

“ You have been to visit friends

there ?”

“ I have been to church.”

“ And now are riding up to the feast

at Sant’ Agata?”

“ No, sir.”

“But this

there ?”

“ No, sir.”

“ Then have the kindness to show me

which is the road.”

“You must go back,” said she, still

without turning, “ and the next path

on the left will take you to the high

road.”

“ If I must go back, I had rather give

up the feast than the pleasure—as long

as it is not annoying to you—of walking

on by your side.”

“Just as you choose: the road was

not built for me only.”

“Do you know it would be kind of

you to turn your face in this direction?”

She did so indifferently and without

changing a feature.

“ What is it ?” she asked:

have you to show me ?”

“I think you have something to show

me.”

“ I ?”

“You are beautiful.

eyes.”

“ The sea is more beautiful than I,

and you would do better to look at that

than at eyes that have nothing to say to

you’il

is the road that leads

“ what

Show me your

 
“ The sea ?

my balcony.”

“ But I do not: allow me then to

make use of the opportunity ;” and she

turned away.

“ Does not one see the sea every

where from these mountains?” asked he.

“My brother’s mill lies deep in the

ravine above: the crags rise before it,

and the bushes cut off all prospect.”

“ You live with your brother ?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“But you won’t live there much

longer, or the young men of Meta have

no eyes.”

“ Let them have eyes: what are their

looks to me? I am happier with my

brother than all the wives on the plain

of Sorrento and away to Naples.”

“Have you no jealousy of your bro

ther’s wife ?”

“ He has none, and never will have.

He and I—I and he: what more do we

need, save the protection of the holy

Madonna ?”

“ And are you sure that it will always

remain so—that no maiden will ever at

tract him ?”

“ As sure as that I live. But what

is it to you ?” and she gave the donkey

a blow with her hand that made him

shake his ears.

“ Why did not your brother accom

pany you to Meta ?” asked the German,

though in fact that did not concern him

either.

“ He never leaves the mill except

ing to go to confession up yonder in

Deserta.”

“ Is he in ill health ?”

“ He sees no one save myself. And

the sight of the sea gives him pain since

But who are you that question me thus?

Are you a priest, or one of the Naples

police ?”

He laughed. “ Neither,” said he.

“ But do you not force me to question

you? If you turned your face toward

me, I would soon forget to talk ; but as

it is, I must try to console myself with

the sound of your voice.”

She measured him with an earnest

gaze, and then inquired, “ Why do you

talk about my face ? Are you a painter?”

I see it every day from
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He was silent for a moment, and the

old envious chagrin rose once more

within him that painters only should be

privileged to follow Beauty. Who could

refuse them this aid in their handiwork?

Happy mortals, thus to travel with a

free pass through the world! That he,

too, by virtue of his art and calling, had

the right to improve the same by gazing

on this maiden’s features—how could he

make that plain to her who surely had

no just appreciation of the noble com

pany of the poets?

“ You shall fare as well as they for

once,” thought he to himself, and then

replied with a bold front, “ Yes, I am a

painter; and if you will permit me—

But what is your name?”

“ Teresa.”

“—If you will permit me, beautiful

Teresa, I would be glad to accompany

you to your mill, so as to transfer your

portrait to my sketch-book ?”

He made this inconsiderate request

thoughtlessly, for he desired much to see

the brother also, and to have a glimpse

at the home of these lonely ones. When

it came to the point, he would find some

means of evading a difficulty. And was

not his falsehood one of necessity?

Was it not necessary for him to gaze

longer into Teresa’s eyes? She reflect

ed for a few moments; then she said:

“ Ifyou are a painter, you may make

a picture of me, so that I may give it to

my brother. Then, when I am dead, he

will always have me before his eyes as

when I was alive. Do you see that wide

brook which springs out of the ravine

and rushes across the path and over the

cliffs? That turns our mill: we must

go to the right and follow its course.

The rain has swelled it greatly, and the

narrow footpath through the gorge is not

passable. Waitl you shall get on the

donkey and ride up, while I lead him.”

“ You lead him! On foot! No, in

deed. Teresa !”

" Then you will have to stay below,

for even could you ascend barefooted

through the water, as I do, you know

neither the bed of the stream nor the

way. and would fall at every step.”

She had already stopped the donkey

 

and sprung lightly to the ground. While

he still stood hesitating, disquieted by the

thought that he was deceiving her, she

took off shoes and stockings from her

beautiful feet, and then, gazing up calm

ly, grasped the donkey’s rein.

“So be it,” said he, half laughing,

“though I won’t cut a very knightly

figure, letting you encounter all the dif

ficulties.”

He mounted, and they proceeded to

ward the brook, the maiden in advance,

with the donkey’s bridle thrown around

her arm.

When they came to the ravine, she

cast one last long glance over the sea:

then they turned, regardless of the water

that rushed about them, straight into the

brook, which danced around large stones

and filled the whole breadth of the defile.

Here it seemed cool and dusky after the

bright glare without, and the shrubbery

hung deep down from the rocky walls

on either side. The German, while the

animal bore him cautiously from stone

to stone, splashing the foam to his

knees, gazed upward, and perceived the

mill at an elevation of several hundred

feet, perched perilously on the rocks,

and gray as the crags beside it. The

wheel was silent, as it was Sunday: no

sound was audible but the rushing of the

brook and the cry of a sparrowhawk,

which, floating above the ravine, seemed

cooling its breast in the rising water

spray.

Meantime, Teresa walked on, close to

one side of the cleft. Here and there

the pathway was visible under her feet,

while other portions were completely

submerged. She was silent ; and indeed

it was not easy to make one’s self heard

above the roaring of the brook, which

was re-echoed a hundred-fold in the nar

row pass. Only when they approached

the house did the rocky walls recede

from each other, the pathway rose above

the water, and the donkey’s rider, as

soon as he saw firm ground beneath

the animal’s feet, sprang down, in secret

satisfaction that no third party had wit

nessed his strange and unchivalrous

ride.

The mill lay as if dead. Even when
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the German stood close before the build

ing, he was almost tempted to believe it

only the side-scene of a theatre. The

window-shutters were closed ; the brown

door in the gray wall had no latch, and

did not seem at all practicable: the shad

ows under the eaves looked as though

traced with a paint-brush.

Meantime, the maiden opened a stable

made in the rock and led in their gray

companion. Then she pushed open the

door with a slight pressure, and stepped

before the stranger over the threshold.

One glance sufficed to acquaint the Ger- .

man with the whole interior of the

dwelling.

In the centre a tolerahly large room,

occupying the entire depth of the house,

the fireplace on one side—in the middle

a heavy table and some wooden chairs;

household utensils in a cupboard in the

wall. On the right, on the side of the

cliff, a chamber, with a bed; and on the

left, the mill-room and machinery. A

door in the back wall stood open, and

beyond it was seen a wide green space

traversed by one broad stripe of sun

shine. It contained several acres. and

was sufficiently elevated above the brook

to have permitted the planting of a little

garden. But the mountain wall enclos

ing it was too high, the air too cool, for

the favorable growth of flowers: only

grass flourished luxuriantly, and a goat

was browsing on the edge of the water.

But yonder, where through a rift in

the mountain pierced that solitary sun

beam, stood in the midst of the meadow,

like some beautiful marvel, two orange

trees hung with fruit—sparsely, it is

true, but in full freshness and vigor.

“ Your brother is not at home,

Teresa,” said the German.

Her dark eye swept calmly over the

meadow; then she said:

“Do you not see him up where the

ravine closes in once more? The brook

has broken through the wall which, just

at yon spot, forces it back into its natural

bed. He is building an earthen dam

behind the stones, so that the meadow

may not be overfiowed. He thinks of

everything, my brother, and can do

everything: you might seek for a thou

 
sand years without finding a man of

more genius.”

“ Why does he waste it here in this

solitude ?”

“ Because he will.”

“ And did you grow up at the mill,

poor child, and never see more sunlight

than what shines on the orange trees

yonder? I cannot believe it. Your

checks can 'scarcely have become so

dusky merely in riding to church on

Sundays.”

“No,” said she. “ It has been not

quite four years since Tomaso bought

the mill and we came here to live.

Would you believe that, before that

time, when we dwelt in Naples, he had

no idea what a mill-wheel was, nor how

the stones revolved? And on the first

day that we came up here-—the old mill

er had just died—he managed it as well

as though he had done nothing else all

his life! Oh, such a man as Toma is!

At the king’s court there is none wiser.”

During these words the stranger tried

in vain to see the man’s face: he prose

cuted his work vigorously, without turn

ing his head toward the mill. He could

only distinguish a tall figure, a mass of

dark curls under the gray hat, and a

jacket of some grave color hanging

loosely from one shoulder.

“What gave him this distaste for

the city and the sea and his calling?”

asked he of the sister who stood beside

him.

She seemed not to have heard the

question. “l’ll tell you what to do,”

said she. “ Sit down and begin the pic

ture, so that it may be finished by the

time my brother comes in the house.

Then I will ask him who it is, and if he

knows it, we will give you whatever you

wish for it; for we are not poor, you

must know. \Vhen we lived in Naples

my brother had seven fishers under him,

and had three boats: he could easily

have bought a farm instead of this mill.

But what is gold to a heavy heart? Sit

down, sir: I will stop chattering. You

must draw the mouth quite still and

quiet on the paper, and the eyes, and

everything.”

Our friend stood in no small perplex
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ity as he saw the affair thus growing

serious.

“ It is rather dark here,” said he with

a beating heart.

“ Then let us go out into the meadow.”

“ There again it is loo bright, Teresa.

You do not know how difficult it is to

find the proper light.”

“Wait,” she said, flinging open the

window-shutters. “That’s a beautiful

light now! I think if I had learnt how,

I could draw you now to a hair.”

“ Well, then,” said he, boldly, “let us

begin.”

He pushed two chairs up to a window

that overlooked the ravine below the

whole sweep of the brook, and told her

to sit down. He drew out the paper

which he had put in his pocket in hopes

of an inspiration of the Muse, laid it

upon his knee and took the pencil in his

right hand.

A deep red flushed the brown cheek

of the maiden as she felt his gaze rest

fixedly upon her. Her eyes, over which

the thick lashes fluttered up and down

like the wings of a butterfly, stared stiffly

out the window, and soon were clouded

with tears from the intensity of the look.

He told her to move freely—the picture

would be none the worse—but could

not resist the temptation of making

some pretended alteration in the ar

rangement of her rich, beautiful hair.

“Teresa !” said he.

“What is it?” she asked.

“Nothing.”

It was impossible, with the deep

glance of her eyes resting upon him, to

say anything fade or gallant. How

firm and broad and even was the fore

head! how graceful the sweep of the

brows! He decided to work indus

triously for half an hour as though

busily occupied, thus enjoying the sight

of her lovely face, then to tear up the

leaf quickly, and, blaming the unpro

pitious day and his uncertain eye, to

take his departure. He quickly chose

his position, and was just about to make

a pretended beginning, when he remarked

in the sleeping-room the black-framed

portrait of a man, which gave him a wel

come excuse for another delay.

 
“You have there a beautiful portrait

of your brother,” said he, rising to ob

serve it more closely. “¥Vho painted

it? In truth an admirable work! What

a gentle yet fiery expression ! It makes

me even more curious than before to see

him.”

“Him whom that picture represents

you will never see in this life!” said she,

slowly.

“ It is not your brother, then?”

“ He was my brother’s friend: he

died young and many wept for him.”

“ It pains you, Teresa, to speak ofit:

pardon me for asking such inquisitive

questions.”

He resumed his seat at the window.

The red had vanished from her cheek

and her eyes were dim. After a pause,

in which only the rushing of the brook

was audible, she began again, voluntarily:

“ You are right—gentle yet fiery was

he: a child could deceive him. and yet

to serve those whom he loved he would

have cast himself into Vesuvius. ’ Men

are all wicked,’ Tomaso says. But he

always excepted him ; and he was right.

One had but to look in his face to know

that no purer son! breathed the air be

neath the moon. Is it any wonder that

my brother hates the sea which robbed

him of such a friend ?—that he bears a

heavy heart since that day when they

rowed forth together and Tomaso came

home alone? No one thought it strange

that he grew taciturn from that hour and

that his trade became distasteful to him.”

“ He was a fisher like your brother?”

“ He was a singer, but a poor fisher’s

child: his parents are yet alive. When

he was but a lad the hearts of every one

in the church melted as soon as he be

gan to sing. A rich uncle of his, who

kept an inn on the coast, had him taught

by a singing-master, and he was to act

in the opera. And the day of his first

appearance, when all Naples was talking

of nothing else, he came, toward even

ing, to my brother’s house. They had

known each other from childhood, and

had always loved each other tenderly.

’Toma,’ said he, ’let us take one more

row together.’ ‘I am willing, Nino,’

said my brother, ‘for the nets must be
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brought in, and Beppo the lad can go

with us.’ 2Leave him home, Toma: I

will help you. I have not forgotten how,

in all my music-reading.‘ And so they

went forth. I can see them now—my

brother at the helm, and Nino at the

oars. His hair shone golden in the

evening sunlight, his eyes were fixed

upon our house: that look is ever be

fore my soul. And the sun was scarcely

down when I heard the plash of the oars

and sprang to the door to meet them;

but Tomaso was alone in the boat, row

ing like a madman. He cried to me,

‘Good-evening, Teresa! I am to greet

you from Nino. He is sleeping in the

depths of the sea !’—and I heard no

more.”

“ Terrible l—the hopeful, handsome

youth ! But how was such a misfortune

possible, when there were two of them,

and in a boat?”

“ The heavy net drew him down. The

peg to which it was fastened came sud

denly out of the joint and shot overboard;

and he, bending over the side, with his

arms extended to seize the net, was

caught in the meshes: the boat turned

over, and when Tomaso rose to the sur

face he saw the empty boat floating

calmly in the evening glow, and no sign

of Nino, save his light straw hat dancing

on the waves, with the ribbon still around

it which I had tied there only the day

before !”

“ Poor Nino !”

“ Do you pity him ? He rose straight

to Paradise, and sings with his golden

voice before the throne of the Madonna.

Pity my brother, sir, whose peace lies

buried in the sea, and no diver can

bring it up to him again. He has never

laughed since that day, my poor Tomaso !

And before we came to these mountains

he burned his boat and his nets; and

the people stood on the seashore and

said, ’He is right !’ for every one knew

they had been like brothers.”

She was silent, and sat gazing down

the ravine, her hands lying in her lap.

He held the sheet of paper idly on his

knee, absorbed in the wondrous destiny

to be read upon her face. All the bitter

ness of her life-experience seemed van

 

ished: the pure image of the youth rose

before her, and his “ golden voice”

echoed in her ears.

And therefore the stranger was all the

more alarmed when he saw those noble

features suddenly darken with wild pas

sion. Like a swan that sees a snake,

she started, with a slight hissing cry,

from her chair, trembling all over, her

bosom rising and falling quickly, her lips

white and opening convulsively.

“ What is the matter, Teresa?” he

cried in amazement.

She strove in vain to answer him.

He followed her eyes, which were fixed

on a spot at the entrance of the ravine.

But what he saw only augmented his

surprise. For it was nothing terrible

that slowly mounted the flooded foot

path, but a form, in its way, no less at

tractive than Teresa herself had seemed.

A young, fair-haired woman, dressed en

tirely in black, ascended, cautiously wad

ing through the water, the pathway to

the mill. She bore her shoes and stock

ings in her left hand: with her right she

gathered up the folds of her dress, some

what more carelessly than Teresa had

done. A straw hat, from which fluttered

broad black ribbons, hung, as if blown

back by the wind, far down on her neck,

displaying fully the blooming face, whose

brilliant red and white were even at this

distance remarkable. Her eyes were

fastened upon the pathway.

“ Who is this woman, Teresa ?” asked

the German ; “ and why does the sight

of her cause such a change in you?”

“ What will he say ?” she murmured

to herself, without regarding the ques

tion. “She is fairer than ever—wick

eder than ever! And that black dress!

What if the old man should be dead?

Holy Madonna!” A wild flight of

thoughts seemed chasing through her

brain. “ We do not fear her: we know

her.” And then, remembering that she

was not alone, she spoke hastily: “ You

must go yonder into the mill-room. She

must not see you: she hates me. and

who knows what she would say of me

if she met a stranger here? Go! Keep

still, and do not let her hear you. I

don’t think it will last long.”
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“ Ifl am in your way, Teresa, I will

descend on the other side of the ravine.”

“ You cannot get down on that side,

and down the path you must not go, for

then you would have to pass that witch.”

“ But have you considered, Teresa?

If your brother should come in the mill

room and find a stranger there—”

“ My brother knows me,” said she,

proudly. “ Go !”

“ Only one word more: who is this

woman, and what do you fear from her ?”

“Everything. But I know Tomaso.

She is the wife of Nino’s uncle. When

the body was found cast on the shore at

Pozzeoli, no eye save hers was dry.

Heaven forgive her! I cannot! And

she hates me, because many people

thought me more beautiful than she.

Now she wants to rob me of my brother

—the artful one! But Tomaso knows

her! He and I—I and he: who can part

us? Go into the mill-chamber, sir: af

terward I will explain all to my brother.”

She hurried him in and shut the door

behind him: then he heard her go hastily

through the back door into the meadow.

He, left alone in his imprisonment, could

not, at first, resist a strong feeling of

anxiety and excitement. But the charm

of an adventure soon gained the upper'

hand, and he began to consider how he

should act in any of the possible con

tingencies that might arise. Meantime,

he gazed at the strange things around

him. He passed in review the simple

wheelwork, the great sieves and wooden

vessels, and the mill-stones of various

sizes leaning against the wall. In the

corner stood Tomaso’s bed: a missal

lay on the coverlid, and a vase of holy

water hung on the wall at the head.

The faint light in the room penetrated

through large openings in the side of

the wall in which the mill-wheel was;

and through these openings the spokes

of the wheel were visible; and beyond,

the craggy walls of the ravine. But he

soon discovered a crevice in the par

tition which divided the mill-room from

the middle apartment, which gave him

means of observing much that transpired

in the latter. Here he sat on guard,

awaiting with ever-increasing anxiety the

 
occurrences which should come to pass.

Soon the brother and sister entered from

the meadow together. He now saw

Tomaso’s face under the quantity of

black curls: his features marvelously

resembled those of his sister. A deep

but repressed excitement quivered in

every muscle and shone gloomily from

the dark eyes. The jacket slid from his

shoulder without his remarking it: he

stood with folded arms by the table,

nodding from time to time with his high

brow, as though listening attentively to

Teresa, who had grasped his arm and

was addressing him in passionate whis

pers, inaudible to the German. But his

thoughts seemed far away: from time to

time his full under lip quivered, but he

remained silent. He could not be over

thirty years old, and the observer in the

mill-room thought that never had he

beheld a nobler or more manly figure.

Some one knocked at the outer door.

Instantly Teresa sprang from her broth

er’s side to a seat on the hearth, where

stood a spinning-wheel.

As Tomaso, who did not quit his po

sition, cried, “ Come in !” and the door

opened, she swung the wheel and seemed

to have been sitting there for an hour:

her face was cold and indifferent. With

some embarrassment the fair-haired wo

man entered, and while exchanging the

first greetings pretended to be occupied

with her dress, evidently to hide her

confusion. She shook the drops from

the skirt, threw down her shoes and

drew them lightly on her bare feet.

Every movement was soft, graceful, half

conscious, half natural. Her face, heated

by the ascent, was glowing, and the

black dress rendered the delicacy of her

coloring and the soft blonde of her hair

all the more remarkable in this southern

land. She was smaller than Teresa—

fuller, more pliant, and quicker in her

movements. But in the brown eyes

burned all the fire of the Neapolitan

heavens.

“Good-evening, Teresa,” said she.

“ How is Tomaso?”

“ Is it you, Lucia?” replied the maid

en. “What brings you from Naples

here to our seclusion?”
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“ Sit down, Lucia, and be welcome,”

said the brother, without approaching

her. She obeyed him, and sat down

near the window, still occupying herself

with her dress.

“I had to go to Carotta,” she began,

taking off her straw hat and pushing

back her hair from her brow; “so I

thought that before I went home I

would come and see you, Teresa. The

road up here is bad. VVe have had

miserable weather.”

“ It was good weather for the mill,”

said Teresa, shortly.

Lucia let her eyes glide slowly around

the room and rest lightly on the face of

Tomaso, who, in apparent indifference,

was tracing one line after another with a

piece of chalk which he picked up from

the table. Each knew that decided

words were to be spoken, and neither

wished to be the first to speak them.

“ Bring a glass of wine for Lucia,”

said Tomaso, without looking at his

sister.

Teresa spun on vigorously. The

stranger spoke after some hesitation :

“Never mind the wine: I have not

long to stay. The evening is sinking

fast, and my boat waits for me on the

shore at Carotta. I must be back to

night in Naples. How long it has been

since we saw each other! Why do you

never come to Naples, Teresa? The

winter must be severe up here in this

ravine.”

“ N0 weather is severe to me when I

am with my brother,” replied the maiden.

“And why should I go to Naples? There

is no one there whom I care for—no

one!”

Again they were all silent. At last

the man turned calmly to his sister and

said,

“ Have you given the donkey his fod

der, Teresa?”

She shrank back, for she compre

hended the hint, but on looking up saw

from her brother’s firm gaze that such

was his will. She pushed the spinning

wheel quickly away, left the room, and

was soon heard making as much noise

as possible. so as to dispel any suspicion

that she might be listening.

The German’s heart beat violently as

he saw the two thus standing face to

face. Although only a part of the past

of these two was known to him, yet he

had heard sufficient to anticipate a scene

of the strangest description. He gazed

at the man, then at the beautiful woman

by the window, and his own position be

came most painful ; for he knew that the

words hovering on their lips were in

tended for no mortal ears save their own.

For a moment he thought of withdraw

ing to the most distant corner of the

apartment, but each step might betray

him, and he was forced to remain where

he was. The silence lasted for a few

moments longer; then Lucia spoke:

“ Your sister hates me, Tomaso.

What have I done to cause it ?”

The brother shrugged his shoulders.

“ Yes,” she continued, “ it has often

troubled me to think that perhaps she

alone it is who keeps us apart. She is

jealous of each word which you address

to any other: she wants to have you all

to herself.”

“ You are mistaken,” said he, dryly.

“I had my own reasons for quitting

Naples.”

“I know, Tomb.—I know! A child

could understand how, after your mis

fortune, you lost all pleasure in the sea.

But it would have come back had not

Teresa persuaded you to bury yourself

here in this desert-like solitude. Do we

not each suffer our destiny, and yet are

obliged to live on amongst our fellow

beings? Do not our misfortunes come

from Heaven? And should they so

harden us as to make us hate our fellow

mortals—even those who have done

nothing to deserve it ?”

“Have done nothing to deserve it?

that is the question.”

She looked piercingly at him: “I do

not understand you, Toma. There is

much that I no longer understand since

you have been away. Why did you not

answer the letters that I sent you by

Angelo the peasant? He said he gave

them to you yourself: otherwise I might

have thought that Teresa had hindered

you from replying.”

“The letters? I burned them.”
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“ And what answer do you now give

to them ?”

“ Lucia, I did not read one word of

their contents.” She shrank back, but

he continued: “ Your husband is dead:

so Angelo told me. I am sorry: he

was a good man, and the wrong that I

meditated against him I bitterly repent.

You are young and beautiful, Lucia—you

will soon find another and a younger

one: be happy with him.”

He threw down the piece of chalk,

and, his hands folded behind him, strode

up and down the room. She followed

every movement in trembling suspense.

At last she spoke:

“ Does Teresa know that I am a

widow ?”

“ She first learned it from your black

dress: during these four years your

name has not been spoken between us.”

“ lfyou did not read the letters, you

do not know that my husband left you

three hundred piastres. You will have

to come to Naples in person to get them

from the court, where they are deposited

for you.”

“ They may stay there until the day

of judgment!” said he, instantly—“un

less you prefer giving them to the poor.

I would not take them if I was in more

need than—Heaven be praised for it !—

is the case. Gold from your husband,

Lucia ! Rather starvation !”

“ How strangely you talk !” said she,

softly, in a voice trembling with surprise.

“ It was once very different with us two,

Tomaso.”

“ So much the worse that it was!”

She rose from her chair, walked a few

steps toward him and timidly sought

his eyes with her own. But his were

fixed upon the surface of the table, be

hind which he had stepped, as though

desirous to interpose some object be

tween himself and the beautiful woman

as a protection from her enchantment.

She laid her right hand on her bosom:

the German saw, through the cracks in

the wall, the blue veins on the round

arm, and how the slender fingers trem

bled on the beating heart.

“ What have I done, Toma?” said

she, scarcely audibly. “If some one

 

has been slandering me to you, say so,

and I will lay my hand on the Host and

swear that I am unconscious of such

guilt. Since you went away I have

lived like one buried, and no one can

say that the hostess of the ’ Siren’ has

vouchsafed him a glance or a smile.”

“ That is your affair, and was the

affair of the dead man. Why do you

tell it to me ?”

Large tears rose to her eyes as she

heard these harsh words, and he felt how

deep the wound had been, although he

did not look up. After a pause he said :

“ Why should we thus talk from be

hind masks and strive to disguise our

voices, Lucia? Let us speak plainly.

You came to tell me that you are now

free, and that no one stands between us

two. But I say to you that one does

stand between us, and that we are con

demned to feel eternal flames and to be

parted eternally for our sins.”

Decidedly though he spoke, yet hope

rose once more within her.

“ For our sins ?” said she, quickly.

“Vllith what need we reproach ourselves?

Was our love ever aught else than hope

less sighs and weeping? But I know well

what stands between us—your sister.”

He shook his head emphatically:

“No—not she. But do not ask me;

and do not think that you ever can re

move that obstacle from our path: he is

not among the living. Go back to

Naples, Lucia, and never come again to

the mill. I cannot, I dare not see you

again.”

She stepped close to the table, oppo

site to him. It shook with the sudden

movement, and he looked up quickly.

All the grief of a despairing passion was

imprinted on her face.

“I will not go l” she said with forcible

firmness; “or I will know all ! Tomaso,

my husband is dead: Nino has slept

long in his grave. Your sister shall be

in my house as mistress and I as her

servant. At the first evil word from me

to her, you shall drive me forth as though

I had put a torch to your roof. And

you say, and I see, that your heart is

still unchanged. Who, then, stands be

tween us, Tomaso?”
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The table on which he leaned trembled.

“I will tell you,” he gasped in a hol

low voice. “ But go then, and ask no

more! Nino stands between us.”

“ You are deceiving me,” she replied:

“you wish to divert my thoughts from

. Teresa, lest I should some day requite

her for what she has done to me. You

will one day rue having trifled with my

love, unhappy one that I am! and then

thrown me aside. And she, too, will be

punished for her unnatural conduct in

keeping you here, hidden from the very

sunlight, as a miser does his gold. I go !”

“ Lucia, I do not deceive you. It is

true there is one thing which my sister

has never forgiven you. But it is not

that, and you know not what my mean

ing is when I say, ‘ Nino stands between

us !" No one knows it—Teresa least

of all. She would die did she suspect

the truth.”

“And if I knew it?”

“ Then you would resign all thoughts

of the wretched Tomaso, and never again

would seek the pathway to the mill.”

He hid his face in his hands.

“ You are mistaken,” said she: “that

can never be. It is an illusion that

parts us, and I will waft it away like a

vapor if you will but show it to me. If

not, I shall have no peace by night nor

by day, and before the year is out you

will hear that you have driven me to my

grave.”

He shuddered, and seemed to be en

during a last struggle. Then he gazed

at her hopelessly, fixedly, long:

“ It must be told. I will not have to

endure a second time the agony of see

ing you only to renounce you. Swear,

Lucia, that you will never betray what

no one has ever heard from me, and

what you now shall hear. In confession

or in death the words shall never pass

your lips. It is not because it would be

my ruin were it known, but that Teresa

would not survive it. Swear, Lucia!”

She raised her hand: “I swear to

you, Tomaso, no one shall know it save

you and me.”

He sighed deeply and threw himself

into a chair, resting his arms on his

knees and gazing on the floor at his feet.

 
“ Lucia,” he said, half aloud, “I told

you the truth : Nino stands between us!

Once in life, now in death! He was

pure and blameless as Abel, and yet by

his side stood a Cain: Cain fled to the

wilderness. /Vow do you understand ?”

She was silent. “ You are right,” he

continued. “ Who can understand it?

But there are times when the powers of

darkness have the mastery over us, till it

seems as though some strange spirit sat

in our breasts and struck dumb all our

better thoughts, leaving only the most

diabolical free to work their wicked will.

Are we held accountable for deeds done

in such a frame of mind? I must ask a

priest to explain that to me: I cannot

tell. How I loved the youth ! I would

have killed the idiot who dared breathe

a word to me against him. When I

heard him sing I forgot every care;

when he came to my house he seemed

to bring sunshine with him: I could not

have loved better an own son or brother.

I was so proud of him when all Naples

began to talk of his voice, and I always

used to say to people, ’That is our Nino,

my old playmate.’ It seemed to me as

though I had drawn the voice up out of

the sea and given it to him. And how

he loved me! When he became re

nowned and sang before counts and

princes, and the proud ladies envied

each other for one glance from him, he

used to cotne just the same to our house

on the seashore, and was happier there

than anywhere else. And often, when I

met him on the Toledo, my net over

my shoulder, he would leave his other

acquaintances, take my arm and walk

with me. No one was more lovely:

nothing false in him, nothing wicked.

He could have chosen any woman in

Naples, but he cared not a fig for any

of them. I did not know the reason

then. But one injury did he ever do

me: that was taking me to his uncle’s

house when the good old man came to

Naples and bought the ’Siren,’ desiring

personally to witness Nino’s good for

tune, of which he had been the architect.

Why did he come and bring you with

him, Lucia? From that hour Nino was

lost to me, but not through his fault.
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Who would blame him, save you and I,

for guarding the happiness of his bene

factor? He never seemed to think of

reproaching me, though he clid not seem

much pleased when I spoke to him of

this or that woman who had taken my

fancy for the moment. He was pure as

the archangel Rafael, but he had know

ledge of the world, and knew that all

were not as he; but he was far from de

siring to change mankind. When he

saw how we felt toward each other,

Lucia, not a word passed his lips; but

you know it was he who frustrated all

our plans. I was enraged: a hundred

times I vowed when next I saw him to

renounce all friendship between us if he

did not cease to watch over you so zeal

ously—more zealously than his uncle

himself—like a brother or a lover. But

he did not care for you, and no jealousy

of me had any concern in his actions.

When I saw him I bit my lips, but said

not a word ; and my love for you grew

less passionate when I heard his voice.

It seemed as though he read my every

thought. He often talked to me of his

uncle—how good and harmless he was,

and how much the old man had done for

him. And then he would look so con

fidingly at me, as if to say, ‘ No, Toma,

it is impossible that you would do an

injury to one who has been everything

to your friend. And is he not kindness

and confidence itself toward you?’ I

understood him well, but when I saw

you, Lucia, all reflection, all resolution

seemed forgotten in my love. My con

science was shriveled like a tree before

the flowing lava. And to bear all this

for a year !—I, whom a delay of even a

few days always made so impatient!

Once, when his uncle had gone to

lschia, you remember he begged for a

room at the ’Siren,’ that he might have

a quiet place to copy his music, for the

noise in his own dwelling disturbed him:

even then I had dark thoughts. I wanted

to mix in his wine a drug given me by

one of my acquaintances, which would

cast him into a deep sleep for twenty

four hours. But then I became fright

ened : suppose it were a poison or

should do some injury to his voice? So

VUL. IV.—26

 Irenounced the plan, but it remained

like a thorn in my heart, and from that

hour I shrank from him as though he

sought my life. So the day approached

on which Nino was to sing in the opera

for the first time. You remember what

we had talked of for that evening. Had

I never seen you, my house might have

burnt down without my quitting the

theatre before the last note of Nino’s

triumph. But now all my thoughts were

bent on escaping after the first act, so as

to go to the ’Siren,’ where you had

pretended to be ill to avoid going to the

opera with Nino’s uncle. He came that

afternoon, as you know, and persuaded

me to take him with me in my boat.

What angel or devil had whispered to

him my secret? For he knew it; and

scarcely were we alone on the sea to

gether, when he said, plainly, that he

called me to account. I denied every

thing. ’Toma,’ said he, ’if you do not

promise me by our old friendship to give

this up, it will be my ruin. I shall sing

like a raven, I shall be hissed from the

stage, and all that I have hoped for so

long will be over for ever. My brother,’

said he, ’I demand it of you. I could

go and warn my uncle, but then he

would be undeceived in his beloved wife;

and did I not even mention your name,

you and I would be for ever parted.

Promise me, then. I surely deserve

this one sacrifice at your hands.’ I re

mained obstinately silent and gazed at

the nets; and at last I no longer heard

what he said, for your image stood be

fore me, Lucia. An hour later I re

turned—alone.”

The last words echoed dark and

despairingly, and the two forms—he with

his face drooping ever lower between his

knees, she white as a corpse—stood out

‘ like a painting in the rapidly-darkening

room; while without, through the rush

ing of the brook, rang Teresa’s voice in

a gay ritournelle, as if reminding her

brother not to prolong her banishment

unnecessarily. And her voice roused

the half- unconscious man. He rose

from his chair and bent over the table,

closer to the motionless woman.

“ No, Lucia,” he said, hoarsely. “ The
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storyl told was the true one: the net

drew him down, his feet became entan

gled: I did not overturn the boat. But

that is not all: I was seated in safety at

the stern while he was struggling in the

water! My limbs seemed ice. My eyes

were fixed on the eddying pool beside

me which had just closed over his head:

I saw the bubbles rise as if they called

to me: he was still breathing below there.

And now, now, one of his hands rose

above the water and groped for the firm

hand of his friend, only a boat’s length

off. A silver ring on his finger gleamed

in the evening sunlight. I had but to

reach out the oar and he was saved!

Did I not wish to reach it to him ? Must

I not have wished it? I held the oar

upon my knees: one bend of my arm

and the hand with the silver ring would

have closed around it. But the demon

sat in my breast and chained every nerve

and froze every drop of blood. I sat as

ifin a dream—my head swam, I strove

to cry out—ever staring at the hand.

And the hand sank—now to the ring,

now to the finger tips, now it was gone!

Then the demon seemed to set me free.

I cried like a madman. I sprang over

board, upsetting the boat, and dived

down, and rose, and down again, without

finding him, though I have a hundred

times brought up a tiny coin from the

bottom of the sea. At last I swam back

to my boat, wild with despair. But the

measure was not yet full. When I came

home without him, my sister sank like a

dying flame. The ring on that hand

which had stared from the waves was

her ring. She had exchanged it for his

the day before, without my knowledge.”

He threw himself back in the chair

and closed his eyes. The listener in

the mill-chamber heard him breathing

long and deeply, like.a man in a heavy

sleep, and the unhappy young woman

passed her hand across her brow again

and again to wipe off the cold drops that

stood upon it. The terrible story to

which she had been listening had en

nobled her soft features. She was more

beautiful than ever, but she no longer

thought of it. At last Tomaso seemed

to rouse himself as from a half sleep.

 “ Are you still here, Lucia?” he asked

hastily. “What have you now to do

with Tomaso? Do not you, too, see it

between us—the hand with the silver

ring, that everywhere rises up before

me, pointing to heaven? If we stood

before the altar, and you extended your

hand with the golden circlet, my hair

would stand on end, my eyes would be

come confused. Gold would seem sil

ver-—-Lucia’s hand, Nino’s hand !—and

devils would chase me from the church.

Go home, Lucia: forget all this; keep

your oath, and pray for Tomaso !”

He rose and stood on the hearth.

The German saw how she trembled.

“ Can it not be otherwise?” she mur

mured, an appealing look in her face.

He turned away from her, shook his

curls, and made with his forefinger the

sign of negation. “ Then may Heaven

keep you, Toma! May the Madonna

pour comfort into your heart and sleep

upon your eyes, and upon mine, which will

ever weep for you. I thank you for tell

ing me all: I could not otherwise have

borne to lose you. I thank you for still

loving me: do not cease to do it, for it

is all that is left to me.”

He did not look at her again, and saw

not the tears that were quietly flowing

from her eyes—saw not the farewell sign

she made with both her hands—saw not

the bitter struggle as she turned to go.

She left the door open as she passed

out, and Teresa, who immediately on

her enemy’s departure hastened in, now

stood, as s/ze had stood, upon the hearth

stone.

“ Tomb, !” she cried, sobbing, but with

wild triumph in her voice, and throwing

her arms around the motionless figure,

“ you have refused! You are mine !

We shall belong only to each other!”

Then first did she remark his deathly

paleness, and was frightened. “Vt/oe !”

she cried. “ Did it cost you such a

struggle? No, Toma, you shall not do

this for me ! Your voice will still reach

her. Call her back, my brother: tell

her—”

“ Be quiet, child,” he said, firmly, and

forcing a smile, whilst his eyes gazed

down into her face with the deepest
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emotion. “It is all past and over: I

have made you no sacrifice. If you had

never awakened from that terrible swoon

of four years ago, I should have spoken

to her even as I have just spoken. It

will soon. be dark: I will go once more

up into the ravine and look how it is

with the mill-brook. I will see you

again before I go to rest, my sister, my

Teresa. To-morrow will be a new day.”

He kissed her on the forehead and

vanished through the door leading to the

meadow. e

It was long ere the stranger dared to

open the mill-room door. Teresa started

when he stepped up to her: she had

evidently forgotten his vicinity. “You

have heard everything?” she said, earn

estly. “I have no desire to question

you. Tomaso did not wish me to hear:

that is enough for me. Where lives

there on earth such a brother as he?

Say, is not my lot an enviable one? Oh,

Tomaso !”

He nodded silently and held out his

hand. “Good-night, Teresa,” said he.

“I need not ask you never to tell your

brother who was present at his inter

view with Lucia. It would be an odious

thought to him that a stranger was ad

mitted when his own sister was shut

out.”

“ He shall never know it,” she replied,

gravely. H To pain such a brother as

he— How could I think of it ?—I, for

whom he would give his life !”

The German was forced to turn away

to avoid betraying how deeply he was

affected by this artless trust in one who

had robbed her of her most precious

treasure.

 

Words of the deepest sympathy

hovered upon his lips, but he repressed

them, for she expected good wishes and

the testimony that her lot was most

enviable. He saw the silver ring upon

her finger, and on the wall the portrait

of the drowned man, and said to him

self, “ Tomaso sees these every day, and

yet must live on and suffer his sister

to love him! Teresa!” he said, “may

Heaven keep you in peace! Farewell !

I take your portrait with me—otherwise

than I thought to do, but imperishably!”

They did not converse much on the

way down the ravine, which he traversed

on the back of the donkey. After part

ing from her at the foot of the cleft, he

stood for a long time gazing up at the

mill, and refreshing his hot brow with

the coolness of the brook.

The night closed around him. He

could not seek the homeward road, for

his thoughts drove him far over the

heights in varying paths. As he mount

ed a craggy slope which projected steep

ly over the sea, he perceived a manly

figure on the extreme edge, his dark

curls blowing in the wind.

He was gazing far over the water,

where, on the way from Carotta to

Naples, a tiny boat was speeding under

full sail. The German recognized the

lonely one up yonder, and knew who sat

in the little boat. In deep emotion he

struck into the shortest path leading to

the dwellings of happier mortals. The

Muse, whose presence he had invoked

so long in vain, had at last appeared

unto him, but the countenance she bore

was stern and solemn, and drove, till far

past midnight, all slumber from his eyes.
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WHAT I SAW OF THE SUEZ CANAL.

HE night of the 31st of December,

1868, had not been favorable to the

approaches of “tired Nature’s sweet

restorer” at “Sheppard’s Hotel” in

Cairo. First, a poor camel had fallen

in the street before our window, and,

having broken a leg, was instantly

butchered then and there, and the

pieces, even to the tail, sold to the high

est bidder. At a later hour, there was

an arrest and an attempt at rescue;

which latter, by the way, was unsuccess

ful, although there seemed to be nearly

fifty rescuers and only one policeman.

But the majesty of the law is respected

in Cairo, and although there was much

rattling of bamboo sticks, much tossing

about of dusky arms and white turbans,

and a fearful screaming and yelling in

jawbreaking Arabic, yet the policeman

was not touched and the culprit went

to the calaboose, From that time till

morning the bands of fierce and loud

mouthed dogs, which have never yet

settled their claims to the possession of

the town, engaged in a series of battles

royal, and made night hideous with their

cries.

The day before, we had ridden four

teen miles on donkey-back and ascended

the pyramid of Ghizeh, and our muscles

were still sore from being dragged over

the huge stones by the four brawny

guides, who evidently think that the

nearer they come to breaking the neck

of the traveler the more bucksheesh they

are entitled to; and so when, soon after

daylight, a red fez cap, surmounting an

ebony visage, was thrust in at the door

and we were told that the train for

Ismael left in an hour, I, for one, felt

sure that nothing short of a sail on the

Suez Canal could get me out of bed at

five 0 clock after a night like that.

Passing, on our ride to the depot,

through crowds of kneeling Arabs and

kneeling camels—the Arabs at their

morning devotions and sending up com

plaints, no doubt, that “ Christian dogs”

 
should come “between the wind and

their nobility ;” the camels receiving

their daily loads, and growling loudly,

and much more reasonably, because

their burdens are twice as much as they

should carry—and being, at length, by

means of a capital courier, a little bad

Arabic and a good thick stick, safely

piloted through shoals of the worst and

most importunate beggars in the world,

behold us seated in a first-class, Eng

lish-made car, with two Frenchmen and

the Arab conductor, whizzing through

the land of the Pharaohs at the rate of

thirty miles an hour. The morning was

beautiful, clear, balmy and elastic, such

as only an Egyptian morning can be.

On our left lay the broad majestic Nile,

calm, still, without a ripple on its mys

terious surface, while far above the tall

palm trees on the opposite bank, and

dwarfing them into reeds by comparison,

loomed up the three great pyramids of

Ghizeh. On we sped, through tracts of

wheat and clover, knee-deep and eme

rald green, the fourth series of crops

which the wonderfully fertile soil has

produced within the year. Here, a flock

of snow-white egrets, which catch grass

hoppers as we pass and mind us not;

there, a crowd of dusky Nubian children,

who shout after us, “Adeena buck

sheesh” (give aims), in hopes of a

piastre, as the train flies by; here, an

ancient Arab ploughing, his head and

beard like Aaron’s ; his plough, a crook

ed limb of mulberry wood ; and his team,

a woman, a dog, a camel and a cow,

harnessed “ tandem.”

And now, suddenly and without a

moment’s warning, we have left the

green fields of wheat and barley and

cotton, and are plunging through hill

ocks of stones and sand. We have

passed the line to which the waters of

the Nile extend during the annual inun

dation, and are entering that which,

should the Nile fail for two years, Egypt

would be—the desert. Far as the eye
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can reach lies one vast plain of shining

sand. A few stunted bushes near the

railroad are the only signs of vegetation,

and as we go on even these disappear,

until at last the sky seems to meet the

sand, and we feel that we are indeed in

the wilderness. On for four long hours

do we go, the tracks seeming to join in

front of us and in our rear, until gradu

ally our pace slackens, the whistle blows

a feeble and tired note, and we alight to

find the heat of the desert just cooling

beneath the evening breeze, and our

selves at Ismael.

And now, as we are far out of the

beaten track of tourists, and about to

visit scenes and places about which,

until we saw them, we knew very little,

perhaps a little geography just here may

not be amiss. lsmael—or, as the French

and English call it, Ismailia—is situated

on the Isthmus of Suez. about one-third

of the way from the Red Sea to the

Mediterranean. Five years ago it was

a burning desert. The jackal howled

and the wild Bedouin pitched his tent

where now stands a neat French town,

with streets and stores, an excellent

hotel and a population of about two

thousand souls.

Lake Timsah, upon the bank of which

it is built, was, before the canal reached

it, simply a hollow in the desert: now it

is a broad and beautiful sheet of water,

more than a mile in width and nearly

circular. At this point enters the fresh

water canal from the Nile. This, of the

depth and nearly the breadth of our

ordinary canals, serves the purpose, if

indeed such were needed, of a feeder to

the grand canal, and also furnishes all

the fresh water which is used from Suez

to Port Said. Many boats were lying

in it, laden with provisions and material

for the army of men and engines, whose

white tents and curling wreaths of steam

we could catch glimpses of over the

farther shore of the lake. This canal

leaves the Nile at Cairo, just above the

gardens of the Pacha of Egypt, and

enters Lake Timsah at its western edge,

and at right angles with the Suez Canal,

whose course is along its eastern shore.

The level of this fresh-water canal above

that of the surface of the lake is nearly

ten feet.

The copings of the freshwater canal

and the docks and quays on Timsah are

all of cut stone, solidly built and elegantly

finished. The magazines of the com

pany, which are situated here, are im

mense structures, capable of holding, as

they do, a vast amount of material. We

strolled through the main street of this

curious mushroom town of Ismailia. It

reminded us strongly of one of our sea

side towns: the boarded curbs, the

whitewashed palings, the faint odor of

sunburned wood and the cool evening

breeze from the desert made it difficult

to believe that we were almost in the

heart of the Syrian desert. Yet the

houses are all neatly built, and that of

M. Lesseps, the president of the com

pany (who with his family resides here),

elegantly so.

But at this rate we shall never get to

our grand canal ride. So let us pass

over our capital dinner of snipe, arti

chokes, new potatoes and asparagus

(this was New Year’s eve, remember),

garnished with a bottle of good wine

and a cheerful flow of conversation from

mine host of the “Grand Hotel de

l’Isthme de Suez,” and behold us seated

on the forward deck of the “Petit

Prince” (which deck, as the entire

length of the steamer was twenty feet,

we two filled completely), and prepared,

through the courtesy of M. Lesseps, to

accompany the Imperial mail in its dis

tribution along the Suez Canal. The

captain of our little craft, which was

about the size and build of the steam

launches now used in our navy, was a

civil engineer, who had been employed

upon the canal since I857, and was now

placed upon this light duty on account

of failing health. He was exceedingly

polite and communicative, and cheerfully

afforded us all the information in his

power. With true French punctuality,

come on board with the mail-bags fifteen

minutes before ten o’clock, he waited

watch in hand, and on the minute we

shot out into the blue waters of Timsah.

Ten minutes’ rapid steaming due east, a

 

although we, the only passengers, had ’
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sharp turn to the left, and we entered

the grand canal so suddenly that we had

hardly time to take a last look at Timsah

and Ismailia, the beauties of the desert,

ere the sand-hills -shut them from our

sight.

from the north the cuttings are deep,

and the great heaps of sand lie on either

side sixty or seventy feet high.

channel through which the water runs is

not one hundred feet wide, and the depth

not over twelve feet. Hydraulic engines

of enormous power were at work dredg

ing up and pouring out immense vol

umes of mud and sand. Hundreds of

men, mostly Arabs, with barrow, pick

and shovel, were moving the huge heaps,

or, waist-deep in the water, turning from

our path their uncouth boats; for much

traffic is even now done upon the canal,

and besides the boatloads of stores and

provisions belonging to the company, we

saw many a cargo that reminded us of

the sutlers’ stores in the “Army of the

Potomac.”

_The Timsah cutting extends for per

haps half a mile, and then the desert is

scarcely above the level of the water,

and in fact in many places it is below it,

so that the water covers many hundreds

of acres, and the course of the canal

is buoyed out sometimes for nearly a

mile. As we left the hills of Timsah the

wind struck us sharply, and ever and

anon a quantity of the light sand of the

desert would be caught up by it and sent

whirling into the water; and looking

closely, we could see where it had drifted

little capes and promontories into .the

canal. Let us repeat what our captain

said upon this subject, being asked:

“Yes, monsieur, this drifting in of the

sand certainly seems to be one of our

greatest difficulties, for the wind blows '

across the canal all the year round—six

months one way, six months back. One

ounce of sand per square yard amounts

to five hundred tons for the whole canal.

If it came in at that rate, it would be a

long time before the company would pay

any dividend. But we do not intend to

let it come in; and this is how we pre

vent it. This sand only extends to the

depth of from nine to twelve feet: below

Where the canal enters Timsah .

The ‘

 

this is a stratum of blue mud, mixed with

a sort of clay, in which, by the way, we

find great quantities of beautiful shells

and fossil fish. Well, then, do you see

those two huge engines which we are

approaching—one an hydraulic dredger

in the middle of the canal, the other an

iron 3}”!t! (it looked like the walking

beam of an immense steamer), near the

edge ? Do you see how the vast masses

of sand, mud and water come up from

the dredger, are poured out into the

“shute,” and thence on the ground sixty

or eighty feet from the edge of the canal?

Do you see how quickly the great heaps

rise, and how they extend. almost with

out a break, all along? Well, monsieur,

you would find these heaps almost im

mediately baked hard by the sun, and as

they are firm enough to bear the railroad

which we intend putting upon them the

better to expedite the mails from India,

so we hope they will be high enough to

keep out the sand-drifts from the canal.”

“ And what are your other great diffi

culties, mon capitaine ?”

“ Well, monsieur, at Chalouf, near

Serapéum, we have struck a peculiar

hard stone at the depth of twelve feet,

and are obliged to blast to clear it out

(it is axolite). Then the deposit of the

Nile mud near Port Said will always

keep us dredging. But what we fear

most is the Red Sea. For a long dis

tance from Suez it is extremely shallow:

then, lower down, it is very rocky; and

while this is nothing to steamers, which

can easily keep the narrow channel, yet

with the wind blowing six months one

way and six months the other, it will not

be easy for a heavily-laden clipper to

keep off the ground. Yet these things

will all be set right, for trade will take

the shortest route, and the Suez Canal

will be a success, although no nation

now believes it except France and”

(with a bow) \‘ America.”

The only stopping-place from Ismailia

to Port Said is Kantara, which means

The Bridge. A swinging boat answers

the purpose now, but the abutments are

being built for a more substantial struc

ture. We reached Kantara about three

o’clock. Here is a little clump of houses
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clustenng along the canal, trying hard

to look like a miniature Ismailia, and

scarcely succeeding in the attempt.

French, English, Italian and Turkish

flags were displayed, either on account

of the arrival of the steamer, or because

it was New Year’s day, and we were

invited to accept the hospitalities of the

‘-Café du Canal.” A neat Frenchwoman

set before us some excellent coffee, good

fresh bread and delicious dates, and

while enjoying them we observed the

“café.” It was hard to realize we were

where we were. There were the inevit

able mintsticks in the glass jar with a

brass-rimmed cover, the fly-marked

cheese-cakes and the honey-dew plug

tobacco; and had it not been that the

walls were covered with flamingoes,

Egyptian geese, pelicans and the skins

of two leopards recently killed near by,

it would have been hard to believe that

we were not in a cake-and-beer shop on

an American turnpike.

Kantara is thirty-one miles from Port

Said, and the canal is almost perfected

thus far; that is to say, although the

dredges are still at work, yet for this

distance the canal is one hundred yards

wide and of an average depth of twenty

six feet; and these are to be the dimen

sions for its entire length. A curious

feature, which is visible along the nar

row parts of the canal. is a current flow

ing in from the north at the rate of one

and a half knots per hour. Although it

is many months since the water attained

its level, yet this current still continues.

Our captain attributed it to evaporation

and absorption. It must be remembered

that all the cuttings have been from the

Mediterranean toward Suez, and that the

main body of the men employed, num

bering eighty-five hundred, are working

at the head of the canal, which is now

advanced as far as Serapéum. Here it

is necessary to cut through a number of

sand-hills to the Bitter Lakes, which are

a series of depressions in the desert, in

the lowest parts of which are marshy

ponds. They are twenty-five miles in

extent, and it is expected that when the

water is let in an area of one hundred

and forty thousand acres will be covered.

 

(This has since been done.) Then

comes the Chalouf cutting to Suez, six

teen miles, and the seas meet. After

leaving Kantara, for many miles the

water overflowed the desert on either

side, and we passed along as through an

immense lake. The channel was buoyed,

and as an evidence of the shallowness

of the overflow, flamingoes. pelicans and

a kind of large curlew waded about, in

tent on fish and regardless of us, while

myriads of snipe and sandpipers gazed

at us from the little islands which in

every direction appeared above the water.

After leaving Kantara, we did not pass

a boat nor see a human being until’we

reached Port Said. The eye fairly ached

with reaching over the desert distanCe—

miles upon miles of sand, and, after we

left the overflowed land, one long silver

thread of water. Not a tree, not a

shrub, not even a good-sized stone, to

relieve the intense monotony of the land

scape. So when the captain handed us his

glass and said that he could see the ship

ping at Port Said, we were well satisfied

that our voyage through the desert was

drawing to a close. It was eight o’clock

when we reached the steamer’s dock,

and leaving our baggage in the hands

of the ubiquitous custom-house officials

(Turkish), made our way under the

guidance of our good courier (Jules

Hoffman) to the “ Oriental Hotel,”

where, during our stay of two days,

while waiting for the steamer for Jada.

we had good rooms, clean beds, capital

fare and excellent wine.

Now a word or two about Port Said

(pronounced, there, Port Say-eed). Ten

years age it was a narrow strip of sand,

which served as a resting-place for the

flamingoes when tired of wading about

in the marshes which still lie around it.

It was here M. Ferdinand Lesseps

(pronounced Le-sépps, and not De

Lesseps) made the first blow with his

pick and set his army of Arab workmen

in motion. It is now a flourishing sea

port—a regular place of call for four

lines of steamers, with a fine harbor,

huge workshops, great stores of material,

and a population of twelve thousand,

increasing every year. This is made up
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from all the countries round the Medi

terranean — French, Italians, Turks,

Syrians and Greeks. Italian is spoken

at this end of the canal, even more than

French. Port Said has a large square,

named after M. Lesseps, and surrounded

by comfortable and lofty dwellings. Its

stores, of which there are many, contain

almost all the articles which can be

obtained at Marseilles or Alexandria.

Upon one we noticed the sign painted

in four different languages — French,

Italian, Turkish and Modern Greek.

All the Arabs connected with the place

are apart in a village about half a mile

along the beach to the westward, and,

considering their proximity, Port Said

is a very clean town. Its harbor, how

ever, is its great feature. In order to

protect the mouth of the canal from the

deposit of mud brought over constantly

in great quantities by the Nile, and also

to defend the shipping from the severe

storms which sometimes beat in here,

two immense piers or breakwaters are

built out into the sea, separated by an

interval of seven hundred and fifty yards.

The western pier is twenty-seven hun

dred yards in length, the eastern one

two thousand yards, and between them

lies the harbor. The material used in

their construction is artificial stone made

on the spot from a combination of sand

and lime, under the action ofa powerful

hydraulic machine. Each stone weighs

twenty-five tons, and is put in its place

by two boats constructed for the pur

pose. The piers are not regularly built,

but they look very strong.

A few words now upon the canal in

general. Whether or not the idea

originated with Pharaoh, Napoleon I.

acted upon it, and actually had a survey

made, when it was reported that there

was a difference of thirty feet in the level

of the two seas; and for that and other

reasons the project was abandoned, and

lay dormant until about 1854 ; upon the

30th of November of which year the

contract between the Egyptian govern

ment and the “Compagnie Universelle

du Canal Maritime de Suez” was signed.

Its duration is ninety-nine years from

the day of the opening of the canal for

traffic. The Egyptian government is to

receive fifteen per cent. of the net profits,

and holds a large proportion of the com

pany’s bonds. Egypt conceded to the

company all the lands which might be

irrigated by the fresh-water canal, and

in 1868 bought back its own concession

for a sum equal to ten millions of dollars.

On the 1st of January, 1869, there

were at work eighty-five hundred men.

These men are obliged by the Egyptian

government to work on the canal, but

are paid by the company at the rate of

two francs per day. The engines for

dredging are sixty in number. Each

cost two hundred thousand dollars in

gold. The expenses amount to one

million dollars in gold per month, and

the work has already absorbed forty

millions of dollars. It is said that the

rates of toll are to be ten francs per ton.

The company is a private one, and has

not been publicly recognized or assisted

by the French government.

With regard to the rocks, the calms

and the tortuous channels of the Red

Sea, mentioned before as the chief ob

stacles to the use of the canal by the

larger class of merchantmen, plans have

already been elaborated in England, with

a view to the building of a class of ves

sels suited to this trade, and carrying

each sufficient steam-power to assist

her through the canal and down the Red

Sea. For the despatch of mails and the

transport of troops this route will be im

mediately available ; and although it will

take time to conquer English prejudices

and predilections, yet in time the bulk

of the India trade must come this way.

Whether the Suez Canal be for the

future a new and brightened gateway

between the nations, or whether it is

doomed to be obliterated by the influ

ences of Nature or the neglect of man,

like that other traditional labor which

was performed perhaps in the dim ages

of the Pharaohs, surely it has even now

obtained a place upon the page of his

tory, and it or its name will survive,

monumental of distinguished ability, un

tiring energy and the utmost tenacity of

purpose.

 

EDWARD Buan GRUBB.
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BEYOND THE BREAKERS.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

FOR LIFE.

ETWEEN the detached sandbar on

which the steamer had stranded and

the land the lake was deep. The bot

tom was a smooth sand, and as one ap

proached the low, level shore the water

shoaled gradually. Hartland, with great

exertion. had made about half the dis

tance when a man—the first survivor he

had seen—<:ame up behind him, swim

ming strongly. As he ranged alongside,

Hartland perceived, with equal pleasure

and surprise, that it was the miller whom

so lately he had seen go down in what

seemed a death-struggle. Tyler called

out to him: “Take it quietly, Mr. Hart

land; don’t swim so hard. You can’t

hold out so.”

The other felt that the caution was

timely. He became aware that in his

eager efforts he had overtasked his

strength. “ You are right,” he said.

“I have been overdoing it: I must go

more slowly.”

“ Can I assist you in any way ?”

“ Thank you, no. You’ll need all the

strength you have. Save yourself. Don’t

wait for me.”

“ Well,” said the other, as he struck

out in advance, “ perhaps it’s best. I

.may help you yet.”

Left alone. Hartland proceeded more

leisurely, seeking to husband his powers.

But for a man of his years, unused to

violent exertion, the distance was great

—too great, he began to feel, for reason

able hope that he might reach the shore;

for he felt now, at every stroke, the strain

on his muscles. After a time, so pain

ful was the effort that he could scarcely

throw out his arms. Then a numbness

crept over his limbs, gradually reaching

his body. He was resolute, scorning all

weakness that suffered the mind to usurp

control over the will: he struggled, with

Puritan hardihood, against the nervous

helplessness that was invading his whole

 system ; yet, even while he despised and

sought to repulse all imaginative sensa

tions, the fancy gained upon him that

life was receding to the brain. He had

no longer power to strike out. After a

few random and convulsive movements,

as if the body rebelled against the spell

that was cast over it, he sank slowly to

the bottom. An anxious sensation of

distress, oppressing the breast, followed,

becoming gradually more urgent and

painful. until in his agony he instinctively

struck for the upper air, which he reached

almost immediately. A few deep inhala

tions, and a consciousness that he was

now in comparatively shallow water, re

stored for a minute or two the exhausted

powers, but after making a little way

these soon failed again : he could no

longer maintain his mouth above water,

and, choking as a small wave broke over

his face, he sank a second time. Strange,

this time, was the transition! All pain,

all anxiety was gone. The world seemed

gradually sinking away. As he went

down a sense of ease and comfort came

over him, while a strange haze diffused

around a yellow light. Then, as has

happened to so many thus approaching

the term of earthly things, the man’s

life passed in review before him. And

there he argued, before the tribunal of

his own conscience as never before, the

question whether his conduct to wife and

child had been marked by that love which

is the fulfilling of the Law. Many alle

gations he made, numerous pleas he

brought forward—urging the duty of dis

cipline, setting out the saving efficacy of

severity, pleading the example of Him

who scourgeth every son whom He re

ceiveth. In vain ! He was too near

the veil. The light from Beyond, where

Love reigns evermore, shone through his

filmy sophistry. His soul heard the ver

dict—against him! It heard more than

the verdict. It heard those words, gen

tle yet terrible: “ To him that hath shown

mercy shall mercy be shown.” Then it
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cried out, entreating for a little more

time—a year—a single year only—in

which to atone for the harsh, unloving

past. So eager grew the longing that

it drew forth, from life’s inmost depths,

the last residue of that reserve fund

which Nature, in kind foresight, pro

vides against a season of overwhelming

exertion; and once more a spasmodic

effort brought him to the surface—and to

suffering again. Yet he breathed: he

was still alive. How could it be, after

that hour, so crowded with incidents,

spent below? An hour? That pro

tracted trial, the accusation, the defence,

the pleas he had set forth, the arguments

he had employed, the verdict, the bitter

repentance, the prayer for respite to

amend and repair the wrong,—it had all

passed in less than a hundredth part of

the time which, to his quickened con

sciousness, had seemed so long. Some

twenty seconds only had he tarried be

low. A vague conviction of this stirred

hope of life afresh, and a few feeble

strokes carried him some yards nearer

to the land. Then again that leaden

sense of exhaustion! He gave it up.

But this time, as his limbs sank beneath

him, the feet just grazed the ground.

It was like the touch of mother Earth to

the Lybian giant, kindling a spark of life.

A faltering step or two he made, and the

water just mounted to his chin. Had he

reached the land too late ? He stretched

out his arms toward it, but the body,

powerless, refused to follow. Even then

the tenacity of that stubborn spirit as

serted itself. He dropped on his knees,

digging his fingers into the sand and

dragging himself along, till he was forced

once again to rise and take breath. But

with the light and the air came back ex

cruciatingr pain. Then an overwhelming

torpor crept over sense and frame. His

limbs refused their office. Unable longer

to maintain himself erect, he dropped on

the sand. A brief respite of absolute

rest there imparted a momentary courage.

He crawled, under the water, a few yards

farther. Then consciousness and volition

gradually failed. As if by the inherent

powers of the system uncontrolled by

will, an automatic struggle was kept up—

 

for a few seconds—no more! That was

the last life-rally against fate. The temp

tation to lie there quiet, immovable—all

care dismissed, all effort abandoned—

was irresistible. But what was this ?—

a fearful reminiscence from the scene he

had escaped? No. These bright sparks

that flickered before his eyes were lam

bent and harmless. In his brain, too,

there seemed an internal light—an irrad

iate globe, but genial and illuminating,

not burning. Then came back again

that wondrous atmosphere—that calm,

effulgent, pale-yellow haze; and with it

such a sense of exquisite enjoyment that

all desire to return to the earth passed

from the soul of the expiring man. A

smile over the wan features, a slight

quivering of the limbs, and then all cog

nizance of the world and its doings had

departed; and the spirit was entranced

on the verge of that unexplored phase

of life to come, where the wicked cease‘

from troubling and the weary are at

rest.

What, meanwhile, had been the fate

of our sturdy friend the miller? A more

practiced swimmer than Hartland, and,

though a few years older, a more power

ful man, he was yet all but worn out

when his feet first touched bottom. He

had full two hundred yards still to go;

and he fell three or four times while

slowly and painfully wading toward

shore.

The land once reached, and all motive

for exertion gone, he dropped on the

very edge of the water, lying there some

five minutes or more without power to

move. Then gradually he revived suf

ficiently to sit up and turn his gaze on

the scene of horror he had left behind.

The steamboat was now one sheet of

flame from stem to stern. Little else

than fire and smoke was visible except

the lower portion of the wheel-house,

where Tyler thought he could discern a

small cluster of human beings still hold

ing on; but of this he was not sure, the

distance was so great. The boilers, he

thought, could not have burst, for he

had heard no loud explosion: now and

then in the stillness slight detonations
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caught his ear, occurring, no doubt, as

some barrel of inflammable matter was

reached.

Then he looked to see the fate of his

companions. Day was dawning and the

wind seemed to have abated. His first

impression was, that the lake had en

gulfed the whole of that gallant steam

er’s living freight, and that he alone was

left to tell the tale of disaster. But as

he scanned the water more narrowly he

caught sight, here and there, of a swim

mer making for the shore. Several of

the heads, however, sank as he watched

them. One had approached more nearly

than the rest, but that, too, disappeared.

Could it be Hartland’s? He looked for

it eagerly. It came in sight again, re

maining stationary, as if the person had

reached footing and paused to take breath

ere he walked out. He was sure of it

now: Thomas Hartland it was—stretch

ing out his arms too, as if imploring

help. Again the head sank, and again,

but for a few seconds only, it came to

the surface. At that moment, and be

fore it went under to show itself no

more. Tyler took rapid note of the direc

tion in which it appeared—almost in a

line from the spot on which he sat to

the stern of the burning steamer.

“I must save him,” was his next

thought. But he was fain to rest there

full five terrible minutes ere the vital

forces rallied so that he could trust him

self to the effort. Even then he stag

gered along like one drunk or just risen

from sickness—once over a log sub

merged in about two feet of water. On

that he sat down for a brief space to re

cover spirit and vigor. Precious mo

ments he knew well, but he must rest.

After a time he rose, bracing his nerves,

and calling to mind that his friend could

be now scarcely a hundred yards distant.

After he had advanced, slowly and cau

tiously, until he supposed he must be in

the vicinity of the body, he observed,

some six or eight yards farther on, and

a little off the line he had marked out to

himself, a few air-bubbles, as if rising

from below. He remembered to have

heard that during the last efforts of a

drowning person the pressure of water

on the chest usually expels a portion of

the air that still remains in the lungs;

and greatly encouraged by the indication,

he approached the spot. There, after a

time, feeling around with his feet, he

came upon the body. The touch gave

him fresh courage.

But what to do next? He felt that

if he attempted, in that depth of water,

to drag the drowning man by the arm,

his own head under water the while, he

would but sacrifice his life without sav

ing that of Hartland. In this strait, as

the ripple broke over his shoulder, and

something flapped lightly against his

cheek, he was reminded that one of those

stout Hibernians who had opposed his

efforts to reach the bow of the boat had

grasped the upper portion of his shirt

sleeve and torn it half off. A bright

thought! Tearing it off entirely and

splitting it lengthwise in two, he knotted

the pieces together, thus obtaining an

impromptu bit of cordage, one end of

which he managed to fasten around

Hartland’s left wrist. By this contriv

ance he was enabled to drag the body

along without stooping. Buoyed up as

it was, in a great measure, by the water,

a slight pull sufficed to move it in shore.

Yet even that small exertion exceeded

Tyler’s waning strength. At each step

his limbs dragged more heavily: several

times he stumbled from sheer weakness,

and he was utterly spent by the time he

reached the log where, on his way out,

he had rested. Forgetting where it was,

he fell over it as before, but not, as be

fore, to rise again. There were less

than six inches of water over his burly

frame, yet he lay there helpless and in

sensible as the friend he had striven so

hard to save.

it it it at u

Suddenly he found himself at home

again, before his own dwelling; and

strangely enough, without question in his

mind as to how he came there. He

heard Ellen’s voice, and saw her issue

from the house and cross to the well, a

few steps off. She had an old-fashioned

pitcher in her hand, the lower half blue,

the upper white, with grapes and grape

leaves embossed over it—a legacy from
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his dead mother which the miller highly

prized.

Beside the well stood Hiram Goddart,

Tyler’s principal hand in the mill, a

good-looking, brisk young fellow, with a

tin washbowl on a small bench before

him, drying face and hands after his

morning ablution.

“Good-day, Miss Ellen,” he said,

“ I’m sorry to see you looking pale this

fnornin’. Are you ailin’ ?”

“ Not ailing, thank you, Hiram, but

I had uneasy dreams last night, and

haven’t got over them yet.”

“ You expect the old man here this

evening ?”

“ Or to-morrow, some time.”

“ I’ll be blithe to see him, Miss

Ellen,” blushing and hesitating. “I

had a letter from Uncle Samuel yester

day: he’s well-to-do, and has neither

chick nor child to do for. He’s willin’,

if I need it, to send me a thousand dol

lars or two to set me up in the world.

I think your father likes me well enough.

He’ll have to go partly in debt to pay for

that machinery he’s buying; if I raise

the two thousand, he might take me in,

for a partner, like, in the millin’ business.

Then I wouldn’t be a hirelin’, and may

be—” Ellen’s eyes glistened with tears,

not ofjoy: her rustic lover’s quick eye

saw that, and his countenance fell.

“ You wouldn’t let me ask the old man”

—he said it despondingly—“if he would

trust you to me? You’d be very lonely

if__l’

“ Oh, Hiram,” the girl cried, her sobs

reaching Tyler’s ears, “it’s cruel of you

to talk that way, and father gone, and

only last week seven people killed when

the rail-cars ran off the track. And

then you know I’ve told you, as plainly

as I could say it—”

“ Yes, Miss Ellen, you needn’t repeat

it,” said the poor fellow. “ You never

gave me no encouragement: I’ll always

say that.” Then, taking the pitcher

gently from her hand: “Let me fill it

for you.”

Ellen thanked him, voice and hands

trembling. He drew a fresh bucketful

and filled the pitcher. As she received

it from him, it slipped through her hands

 
and fell to the ground, breaking in

pieces.

" How clumsy I am !” she said: “ and

father’s favorite pitcher, that grandmother

gave him! Oh dear! But don’t wait,

Hiram. l’ll send Nancy with another.

Breakfast will be ready in ten minutes.”

With that she recrossed to the house,

passing, Tyler thought, close to him.

Then it first occurred to him as some

thing strange that neither of them took

notice of his presence—that they spoke

of him as absent. And then the whole

scene faded away: he shivered with

cold; seemed to be lying out some

where: felt hands turning him over,

and heard a rough voice saying, “ He’s

no that awfu’ cauld. He‘ll aiblins come

to. l dinna think he’ll coup the cran

yet.”‘

“ He’s a’maist deed, faither: he does

na stir,” said another voice.

“That’s naithin’, Tam. Nae doot

he’s sair forfoughten. A’ droukit folk

is, that’s been lyin’ a blink, wi’ the water

aboon them. And he tumbled ower just

as we lap the fence o’ Squire Doolittle’s

cornfield. He must ha‘ laid there four

or five minutes or ever we gat at him

and pou’d him out. I wonder what on

airth the doited carle was aboot? Dinna

ye mind, Tam, that he was wadin’ in and

staggerin’ as if he was fou, when we first

cam ower the hill and got sight o’ him ?

He must ha’ gane clean wud, the crazy

cheel, to try it the second time, and he

no able to stand. Hech, sirs !” he

added, as a deep sigh, half groan, burst

from Tyler, “whatten an ausome grane

was that! He’s waukin’ up. Tam,

help me turn him ower on his brisket:

they say that’s gude for them that’s been

dr0wnin’.”’f

And when he had laid him face down

ward, the kind fellow took off a heavy

frieze coat he wore and laid it over his

patient. Then he put his hand on the

region of the heart.

' A few words, here and there, in the way of glos

sary, may be acceptable : A iblins, perhaps. Cor¢ tlu

cran, kick the bucket—die.

? Sair farf0ugblm, quite exhausted. Dnmbit,

drenched. Blink, a little while. Daitni carle, stu

pid fellow. Fou. drunk. !Vud, mad. Anone

grane, awful groan. Brirkd, breast.
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“ Is the breath in him yet?” asked the

son.

“ ’Deed is it.

belyve.

at H‘

He’ll be speakin’,

He’s a wee dozened yet ; that’s

Then to Tam, as he called him:

“ My bairn, tak’ aff that bit coatie o’

yours and wrap his feet in’t.” Tom did

as he was bid, starting. however, as he

laid hold of one foot: it moved in his

grasp. “ The man’s alive, daddie,” he

said. “sure enough : he can kick.”

The father raised Tyler’s head, placing

his hand under the forehead. A little

water came from the mouth: then the

eyes opened. After a fruitless eflbrt or

two, the miller said: “ Am I here yet?”

“’Deed an’ ye are,” replied the other.

“Whar did ye think ye had gotten to?

It’s no very like the land o’ the leal,

here—d’ye think it is ?—wi’ this cauld

soakit sand anaith ye, and you in thae

screeded duds, and us twa in our sark

sleeves.”1 ‘

The words were not very intelligible

to the miller, but he felt that this was

real. “ I’d like to sit up,” he said,

faintly. They assisted him, but he was

so weak that but for Tom, who planted

himself behind him and sustained his

back. he must have fallen over again.

Then he took it all in: the sun risen;

the lake, almost calm now; the steamer,

still enveloped in flames; three or four

stragglers crawling up the sand a little

way off, and several men from the coun

try hastening to their assistance. That

brought back to his mind his own efforts

to rescue Hartland.

“ Mr. ”

“ My name’s Alexander Cameron.

Ye may ca’ me Alick if ye like: maist

folks do.”

“ You’ve saved my life, Mr. Cameron.”

“ Me and Tam, yes. It was easy

done. There wasna’ twa foot water

where ye lay.”

“There’s another man there: I was

trying to drag him out when I fell.”

“An’ that was what took ye into the

water when ye were yinst out? Aweel,

ye’re a spunkie cheel, if ye are auld. So

 

‘ Bclyve, by and by. Doumd, stupefied.

1‘ Land o' the leal, land of the faithfuI—heaven.

Scruded duds, torn rags. Sark sleeves, shirt sleeves.

 
there’s anither man in yonder? I’m

thinkin’ his parritch is cauld by this. A

gude half hour he’s been lyin’ there.

But if it’ll ease yer mind ony, Tam and

me’ll try and howk him up. Can ye sit

yer lane. d’ye think ?”I

The miller entreated them not to mind

him. After searching a few minutes,

they dragged l-lartland’s body on shore

and laid it out on the land, near to.

where Tyler was. Cameron examined

it carefully. The veins of the head

were swelled; the face was blue and

livid; the tongue was visible between

the lips, which were covered with white

froth ; not the slightest warmth over the

heart or elsewhere. Even Tyler, who

contrived to creep up to the body,

thought the case desperate. They em

ployed the usual means of restoration,

however—cold water on the face, upward

friction on the limbs and body, without

obtaining the least sign of life. “They

say sneeshin’s gude for’t,”§ said Came

ron, taking from his pocket a small

sheep’s horn, or mill as he called it,

containing snuff, and inserting a portion

of the contents into the nostrils of the

drowned man.

Ten minutes had elapsed in these

fruitless endeavors, when a young fellow,

clad in homespun, his small pocket-sad

dlebags indicating his profession, gal

loped toward them from an inland road.

“Od, but I’m fain to see ye, doctor.”

said Cameron: “here’s some gear needs

your reddin’. It’s past me, ony way.”|l

The young doctor, dismounting, ex

amined the case with solemn and critical

air, shook his head, and said,

“ Do you know how long this patient

has been under water, Alick ?”

“A matter o’ half an hour and mair.”

“ It’s almost hopeless. There are

cases on record of resuscitation after

more than half an hour’s immersion, but

they are rare.”

“I gied him some sneeshin’, doctor.

Was that a’ right?”

“ Quite right. It stimulates the in

3 Yinsl, once. Pnrritch, porridge. [Io11/k u/, dig

up. Yer lane, by yourself.

§ Snenlzin, snuff.

ll Fain, glad. Same gear n¢nir.;wur r(’¢Z’din’, a job

that needs your care.
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terior surface of the nostrils, and tends

to excite circulation.”

“ lt was wasted on the puir bodie:

he’ll never need bicker‘ nor sneeshin

mill mair.”

In the mean time the doctor had been

feeling Tyler’s pulse as he lay listening

to their conversation. “ Alick,” he said,

“ye’d better be attending to the living.

This man’s made a narrow escape of it,

and he ought to be in a warm bed this

very minute, instead of here on the wet

sand. Take my horse, if he can sit

him, get him home as fast as ye can,

and—ye’ve got some brandy or whisky

in the house ?”

“O0, ay: we aye keep a sma’ drap

pie: ye never ken when it may be

needed.”

“ Well, it’s badly needed now.

man’s chilled through.”

Tyler declined the offer of the horse,

but on receiving from the doctor the as

surance that he would not leave Hart

The

land until every means of restoration had '

been exhausted, he consented to go.

Alick made him put on the frieze coat, '

and he and Tom supported him, one on

each side.

I t was hardly three-quarters of a mile

to the Scotchman’s cabin, but the mill

er’s sufferings during that short journey

were terrible. It seemed to him as ifa

hundred needles were pricking him from

head to foot. His head swam: he was

forced to sit down and rest a dozen times

on the route. When they came to the

squire’s fence, Cameron and his son had

to lift him over. The field had been re

cently ploughed. The Scotchman look

ed at it doubtingly.

“He’s unco silly,” he said to Tom,

“ and this bit bawk’s hard to win through.

We maun jist carry him.”1

And, in spite of Tyler’s remonstrance,

the stout farmer and his son picked him

up between them.

“He’s a buirdlyi carle,” said Cam

eron, quite out of breath, as they set

him down on the other side of the

field. “I’se warrant him to weigh gude

 
fourteen stane.

stranger ?”

“ I’m a miller. Nelson Tyler is my

name. l live at Chiskauga: it’s a vil

lage near the Indiana line.”

“ Tyler ? That’s a gude Scotch name

—--a’maist as gude as Cameron. Aweel,

we’ll hae ye hame in a jiffy, and Hl gar

Grannie pit on some het water, and we’ll

hap ye up and rub ye weel. Ye’re feck

less the noo, but the mistress has some

auld Ferintosh in the aumbry that“ set

ye up; and we’ll hae ye hale and hearty

the morn.” Then, after a pause: *-We’d

best be steerin’, gin ye think ye can

hirple on. They bare feet 0‘ yours ’ll

be gettin’ cauld.”§

Tyler could not help looking down

disconsolately at his own forlorn condi

tion: his drawers were the only nether

garment he had saved. Cameron under

stood the look.

“ Ye left yer breaks on that burnin’

boat, did ye? But never fash yere

thoom about that, man: there was mair

tint at Sherra-moor. l hae a pair o’

shoon and some orra-duds at hame:

they’re maybe a thought ower tight for

ye, but ye’re welcome to them till ye can

do better.”||

The miller thanked him warmly, and

as the rest of the way lay over level pas

ture-field, he contrived to walk, though

at each step the leaden weights that

seemed to clog his heels grew heavier.

By the time he reached the spacious

double cabin a feeling of stupor and utter

helplessness came over him, and ere a

chair could be brought he had sunk on

the floor.

They carried him to the fire, and “the

mistress,” as Alick called his hale, stout,

red-cheeked wife (who bore her forty

odd years as if they scarcely numbered

thirty), bustled about, and soon had a

warm bed ready, in which Tyler was

\Vhat’s your callin’,

' Eider, wooden dish.

1 Unca silly, very weak. Bmuk, ploughed land.

I BIn‘rd1;/, bulky, broad-built.

Q Gar, make. Fecklesr !lu’ noa, exhausted just at

present. Au1dFrrintos/E in the aumbry, old whisky

in the pantry; so called because a certain Forbes was

allowed, in 1690, to distill whisky on his barony of

Fn1‘nta.t-Iz in Cromartyshire, free of duty. Steerin’

stirring, moving. Hirplz, to walk lamely or with

difficulty.

|| Mair tint at S/an-a-nmar, more lost at (the battle

of) Sherifi Moor (an action disastrous to the Scottish

arms, fought in 1715). On-a-duds, spare clothing.
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laid. “Grannie” was greatly exercised

just at first, rushing about the house

without any definite purpose, exclaiming,

“ The Lord’s sake ! Gude guide us!

That bangs a’ !” But she soon resumed

her usual equanimity, put a large kettle

on to boil, and was ready, with her ex

perience of threescore-and-ten, to pre

scribe various infallible remedies for the

exhausted man ; chief among them a

warm potent potion, sweetened with

brown sugar — a Scotchman despises

white sugar when whisky is concerned—

and of this palatable mixture the “ Fer

intosh” which Tyler’s host had promised

him formed a chief ingredient.

The miller’s sensations, as he lay

there dream-haunted and bewildered,

were of a singular character. The sheets,

as he touched them, seemed as thick as

the coarsest sailcloth, the blankets like

inch boards. His own body appeared

to him to have stretched out to gigantic

proportions. He felt as if he were eight

or ten feet long, and as if it were im

possible that the bed on which he lay

should contain him. Then there was a

sinking down, down, as if to some depth

impossible to reach. He thought the

man who had dragged him to the bottom

of the lake ere he could get free of the

boat had again clutched his arm. He

started in terror, struggling to free him

self, and rolled over on the cabin floor.

When they came to lift him up he stared

wildly round him, muttering, “I couldn’t

help it: it was his life or mine.”

After they had covered him up again,

and, at Grannie’s instigation, put some

bottles of warm water to his feet, he fell

into a troubled doze, which lasted an

hour or two.

When he woke, he saw, lying on a

bed opposite to him, a stout, portly, rud

dy-faced man, in full dress, with a shin

ing black satin waistcoat and a massive

silver watch-chain. The miller rubbed

his eyes, wondering if that could possibly

be the same gourmand he remembered

to have seen only the day before at din

ner on shipboard, stuffing himself with

delicacies till one wondered where he

found room to stow them away, and call

ing for an additional bottle of champagne

 
when the captain’s supply was exhausted.

The very same! That expanse of satin

waistcoat was unmistakable. But how

could he ever have come here—in all

that toggery too?

“ Is it possible”—he said to his host,

who had come to ask if he felt better—

“ is it possible that fellow with the watch

chain got off from the boat ?”

“ ’Deed did he.”

“ And swam ashore with all his clothes

on ?”

“ Hoot nal He couldna soom, buskit

that gait.‘ There was a bit coble gaed

out to the steamboat—”

“ A coble ?” ‘

“ That’s a fishin’-boat, ye ken—”

“ It brought off some of the pas

sengers ?”

“A matter o’ twenty o’ them, they

say. They grippet on to the big wheel,

and bided there till the boat took them

awa’ ; yon chiel amang the lave. It’s a

wonder to me how siccan cattle as that

hae a’ the luck: the Lord aboon, l—le

kens the gowk was na worth savin’.

And there’s anither o’ them ; that Dutch

body, sittin’ by the chimlie-lug.”T

The man to whom he referred was a

Jewish-featured German, some fifty or

sixty years old, sitting on a rocking-chair

by the fire, bemoaning his fate. “Ach,

mine Gott !” he repeated: “ mine gelt

ischt all gone l Gott im Himmel! \/Vas

soll ich thun? Verdammter Zufall l

Every thaler ischt gone !”

Cameron went up to him. “Auld

man,” he said, with some asperity,

“you’ve been grainin’ aboot that siller

ye’ve lost till I’m sick and tired hearin’

ye. Ye seem to hae clean forgotten that

yer life’s been saved the day, when hun

dreds o’ better men have gone to Davie’s

locker; and deil hae me ifI think ye’ve

said a be-thankit for it yet.”

“ Mine life !” rocking himself violent

ly to and fro. “Was ischt mine life

goot for if mine gelt ischt all lost and

gone i”

“ No muckle, I’ll agree; but then

' C014/dm: mom, built’t that gait, could not swim,

dressed up that fashion.

f Amnng flit lave, among the rest. Climit?-lug,

fireside (literally, chimney-ear).
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they say we should a’ be thankfu’ for

sma’ favors. Was ye yer lane? Had

ye nae wife?”

“Ach, ya!

gone.

But mine gelt ischt all

Mine wife ischt all gone too.”

“Won’t somebody kill that d—d

Dutchman?” roared out Satin Waist

coat from his bed.

“Ye may come an’ kill him yersel’,

for a’ me,” said Alick, coolly, “but I

dinna think he’s worth it: a man that’ll

set up his money for an idol, as thae

pagan Jews did that gowden calf in the

wilderness, and then let the mistress

come in ahint a‘—like Lot’s wife when

she turned to a pillar o’ saut—may gang

his ain gait for onything I carc.”‘

Amid such talk the day passed. Many

dropped in before evening; some from

the wreck—0thers to hear the particulars

of so terrible an accident. It appeared

that a boat which had put out early in

the morning had picked up twenty-one

persons—one woman among them—

chiefly those who had saved themselves

by clinging to the lower portion of the

starboard wheel; of which number,

strange to say, was a child not more

than seven or eight years old—the son

of an English emigrant, it appeared.

Father, mother and four children were

among the lost, and the poor little or

phan, but a few hours before member of

a cheerful, thriving family, now stood in

this Western cabin a solitary estray, with

out relative or friend. Grannie took

him on her knee. “I-Iae, there’s a

piece,” she said, handing him a large

slice of bread and butter: “dinna greet,

m.v bonny dawtie: yer faither and yer

mither’s forsook ye, but the Lord ’ll tak

ye up.”

Six persons only, besides Tyler, saved

themselves by swimming—in all but

twenty-eight survivors out of four hun

dred and twenty souls. The captain

was found among the dead, his arm

around his wife. Not a few perished,

as had nearly been the miller’s fate, in

shallow water. Many more would doubt

less have reached the shore by swim

ming but for the fatal encumbrance of

clothes. All appeared to have retained

' Ahint, behind. Smut, salt.

 

their shirts, the greater number their

drawers, and many bodies washed on

shore were of persons, like him of the

watch-chain, fully dressed. Pity they

had not followed the example—recorded

by Saint Pierre in his world-renowned

story—of the sailor on the deck of the

Saint Géran, “tout nu et nerveux comme

Hercule,” who, though he failed like

Paul to rescue Virginia, yet, by the wise

precaution he took, succeeded in saving

his own life.

The young physician, who called late

in the afternoon, brought word that

though he had persisted for several hours

in his endeavors to save I-lartland, they

had been ineffectual, and that arrange

ments were already being made for his

interment.

An hour before sunset a four-horse

wagon, with several chairs and one or

two feather-beds, drove up to the cabin.

It had been sent by the innkeeper of a

village some five or six miles distant, in

case any of the survivors chose to re

turn with it to his hotel. The miller

decided to go, in spite of Cameron’s

hospitable invitation, kindly pressed, to

remain with him a day or two.

Satin Waistcoat went also, of course.

He pulled out a purse, apparently well

filled, and came toward his host to pay

for breakfast and dinner. “ Put up yer

siller,” said the latter, a little sharply.

“ We’re no bien to brag o’. But I dinna

keep a public, to be seekin’ pay for a

meal’s vittals; and naither am I a beg

garman, to need an aumos.1 Ye’re wel

come to what ye’ve had.”

When they were taking leave, Tyler

asked Cameron what he intended to do

with the little orphan.

“O0, we’ll jist let him rin with the

bairns, and gie him a bite and a sup till

better turns up.”

“Suppose I were to take him and

make a miller of him ?”

“ Ye hae a rale leal Scotch heart,

Mr. Tyler, anaith that broad brisket

o’ yours. I’m unco glad me and Tam

pou’d ye out. It’ll be the makin’ o’ the

bairn.”

" H"¢’n na Mm fo bmg o’, we’re not rich to boast

of. Amnor, alms.
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“ The Lord be thankit !” said Gran

nie. “I kenned weel He would haud

till His word.”

“ Will you come and spend a week or

two at the mill this summer or fall,” said

Tyler to Cameron, “ and bring Tom with

you? Maybe he’d like to be a miller

too. I’d give him the best kind of a

chance.”

“ I’m no misdoubtin’ ye would, and

Tam’s gleg at the uptakfi But I canna

weel spare him frae the farm. Ony way,

I’se come and see ye the first chance.”

“ I won’t say a word about these

trowsers and the hat and the jacket you

made me take.”

“Ye’d best no, or we’ll hae a quarrel.

But I’ll tell ye what : we’ll mak a niffer,f

and ye’ll gie Willie here—that’s what the

wean ca’s himsel’—ye’ll gie him a pair

o’ Sunday breeks and a blue Scotch bon

net wi’ a tassel to’t. \Vad ye like that,

Willie ?”

Willie did not quite understand the

kindness that was intended him, but

when Tyler, laughing, asked him, “ Would

you like to go in that wagon, Willie, and

sit beside the driver and see the horses?”

the little fellow clapped his hands, and

then gave one of them to Tyler.

So, with many thanks to the mistress

and to Grannie, and a hearty shake of

the hand from Tam, they bade good-bye

to the hospitable Scotchman.

CHAPTER XXXV.

THE BODY THAT was TOO 1.0m; FOR THE

noor.

EITHER Grannie’s prescription warm

and strong, or her son’s dry humor, or

else perhaps the excitement of the day,

fed by constant news touching the fate

of his fellow-sufferers, had, at the mo

ment Tyler left Cameron’s log cabin,

caused the miller almost to forget his

aches and pains. But these were griev

ously recalled on the journey, brief as it

was, over a rough wagon-road to the

village tavern. Though he had lain

down on one of the feather-beds, each

' Gizg at the uflnk, quick at learning.

I N/.'fl’er, exchange, swap.

Vor. IV.—27

 jolt of that springless wagon was tor

ture. He grew weaker, mile by mile.

The landlord and a stable-boy had to

carry him up stairs to bed, on which he

sank body and mind utterly exhausted,

and scarcely conscious where he was or

how he came there.

A doctor was sent for, who shook his

head and spoke a little doubtingly of the

case, prescribing nourishing food, given

often and in small quantities, with oc

casional stimulants. Mounting his horse,

he said to the landlord: “The man

would do well enough, and might be up

to-morrow, if he had twenty years less

on his shoulders. But age tells. I can

ride Speckleback”—patting his neck

“ as far in a day, for all his fifteen years,

as I could when he was a seven-year

old; but when patients are plentiful and

far apart, and I put him through his

fifty miles before night, then I have to

ride the filly for two or three days till

his old legs supple again. He’s a stout

fellow for his age, that lodger of yours,

but even if there’s no funeral, he isn’t

likely to be up for a week. You may

bring him through by good nursing:

that’s the main thing.”

Tyler remained for several days, sunk

in a strange sort of ]ethargy—a dreamy

state, the past and the present inextric

ably mixed; his mind sometimes en

gaged with dim and shadowy reproduc

tions of the horrors he had passed

through, sometimes visited by peaceful

visions similar to those that soothed Hart

land’s dying moments. But there was

once in each twenty-four hours a sort of

lucid interval, in which the patient took

note of things around him and was com

paratively clear-headed. This occurred

from two to three o’clock each morning,

lasting, at first, about an hour. Except

during these intervals he could not eat.

\/Vhile they lasted the chief thing Tyler

noticed was the appearance of a woman

at the foot of his bed: she might be of

any age above sixty—parchment-faced,

with snow-white hair and cap, silent,

and, except that her fingers knitted rap

idly and mechanically, absolutely im

movable—no change in the cold, impas

sive face, the gray eyes fixed on him.
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Tyler rubbed his own eyes, but there it

was still. Could it be an apparition

his grandmother, who, he recollected to

have heard, was a celebrated knitter?

If so, it must have been a ghost of the

ministering kind, for it glided slowly to

the fire, stirred something that had been

set to simmer there in a small pot, and

brought the sick man, by and by, a glass

—not of nectar, unless nectar be a bev

erage much resembling warm egg-nog

with whisky in it. It did not say any

thing to him, however, merely signing

to him to drink what it presented: then,

after setting the empty tumbler on a

small table at the bed-head, it resumed

its station and its knitting, and the gray

eyes watched him with stony gaze as be

fore. Then the old crone was mixed up

in his dreams; sometimes extending a

hand to help him out of the water—some

times telling him that she would meet

him soon in the next world.

Gradually the intermittent periods of

lucidity became longer—tw0, three, four

hours. He was coming back to earth,

and the figure at the foot of the bed

emerged from its ghostly phase—feeling

his pulse, dropping, now and then, a

word or two as to his wants: in short,

settling down into a careful, flesh-and

blood nurse, albeit singularly taciturn.

On the fourth day a slight fever su

pervened. That abated, however, and

on the sixth Tyler sat up, with a feeling

of returning health and a keen sense

that the sunshine had never before look

ed half so bright.

He had replenished his wardrobe from

a ready-made clothing store in the vil

lage, the owner giving him credit without

scruple. “I know by your face you’ll

pay me,” he said; “ but even if you

didn’t, it wouldn’t break me; and we

must all lend a helping hand in a case

like this.”

He was two hours in dressing, com

pelled to rest every few minutes during

the process. When nearly dressed he

happened to cast his eyes on a looking

glass set on a chest of drawers. Startled,

he turned round to see who had entered

his room. No one there!

he looked again in the glass there still

Yet when '

 
it stood—a feeble, wan-faced old crea

ture, with hollow, staring eyes, and hair

silver white. A second time he turned

perplexed, wondering whether his senses

were beginning to wander again. At

last, after a third look in the mirror, it

flashed upon him—lhat was NELSON

TYLER !

What we call Time in this world may

not exist in the next under any phase

which corresponds to our present per

ceptions of it. These perceptions, even

here, are sometimes revolutionized.

That hour of twenty seconds spent by

Hartland beneath the lake waters in

self-trial and condemnation was as truly

an hour to him as if the long hand of the
clock had marked its sixty minutes. And i

so even physical effects that are usually

the result of years may be produced in

days. That terrible week had been ten

years in Tyler’s life. He was ten years

nearer death at its close than he had

been at its commencement. His hair, but

slightly sprinkled with gray on that bright

May-day morning when the “Queen of

the Lakes” swept gracefully from her

moorings in the harbor of Buffalo, was,

on this seventh of May, colorless as the

snow when it falls from heaven. The

rush of circumstance had put forward

the hands of life’s dial. Would his own

child recognize him under his advanced

years ?

In a buggy which the landlord loaned

him he ventured out, 'taking Willie—who

had been thriving under the buxom land

lady’s care—with him, and driving slowly

to the scene of disaster. What a sight

met his eyes! A wide trench, some

one hundred and fifty or two hundred

feet long, had been dug along the bank,

and contained—so they told him—three

hundred and seventy bodies that had

been washed ashore, or dragged up from

the sand-bar on which the steamer

stranded by friends and relatives in

search of their dead. These bodies had

, been enclosed in rough poplar boxes,

the lids loosely tacked on, so that the

corpse within could be readily inspected.

Upon each lid had been chalked the

name when there was any clew to it,

but in the great majority of cases only a
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few words designating sex, probable age

and apparent nativity of the deceased.

A crowd was assembled around this

hideous trench: the greater number

mere spectators, drawn thither by the ‘

curiosity which any great tragedy arouses,

but a good many were engaged in ex

amining the rude lettering on the boxes,

and some in the ghastly duty of inspect

ing their contents, urged, perhaps, by

hope of recognizing, in some decaying

form, a brother, a father, perhaps a sis

ter or wife.

Some of these searchers, however,

seemed to be young lawyers or other

agents, who had accepted the revolting

office—an office not without danger also,

for Tyler’s perceptions, sensitive through

sickness, detected a faint odor, indicating

that in a portion of that encoffined mass

decomposition had already begun.

Two men, who appeared to have been

thus employed, came from the crowd and

stopped to take a last look at the scene

near Tyler’s bugg ’.

“ Catch me undertaking such a job

again!” said the younger of the two to

his companion. “If it hadn’t been for

that chloride of lime, or soda, or what

ever it is, I think I should have fainted

before I got through that awful pit. I

don’t believe the stench will be out of

my nostrils for a week. And we have

to give it up at last.”

“ We found one of the two,” replied

the other; “ and that’s better luck than

most of them had.”

“ I say, Jack,” rejoined the first speak

er, “did you hear the dreadful stories

they were telling about the plunder of

the dead bodies — watches, jewelry,

money they suppose too ; and one young

girl who had her earrings torn off.”

“ It may be exaggerated,” replied the

other, “ but no doubt it is partly true. A

great crowd always draws pickpockets;

and they probably concluded that the

dead would miss their rings and watches

and pocket-books less than the living,

and would be very sure not to prosecute

them for the theft.”

“I suppose that is their cold-blood

ed way of looking at it, but it’s very

horrible.”

“I came across a more horrible thing

just before I left home.”

“ Did you?”

“I was standing in our savings bank

last Saturday afternoon when a crowd

of depositors came in; one widow among

them, over fifty, and four children to feed

by taking in plain sewing. She had put

a fifty-dollar note—the savings, she told

me afterward, of nearly two years—into

her bank-book, and held that over her

shoulder in the press. Some villain

picked it out. These wrecker-thieves

are honorable gentlemen compared to

him, if they do look Death in the face

and go on picking and stealing still. You

ought to have seen that poor creature’s

agony. Money saved, twenty-five cents

at a time, through two whole years, to

be laid by against a rainy day, and gone

in a single moment, no doubt to pamper

drunken riot or worse debauchery. It’s

very shocking to think of, the tearing rings

out of the ears of a young creature that’s

_ dead, but it’s a venial crime compared

to tearing the heartstrings of a poor, old,

. overtasked, hardworking mother that’s

living and can feel the torture.”

“ You always were a queer creature,

Jack, but I can’t help thinking of the

bleeding ears for all that.”

“Don’t let’s talk about it, Ned. I

want to get out of this. Let’s hunt up

the two men that hired that hack along

with us, and see if we can’t get off

to-night.”

Tyler had seen and heard enough.

He returned to the tavern a good deal

fatigued, but a quiet night’s rest did

much for him. He was up, though a

little late, to breakfast.

As he passed out with Vilillie to go

to his room, the two men whose conver

sation he had listened to on the lake

shore were paying their bills at the office

counter. Tyler stopped to look at them.

The face of the elder seemed familiar,

but he tasked his memory in vain to

discover who he was or where he had

met him. They passed up stairs to look

after their baggage, and Tyler noticed a

four-horse carriage at the door. “Are

they going in that hack?” he asked his

, host.
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“ Yes, to Cleveland, where they take

the railroad. Why couldn’t you go with

them ?”

“I have no money to pay you my

bill.”

“ Don’t let that stop you, Mr. Tyler.

]’ll not be harder on you than the tailor

was. Send me ten dollars when you get

home, if you have it to spare.”

“And the old woman that nursed

me ?”

“I guess she ought to have a V. So

you can make it fifteen.”

“I’ll send you twenty the day I get

home. Give the old woman half. She

earned it.”

Just then the two men came down,

the younger first. “Mr. Morris,” said

the landlord, “couldn’t you give this

man a seat in your hack?”

“Very sorry, but we’re full already

four of us, and that’s all it holds.”

“ Who wants a seat ?” said the other

as he came forward—“ anybody from the

wreck ?”

“ Yes, this old man here: he swam

ashore, and then went back into the

water to try and save a friend of his.

That time he’d have been drowned, sure

enough, if it hadn’t been for Scotch

Alick. He’s been a week getting over

it, as it was.”

“ Old gentleman,” said he whom his

companion had called Jack, turning to

Tyler, “you shall have my seat, and

heartily welcome too: l’ll get up beside

the driver.”

Tyler wrung his hand in thanks:

‘- I‘ve this little fellow, but he can sit on

my knee,”

“ Any baggage ?”

“Out in the lake, yes,” smiling; “ but

we won’t wait for it.”

It was just as much as the miller

could do to climb into his seat, the land

lord helping him.

“ Hand me up that youngster, land

lord,” said Jack; “I know he wants to

see the horses, and my knees are

stronger than his grandfather’s.”

“ That’s not my grandfather,” said

Willie as soon as he was seated.

“ Your father, is it? He’s old to have

such a son as you.”

 

“ Father and mother are both drowned,

and Bessy and Liz—jem and Harry

too.”

“ Good Heavens !” said kind-hearted

Jack ; “ and who’s that old gentleman?”

“ Don’t know. He’s goin’ to make a

miller of me.”

Jack looked at the :hild’s sad, earnest

eyes and kissed him, his own eyes moist:

then he turned, and, after scrutinizing

’l’yler’s face, said to Morris: “ Ned,

hand me up one of those printed hand

bills.” He looked it over carefully;

then to himself: “ No, it can’t be; but

it’s a singular coincidence.”

“Mr. Morris,” said one of the occu

pants of the hack, “ what sort of luck

had you and Mr. Alston?”

“ Got one body and sent it home, but

couldn’t find a trace of the other, though

we must have opened at least fifty of

those infernal boxes. It may have been

washed ashore some distance off.”

“ Then probably the coroners didn’t

have a quarrel over it.”

“ How do you mean ?”

“Didn’t you hear about that? The

bodies came on shore close to the county

line; and there were two rival coroners,

each anxious to have the honor, or

rather the profit, of holding a few hun

dred inquests. Finally, I think, they

agreed to divide the spoils.”

“ Well,” said Morris, “ if a man’s in

business he must look out for custom.

It’s three dollars a body, and the county

can afford to pay it. These coroners

don’t make fortunes: it isn’t every day

they have such a windfall as this. I

wish one of them had made his three

dollars 011’ that miller’s body, so we could

have taken it home to his daughter. No

doubt it would have been a comfort to

the girl. Are you worse, old gentle

man ?” turning to Tyler, who had sunk

back as if exhausted, his eyes closed.

“No, it’s nothing,” rousing himself;

“but is that gentleman’s name, beside

the driver, Mr. Alston ?”

“Jack Alston, yes; and a right good

fellow too, if he has odd notions some

times. From Mount Sharon: do you

know him ?”

“ Mr. Alston,” said Tyler in a feeble
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voice, without replying to Morris, “will

you let me see that handbill you were

reading ?”

It was handed to him. The reading

of it seemed to produce a strange im

pression. They saw him struggle for

composure. At last he said quietly to

Morris, “I think it’s just as well the

coroner didn’t hold an inquest on that

miller you’re looking after.”

“Why? Do you know anything

about the body?”

“Yes.”

“ Then, in the name of Goodness, let

us know where it is. We’ve had such

a time after it. Driver!” raising his

voice, “stop: we must go back again.”

“ No, you needn’t: you’ve got the

body here.”

“ What?” said the other, confounded

—“in the boot under the driver, or

strapped on behind?”

Tyler, weak as he was, couldn’t help

laughing: “ The miller was six feet and

over: it would have been hard to get

the box into the boot, I think.”

“ For God’s sake, stranger, tell us

what all this means, at once.”

“ It isn’t every man that has a chance

to see his dead body advertised, and ten

dollars reward offered for it—”

“ By the Lord Harry!” broke in

Jack, “ifiit isn’t the burly miller here in

the body among us ! Give us your hand,

old fellow. I had some suspicion about

it when this youngster here told me you

intended to make a miller of him. But

then the white hair! How could they

make such a mistake?”

“No mistake, Mr. Alston ;” shaking

his head sadly ; “ but I made a mistake

myself, yesterday, when I first got up

from a sick bed and looked in the glass.

I didn’t know it was Nelson Tyler.”

“ No wonder I didn’t find it out, then.

Well, I’ve heard of such things before,

but I never believed them. Do you

mean to say that your hair was only

’ sprinkled with gray,’ as the handbill

says, one week ago?”

“The day we left Buffalo, yes—if

that’s only a week since. It seems to

me like six months.”

1- Mr. Tyler,” said Alston, “ what was

 
it that the landlord said about your go

ing back into the water, after you had

saved yourself, to help a friend? Who

was it you tried to save?”

“ Thomas Hartland of Chiskauga ; but

I didn’t make it out. I contrived to get

the body along till the water was about

two feet deep, and then fell down sense

less myself. You would have got my

body, slick enough, along with Mr. Hart

land’s, if it hadn’t been for a stout

Scotchman and his son who dragged me

out.”

“You’re a noble fellow, Nelson Ty

ler,” said Alston, warmly: “first, to risk

your life, and all but lose it, for a friend ;

and then to adopt an orphan that hadn’t

a soul left to take care of him. But how

did you expect to pay your way and his

back to Chiskauga ?”

“To tell you the truth, I didn’t see

my path very clearly; but in our coun

try you can always find somebody to help

in a case like this. I felt sure the rail

road people would put us through free.”

“ That reminds me,” said Mr. Morris,

taking out his pocket-pook and selecting

from it two half-eagles, “ that I owe this

gentleman a debt.” He handed the

money to Tyler, adding with the utmost

gravity, “ The reward for finding that

body, Mr. Tyler, that was too long to

get into the boot, you know.”

They had a good laugh over this, and

quite a merry time, all things considered,

till they reached Cleveland, whence, the

same afternoon, they proceeded by rail

on their return to Chiskauga.

 

CHAPTER XXXVI.

ONE OF NATURE’S WONDKR&

WHILE Tyler lay in lethargic sleep

and penniless—off the line of telegraphic

communication, too —at that country

tavern, he had neither spirit nor means

to send speedy news of his condition to

his daughter. But ere he left Cleveland

he telegraphed to a friend at the River

dale railroad station nearest to Chis

kauga, asking him to ride over and in

form Ellen that her father was on his

way home.
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The tidings came like a message from

heaven to the desolate girl. The terri

ble suspense—worse than the worst cer

tainty—which she had been enduring for

the last five days had worn on mind and

body till she seemed more fit to occupy

a sick bed than to go about as she still

did, wearied and wan, attending mechan

ically to her daily duties.

The poor child had her own personal

griefs and anxieties in addition to those

which regarded her father’s fate. She

had fallen, alas ! into pitiless hands.

The ancients were wont to picture the

Harpies as rapacious birds with human

heads, who snatched from some hungry

man the untasted meal, destroying or

befouling what was intended for nourish

ment and comfort. More cruel are the

Harpies of humankind—filching or de

filing the holier food of the mind and

heart, decrying good name, bedaubing

fair fame and murdering reputation.

Venial in the comparison,and of motive

less shameful, is even the base offence

of the robber-incendiary. He may hope

to clutch from the burning edifice valu

able spoil, and that edifice may, ere long,

be rebuilt stronger, fairer. more stately

than before; but the backbiter has not

even the poor excuse of plunder, and the

ruins of a blasted reputation may be

eternal— beyond reach of restoration

even by the slanderer himself, should

late repentance seek to repair the deso

lation he had wrought.

But Amos Cranstoun and Catherine

Wolfgang thought of none of these

things. The one stung by jealousy, the

other by envy, they sought to gratify

these evil passions, reckless on whose

head their defamations fell. Neither

specially disliked Ellen Tyler, yet, as

events turned, she was their chief vic

tim. They felt that Mowbray and Celia

could be most effectually reached and

punished by imputations on the chas

tity of the miller’s innocent and simple

hearted child.

Day by day she was made to feel,

sometimes by intangible trifles, some

times by ruder demonstrations, the

spreading of the subtle influence. On

May-day there was a pic-nic, numerously

 

attended, on Grangula’s Mount, and to

this the invitation had been ofa general

character. Ellen went. By Celia, Leo

line and others she was treated with

their wonted kindness, but on the part

of several of her usual companions she

met averted looks, a few rudely and

pointedly avoiding her. On one occa

sion, when she had seated herself on a

bench on which six or eight young girls

of her acquaintance had already taken

seats, they rose in a body and left it.

She returned home heart-broken; and

when, two days later, there was super

added a week of torturing suspense in

regard to her father’s fate, the unhappy

girl, looking forward to desertion by all

earthly aid and hope, was, for the time,

crushed beneath her load of sorrow.

One star—was it of bane or of bless

ing ?—shone through the darkness that

was enshrouding her. She met Mow

bray twice during that terrible week.

He spoke to her gently, kindly, sooth

ingly—spoke, at last, of marriage. Ellen

burst into tears, faltering out Celia’s

name.

“Do not let us speak of her,” said

Mowbray, coloring. “Shehas— Every

thing is over between us for ever—for

ever, dear Ellen! It was her doing:

perhaps she likes somebody else better:

at all events, l was glad to be honorably

released. Don’t you know why? I

have felt lately—you must have felt it

too—that for months l have loved you

far better than her—far better than any

one else in all this world. It would

have been wrong for me to marry her,

loving you best. Now I am free, and

you will be my little wife—will you not,

dear, dear Ellen ?”

It was not in a nature like Ellen’s to

make any answer but one to this. Child

like, faithful-hearted, inexperienced, ten

der, she saw in Evelyn Mowbray more

than her love: he was her hero also, her

ideal of all goodness, nobility, generosity.

To another it might have occurred that

Mowbray’s conduct to Celia showed in

constancy, and laid him open to the

charge of mercenary motive. Not one

light cloud of suspicion rested on the

heaven of her simple faith. Celia’s po
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sition, if she had lost much money,

seemed to Ellen still far above her own,

and it was Celia’s own doing. Didn’t

Mr. Mowbray say so ?

But the glamour which indued the

image of clay with the vestments of a

god owed its power of charming to

something more. Mowbray lad taken

a fancy to this pretty, warm-hearted,

bright-eyed girl. Celia had deeply

wounded his vanity, and Ellen’s look of

love mingled with reverence was balm

to the wound. He had not lied to her

when he said that he preferred her to

her rival and to every one else: he cer

tainly did—just then. Truth lent force

to his words and warmth to his tones.

Ellen knew that she was loved—that she

was preferred to a young lady, beautiful,

refined, accomplished. Her vanity, like

his, was flattered, and became the ally

Of her love.

Could she say aught but yes when he

offered her the first place in his heart,

and a shelter in his arms from the revil

ings of a merciless world?

One only condition she attached to

her consent—that her father, when he

returned (not gfhe returned) should say

yes also.

He did return when hope was almost

gone; but alas! alas ! how worn. how pale,

how changed! Ellen’s tearful joy when

the old man took her once more in his

arms was most touching to see. She

supported him into the house, set him in

the wonted easy-chair; then sank at his

feet, burying her face in her hands and

laughing and crying alternately, without

power of control.

When her first wild emotions had

somewhat subsided, she stood, with

swimming eyes and an aching heart,

gazing—oh so piteously !—at that wast

ed form. “ Father, father!” she cried,

“ how terrible it must have been! Poor

white hair!” putting it back from his

forehead and kissing him fervently again

and again. Then she knelt down, laid

her clasped hands on his knees, and

looked up in his face: “ You must rest

now, father dear, and I must nurse you.

Hiram can mind the mill: he’s been

quite attentive since you went away.

 You must be very quiet: you mustn’t

be anxious, nor trouble yourself about

anything except getting well.” Then

sadly, in a low tone: “ I’ve been a trou

ble to you, father: I’ve done what I

ought not to have done: you’ve been

anxious and sorry about me. Dear,

kind father, you mustn’t be anxious, you

mustn’t ever be sorry about me, any

more. They may say what they please

and promise what they please: I’ll stay

with you and take care of you, as mother

would have done if she hadn’t gone to

heaven. I’ll never leave you—never,

father dear—as long as you need me—

as long as you want me to stay.” Then

she took the white, thin hands in both

hers, stroked them and laid her face on

them.

The old man, wholly overcome, looked

at his daughter with dim eyes, thinking,

the while, of that pathetic old story that

tells us of the Hebrew widow and the

Moabitess, her daughter-in-law. The

words seemed to sound in his ears:

“Whither thou goest, I will go; and

where thou lodgest, I will lodge. The

Lord do so to me, and more also, if

aught but death part me and thee.” He

gently drew his hands from hers, laid

them on her bowed head and said:

“You are your mother’s own child,

Nell—the dearest blessing God has

given me. May He bless you as I do,

and lead and protect you when I am

gone !”

The next day, when a quiet night’s

rest had a little recruited the miller’s

strength, and when both were calmer, he

related to the wondering and excited

girl the tragical scenes through which

he had passed; omitting, however, that

vision of home which appeared to him

while he lay under water insensible.

As he concluded his narrative, Hiram

Goddart came in to take his orders for

the day. When these were given and

the young man had departed, Tyler said

to Ellen: “ Has Hiram heard from his

uncle Samuel since I left?”

“Yes”—a little embarrassed:

he tell you he expected a letter ?”

“ No. Any news from the old man?”

“ The letter came on May-day, I be

“ did
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lieve; at least Hiram told me of it next

morning. He did not show it to me,

but I think it must have been in reply

to something he had written about a

partnership with you in the mill; for he

said the uncle offered him one or two

thousand dollars to set him up in the

world.”

The miller started, shuddered, turned

pale.

“ Poor father!” said Ellen; “how

you must have suffered! You have

these pains still ?”

“ Not much, my child: it has passed.

Did Hiram say anything about a part

nership ?”

“I think he did. Oh yes—now I re

member: he said you might perhaps

want money to help pay for that new

machinery. Was that all lost, father?”

“Yes, Nell: nothing but the old man’s

come back to you; and he’s good for

nothing but to give trouble now.”

Ellen put her hand on his mouth: “I

know you love me, father dear,” the

tears rising to her eyes, “ and that you

don’t want me to cry. Then you

mustn’t say such cruel things as that.”

“Well, I won’t. I used to tend you

when you was little and your mother

ailin’, and I never thought it a trouble.

So you shall fetch me a pitcher of water,

dear Nellie, fresh from the well.”

Ellen brought it, and when she had

poured out a glass, her father asked,

“What’s come of that blue and white

pitcher?”

“ Oh, father, I’m so sorry!”

“ It’s broken ?”

“ Yes. It was the very same morn

ing Hiram spoke to me about his uncle’s

letter.” Then, looking at her father:

“ You are suffering still from those aches

you told me of. I see it in your face.”

“Just for a moment, Nell:

mind it. So you and he were at the

well together, were you ?”

Ellen blushed: “ Why, how did you

know that, father?”

“It wasn’t difficult to guess. .You

generally fetch a pitcher of water for

breakfast; and that’s about the time

Hiram mostly comes to wash by the

well.”

 

never.

“Yes, he was wiping his face and

hands when he told me about the letter.”

“ You see. That must have been

just about the time I got on shore. I

wonder if you had been dreaming about

steamboat accidents.”

“ No, but I had had bad dreams about

you, and kept thinking of the seven peo

ple that were killed on the railroad when

the cars ran off the track.”

“ And maybe Hiram kept thinking

that if anything did happen you’d be

very lonely—”

“ He had no business to tell you all

that. I don’t thank him for it 3” a little

pettishly.

“ Don’t blame the lad for nothing,

Nell. He never said the first word

about it, good or bad. But my Scotch

aunt Jessie used to sing me a song that

Burns or somebody wrote: it began—

’ Wilt thou be my dearie?

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart,

Wilt thou let me cheer thee ?'

And I remember that was the way I felt

about your mother when I was courtin’

her, one time when her father was ill.

I think Hiram must have been saying

something about some other partner

ship besides the millin’ business that

morning ?”

Again that telltale blush : “ Father,

you must be a witch. How could you

guess all that?”

“ You think I never heard that, when

young people meet by the well, they do,

now and then, talk of such things? How

do you know I never did it myself?”

“ But then nothing can ever come of

it. Hiram’s as good as he can be : you

never had a more faithful hand ; only I

couldn’t love him. I told him it couldn’t

be. And you don’t want me to marry

him, do you?”

“ You love your old father, Nell, and

you’re bent on taking care of him. D.’ye

think he would ever ask you to marry

anybody you couldn‘t love ?”

Tyler had many kisses from his daugh

ter that morning, but none more fervent

than the one she gave him as he said

that. Yet she could not make up her

mind to tell him, just then, that Mow

bray had asked her to be his wife. “ By
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and by,” she thought, “ when he is

stronger.”

“ Nelly,” said Tyler, “you’ve your

housework to do and that orphan Willie

to look to; and I’m a‘most as much

worn out tellin’ you that long story as

if I’d gone through it all again. Leave

me to rest, child: maybe l’ll get a nap.”

Yet he was not thinking of napping.

When Ellen left him his mind was in a

tumult. As he recalled and arranged

the wonders that had just come to light,

he sank into a long, solemn reverie.

He had looked upon it as a dream. No

thing more natural, considering whither

his thoughts had strayed off, even while

he was dragging Hartland’s body through

the water, feeling step by step more like

dying himself than saving another. Yet

he had never, in his life, dreamed any

thing so vividly. No occurrence in the

actual world had ever seemed to him

more real. The Scotchman’s voice and

the cold wet sand appeared to him, at

the first moment, more like a vision than

that from which they recalled him. And

thus—actuated, however, by curiosity

rather than by any belief that the scene

had been truly enacted at the well-side—

he had cautiously questioned Ellen.

The result overcame him with wonder

and with fear. The coincidences were

too many and too exact to be casual.

First, there was the correspondence as

to time—the morning after May-day,

probably at the same hour, for the miller

was wont to breakfast about sunrise;

then the various details of the conversa

tion—I-Iiram telling the girl of the letter

from Uncle Samuel, and the sum named

in it, “one or two thousand dollars ;”

the proposal about a partnership, never

broached by the lad before; then—still

more unlike the fortuitous— Hiram’s

suggestion that the money might help to

pay for the new machinery; then his

suit to Ellen and his allusion to her

being left alone ; finally a pitcher broken

at that very time, and that pitcher the

same he had seen in the trance—his

mother’s bequest. Common sense told

him this could not all be chance. What

was it, then ?

The man felt awestricken, as in the

 
presen:e of a Superior Power. The

next world came near to his senses, as

never before, though that might have

been due, in part, to his late narrow

escape from death. New and strange

thoughts crowded upon him. He had

never intended to doubt that the soul

had a separate existence and that it sur

vived the body: he would have been

shocked if any one had suspected that

he lacked belief in that article of the

Christian creed. Yet he had received

the doctrine, as the common mind re

ceives that and a hundred more, pas

sively—with sluggish acquiescence only.

No living conviction of its truth had_

come home to him. If he had been

hard pressed as to his reasons for faith

in that tenet, he might have been very

much puzzled to find them.

Very much puzzled ten days before, but

not after that morning on the lake shore.

For then he had seen, he had heard—if

perceptions indicate sight and hearing—

what till then it had not entered into his

heart to conceive. While his body lay

insensible under the waters—soon to re

turn, it seemed, to the earth as it was—

his spirit, love-called,‘ had hied away,

it would appear, leaving its earth-clog

behind, yet connected with it perchance

by some invisible, attenuated chord,

which still permitted return to its home

of clay, so long as the fine, spiritual

catenation was not finally severed. The

soul had in the twinkling of an eye,

overswept one or two hundred miles of

space to visit home and child, and take

note of the cherished one’s well-being.

Such—not in its detail, but in its

general outline—was the theory upon

which Tyler, after an hour of profound

meditation, settled down. He accepted

the strange phenomenon it had been his

lot to witness as establishing the soul’s

separate and independent action, and

affording proof past all denial of its im

mortality. But an untutored mind, sud

denly brought into contact with the new

and the wonderful, is apt to run to ex

treme ; and thus the miller, alarmed into

superstition, interpreted his vision not

. “ Si forte fu Faffettuoso grido.”

Danre, Iqferna, canto 5.
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only as evidence of another world, but

as an omen foreshadowing his own ap

proaching entrance into it. “ Many ex

ternal circumstances,” says an able

naturalist,‘ “ appear to be received in

almost all countries as ominous.”

But when an omen is taken to indi

cate death, the tendency of the belief

itself often is to work out its own fulfill

ment. \‘Vhcther the miller’s death was

hastened by his presentiment, or whether

his mind was disabused by communica

tion with those who held more enlight

ened opinions, will appear in the future

chapters of this story.

In the mean time his love for Ellen

caused him scrupulously to conceal from

her what agitated his own mind. But,

like Mary at the Master’s feet, he laid

up these things in his heart.

 

CHAPTER XXXVII.

UNDER THE DEPTHS.

DR. MEYRAC sat by Mrs. Hartland’s

sick bed counting her pulse, one rainy

evening several weeks after the ship

wreck. Celia had gone down to see to

the preparation of a nourishing soup.

The voice of the patient, as she address

ed her physician, was faint and low:

“ You will tell tne the truth, doctor.

What are the chances that I shall live ?”

He did not immediately reply; and

when he did the question he asked

seemed irrelevant:

“ Is it that madame has great anxiety

about the affairs? I heard say that Mr.

Hartland lose by one railroad.”

“ You suppose I wish to make a will?

No; I am not thinking about property:

Ethan attends to that; but I wish you

to tell me—”

“I am very pleased. Now I will an

swer madame’s question. According the

symptoms, you ought to recover; but I

see you sink, sink, all the days. There

is some wrong. I can cure de body,

but I have no medicine for cure de mind.

Madame’s mind is not at ease.”

The agitation that caused a sudden

\

' Brande, who succeeded Sir Humphrey Davy as

professor in the Royal Institution.

I flush over Alice’s pale, thin face attested

the sagacity of the observation.

“I pray madame not to imagine I

vould inquire: it is not at all my affair;

but I vould offer one advice.”

“Speak to me frankly, doctor: I ask

it as a favor.”

“ You are too good. Vell den. Some

ting oppress you. It weighs on your

mind day and night. You rest not: you

sleep not. But I cannot cure nobody

visout sleep. You must change dat.”

“ How can I change it?”

“ See! If you shut it up, it vill op

press you more and more: maybe it vill

be too strong for my tisanes, and you

will go to die. The body must be help,

and dere is a vay to help it. You are

not one Catholique, or I vould tell you

send for your confessor; but it is just

as good. Find some sage friend dat

you love, and say it all. It vill be much

relief: vat you call disburden. Yen one

is ill, it must never too much load down

eeder de stomach or de mind.”

Celia entered, and soon after the doc

tor took his leave, she accompanying

him to the door. “ Mademoiselle Celie,”

he said, in French, “ try to amuse our

good friend. Read to her, sing to her.

Don’t let her feed on her own fancies:

they are not wholesome. Too much

care will kill a cat.”

In the course of the evening, Celia,

mindful of the doctor’s injunction, pro

posed reading something. “ What shall

it be !” she asked.

“ Have you not been translating re

cently portions of Madame Roland‘s au

tobiography ?”

“ Yes.”

“I once dipped into it, and I think it

would have interested me intensely, but

you know how imperfectly I understand

French.”

When Celia fetched her manuscript

and began to read, she was amazed at

the emotion exhibited by her auditor at

certain passages—this among them :

“ Roland was of a dominating charac

ter, and twenty years older than I. One

of these two superiorities might have

been well enough: both together were

1 too much.” ’

 



1869.] 417BETOND THE' BREAKERS.

And again: “ It was Roland’s desire,

at the commencement of our marriage,

that I should see as little as possible of

my intimate female friends. I conform

ed to his wishes, and did not renew my

intimacy with them till he had acquired

sufficient confidence in me to be no

longer jealous of their love. That was

a mistake. Marriage is grave and

austere—”

Celia started: that sigh from the sick

bed seemed to come from the very depths

of the heart ; but she proceeded:

“Marriage is grave and austere ; and

if a woman with strong affections is de

prived of the solace of friendship for

those of her own sex, a necessary ali

ment is cut short and she is exposed

thereby. How numerous the corollaries

from that truth !”

The invalid clasped her hands, press

ing them tightly over her heart, but she

said nothing; and Celia went on reading:

“ If we lived in solitude, I had many

weary hours of sadness and suffering.

If we went into society, I attracted the

affection of persons, some of whom,l

perceived, might have interested me too

much. So I devoted myself wholly to

work with my husband; but that, too,

had its evils.”

“ Dear Madame Roland!” was all

the comment Alicc made. Celia, fear

ing over-excitement in her aunt’s feeble

state, said:

“ I translated only passages that struck

me here and there. Here is one other:

‘ln default of happiness, one can often

obtain peace, and that replaces it.’ ”

Celia laid her manuscript aside as

Ethan entered. He noticed, with appre

hension, the hectic flush on his mother’s

cheeks. Fever was rising, but she urged

her son and niece to retire. “ You have

both your day’s work to do to-morrow,”

she said, “and need rest: Nancy can

stay with me.”

“Housework is as hard as keeping

school,” said Celia. “ Let me stay with

you to-night, mother—please !”

Mrs. Hartland had two hours’ troubled

sleep in the early part of the night—

more than she had been able to obtain

for several days and nights past. As

 
soon as she stirred, Celia sprang from

the lounge where she had dropped into

a light nap, and was by her side. The

cheeks betrayed high fever.

“ Does it still rain ?” Alice asked.

Celia threw back the shutters, and

moonlight from a cloudless sky filled the

room. “ It is a brilliant night,” she

said.

“ That storm oppressed me. Put out

the lamp, dear child. I want the moon

light.”

Celia sat down beside the bed. Her

aunt tossed about, occasionally moaning.

The forehead was burning hot, and the

girl began to fear delirium. But after a

time Alice took her niece’s hand and

seemed to be thinking of her, for she

pressed it several times, shuddering a

little now and then. When half an hour

elapsed, she startled her niece by saying,

“ Dr. Meyrac thinks I shall die, but I

must tell you something before I go. I

knew how I had sinned, but, Celia, Celia,

I never thought I should do wrong to

you‘’’

“ Wrong to me, mother?”

“ I did not see that I was doing wrong.

It’s all clear now. Surely in the next

world all will be clear.”

“Do you mean that you have loved

me and indulged me too much. What

else have you ever done?”

“I want to tell you about the days

when your dear mother and I went to

school together. We lived in Arch

street, next door to a rich merchant;

and his eldest son— Ah, Celia, what a

noble, generous, handsome boy he was!

He was just your mother’s age—three

years older than I. I don’t remember

when I first knew him, but he went to

school with us more than three years;

and never did brother treat sister more

gently, more kindly, than he treated me.

His name was Frank.”

“ Is he alive still, auntie?”

“I think I must have been a preco

cious child: I know I was a foolish one.

It wasn’t love I felt for Frank: it was

worship. At school I contrived always

to sit so that Icould see him, yet I

scarcely ever dared to look. If he was

in the same room with me anywhere, it
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Was happiness enough for me. I seem

ed to feel it if at any time he was going

to pass our window, and I always looked

up just in time. But if anybody had

guessed all this, I think I should have

died. One day I was terribly frightened.

We had got together with a number of

children, and one of them proposed that

all the boys’ names should be written

on scraps of paper, folded up and put

into a hat. Each girl was to draw one.

We thought it was rather wicked, but

when it came to the point none of us

refused to try our chance. I drew two

one accidentally folded within the other.

The first I glanced at was the name I

had hidden in my heart: I crushed it,

unobserved, in my hand, and showed

them the other, which contained the

name of a rude boy whom I could never

abide. I know I should have fainted

on the spot if I had been obliged to

show Frank’s name. Yet Icould not

make up my mind to destroy the scrap

it was written on. I had a small bead

purse, lined. I ripped open the lining,

slid the precious memento inside and

carefully sewed it up again.”

“ Did he die, mother dear?”

“ He went to a higher school—after

ward to college. I didn’t see him for

sixteen years : then I was a wife and he

a widower. Oh you mustn’t despise

me, Celia. Iwas a wife, and I am a

widow now, yet I have that little bead

purse still.”

For some time she was unable to pro

ceed, covering her face with her hands,

her frame shaking with sobs. Celia

sought to soothe her, kissed her tender

ly, and could not restrain her own tears.

With a strong effort, Alice at last mas

tered her emotion so as to proceed. But

she evidently spoke under high feverish

excitement, and as if she felt she must

go through with it:

“ Maybe I had some excuse for mar

rying. He had married some years be

fore. I knew it would be an awful thing

to go on loving a married man. And,

besides, it was not a man I had loved—

only a boy; and I thought it would be

so different when I saw him again.

Then Mr. Hartland was such a moral,

 

upright person. Everybody respected

him, and so did I. I never chose my

seat in church so that I could see him,

to be sure; nor ever particularly noticed

whether he was in the room or not; and

I never knew or cared when he passed

our window. But I had got it into my

head that if a woman married a good

man, she wouldn’t be able to help loving

him afterward. Dear child, whatever

you do, never marry a man you don’t

care for, no matter how good he is, in

hopes that you may love him by and by.

And if you care for your own soul, Celia,

never marry one man as long as you

love another.”

“I shall never marry anybody, dear

auntie—never !”

“That’s bad, too. And you don’t

know. If that boy I worshiped so had

turned out a worthless man, I think I

should never have connected the two,

or kept caring for him. But when he

was there for years daily before my eyes

—daily doing good—the very embodi

ment of all that is kind and generous

and faithful—the idol of hundreds besides

myself—the benefactor of the whole

neighborhood—your own best, noblest

friend, too—”

“ Gracious Heaven!”

“Yes, you have guessed it—Frank

Sydenham. Sometimes I watched him

from behind the curtains as he rode past

our windows. But he never saw it.

Thank God that he has no cause to

despise me! I had to tell you, Celia,

for I haven’t come to the worst thing I

was guilty of—the wrong I did you.”

“ You are exhausting yourself, dear

mother—”

“ It must be told, and better at once.

I saw that Mr. Sydenham loved you,

Celia—indeed, how could he help it ?-

and I didn’t wish him to marry you. It

was very, very wicked in me; but that

was one of the reasons why I wanted so

much that you should marry Mowbray.”

Celia was so amazed at this disclosure

that, for the time, she could not utter

a single word. Alice proceeded des

perately, as a convict might in his last

confession :

“I did think I’d hide it from you,
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darling, and let you believe your aunt

was a good woman. But I couldn’t

bear to put it off. In heaven—but I

dare say I sha’n’t go there after all I’ve

done—at any rate, I couldn’t bear to

think that you should hear it there first;

so I /an’ to tell you here.”

Celia still sat like one stunned, her

mind bewildered with the strange ideas—

unwholesome fancies Dr. Meyrac might

well call them—that had just been thrust

upon her ; and her aunt added :

“I don’t expect to live, my child, and

I’m sure I don’t wish it. But whether

I live or die, I want you not to think

worse of me than I deserve. Ifl live,

I shall never feel again as I have done.

I can’t tell you how much this sickness

has changed all my thoughts and wishes.

Whether I am here to see it, or whether

I witness it (if spirits are permitted to

look back) from the other side, it will

be a happiness to me to see you Frank

Sydenham’s wife. I hope and pray you

may be.”

“ Dear mother, don’t I know there’s

nothing you think would make me happy

that you wouldn’t be glad of? But for

Mr. Sydenham’s sake and for mine,

please, please don’t talk so. Such a

thing never for one moment crossed his

thoughts.”

“ His lips, you mean. Of course not,

so long as he knew you were engaged to

Mowbray.”

“ Pray, pray don’t ! I do believe Lela

doesn’t love her father much better than

I do; but my love for him is just like

hers—”

At this point, however, conscience

checked her. She remembered the day

—was it only seven or eight months

ago ?—when she was sitting in that arm

chair before Sydenham’s parlor fire.

Had she really told him then that he

never seemed to her like a father, and

never would ? Had he kissed her? Only

on the forehead, and only as any kind

old gentleman might. But was he so

old, after all? She was getting confused,

so she came back to what she did know.

“I haven’t a heart to give to Mr.

Sydenham if he asked for it. They say

Evelyn is engaged to Ellen Tyler: I

 
dare say it’s true; but, mother, mother,

I love him still!”

Celia laid her head on the pillow be

side her aunt’s. Alice put her arms

round the girl’s neck, kissed her fervent

ly, and wept silently and long. “ My

own child, my own darling!” she said

at last. “Ah, if my little Lizzie had only

lived! My heart would never have

strayed from home then.”

After that they were long silent.

Then an intuition came to Celia. “ They

would tell her if they knew all,” she

thought; then to her aunt: “ You think

more of Ethan and his welfare than of

anything else, don’t you, mother?”

“ Of you and Ethan. I have nobody

else to care for now.”

“ But you may have, by and by.”

Her aunt looked up, troubled, but her

brow cleared when Celia asked: “ Did

it ever occur to you that Ethan might

have taken a fancy to some one in

Chiskauga ?” ‘

“ Has he?” with a look of surprise.

“ It isn’t settled, I think. She feared

that she was getting blind, and accepted

him conditionally only.”

“ Miss Ethelridge, is it ?”

“Ellie—yes. Such a noble, warm

hearted girl, mother: so much—oh so

much — better than I shall ever be.

Ethan’s heart is in it, and he would

marry her, if she were blind, to-morrow.”

“ But a blind wife—a blind mother of

a household, Celia?”

“I know; but perhaps she might

have a dear, good mother-in-law staying

with her. You will never see your little

Lizzie again, auntie, till you see her in

heaven, but you may see your grand

children.”

The look that came over Alice’s face

was something beautiful to see. After a

pause she said, in a low voice, “ Per

haps I may recover. Celia dear, what

was that last extract you read me from

Madame Roland’s diary?”

Celia went to the window and read by

the bright moonlight: “ In default of

happiness one can often obtain peace,

and that replaces it.”

Toward morning Alice slept tran

quilly several hours, and awoke free from
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fever. Then she sent for Ethan, and

had a long talk with him. From that

day they dated her convalescence.

It was an imprudent thing in Alice

Hartland to speak as she did to her

niece, especially as, by Ethan’s advice,

they had begged Mr. Sydenham to act

as Celia’s guardian, and he had consent

ed and been appointed. The girl was

not at all disposed to imagine people in

love with her. But this new relation

brought Sydenham and her a good deal

together. Then, too, she visited Rose

bank thrice a week to give Leoline mu

sic-lessons. So that, even if she had

desired to avoid him, she could not well

do so without appearing unfriendly or

ungrateful. She did not really desire to

avoid him, but she was no longer at ease

with him as formerly; and when she

became conscious of this it provoked

and annoyed her. If she had not been

too busy to be sentimental, it might have

made her unhappy.

She had neglected the school some

what during her aunt’s illness, but as

soon as Alice was able to sit up and

walk about a little, she returned to her

teaching, resolved to make up for lost

time. Some of the pupils, she found,

had been taken from school by their pa

rents. Was the poison working? Was

she to be a clog, instead of an aid, to

Ellinor? -Her dream of usefulness be

gan to fade.

For a moment the thought crossed

her that she ought to withdraw from the

partnership. But Ellinor’s waning sight !

And then the indignation against injus

tice which lurks in the mildest natures

woke up a little too. Ought Mrs. Wolf

gang and her abettors to succeed in

their base plot? “ They ought not, and

they shall not,” she thought, “if I can

help it.” She was getting pugnacious.

That is wholesome—in moderation.

The same evening (Mrs. Clymer hav

ing gone out) Leoline and her father

urged Celia so cordially to take tea with

them, after her lesson was over, that she

could not well refuse. She spoke of the

pupils they had lost.

“I shouldn’t wonder,” said Syden

 
ham, “ if you have been setting that

down to your account.” Celia looked

embarrassed. “I thought so,” pursued

Sydenham. “ There is a cabal formed—

not against you individually, but against

the Chiskauga Institute. Poor Ellinor

Ethelridge has her full share of the

abuse. They have been inventing and

circulating all kinds of scandalous stories

about her past life.”

“ Who, papa ?” asked Leoline.

“ Cranstoun and Mrs. Wolfgang, and

their set—all whom they can influence

or delude.”

“If it really would shield Ellie from

their malice—” Celia began, but Leoline

gave her such a look that she stopped,

half inclined to laugh.

“If you do—if you do !” said Leo

line, shaking her finger at her. “ What’!

Give it up, and let these wretches have

it all their own way!”

“ We must fight the battle through,

Celia,” Sydenham said—" not for your

sake and Ellinor’s only: for the sake

of the place. I never let such things

go.”

“That’s my darling papa,” said Leo

line, kissing him. “ And, Celia, if you

desert us, l’ll disown you.”

“ She will not desert us,” said her

father, smiling.

“I’m afraid,” said Celia, “ that what

somebody calls ’the old Adam’ within

me was a good deal stirred up when I

thought of Mr. Cranstoun and Mrs.

W0lfgang enjoying their triumph.”

“I declare I begih to have hopes of

you, Celia.” Of course it was Leoline

who said this ; and she added: “I once

heard some one say to papa (I hope it’s

not wicked to repeat it) that we meed a

little of the devil in us to keep the devil

out.’ But it’s only a tiny bit of the old

Adam that’s in you, my dear—of Adam

when he was so old he had almost for

gotten about Paradise—nothing worse,

you good girl. It’s only creatures like

me that have a touch of the old Serpent.

Then, perhaps he wasn’t so very bad,

after all. Milton gives him rather a fine

character.”

Celia laughed, and that did her good :

“ lf you had been a man, Lela, what a
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soldier you’d have made! You would

have led your men anywhere.”

“I don’t know about that. I never

was tried with that ’villainous saltpetre.’

It must be a nervous sort of thing to

stand to he shot at.”

“It needs as much courage to be

slandered without flinching,” said her

father. “ The best way to avoid cow

ardice in danger is to think of others,

not of one’s self. These children that

are under your care will be the sufferers,

Celia, if you give way. Cranstoun and

his set are making war on them.”

“ What motive can he have ?”

“Two, probably. A certain young

lady wouldn’t have him: that cuts deep.

Then Creighton is in his way— has

already carried off, probably, half his

law-practice. So he connects his name

with the scandal he spreads about Miss

Ethelridge. They were friends, you

know, before either of them came to

Chiskauga.”

“ What a world!” said Celia.

“I dare say it’s all right enough,”

said Leoline. “VVhat would be the use

of that organ of combativeness if every

thing went just straight? Let’s divide

forces, papa. If you’ll manage that

sneaking rascal, Cranstoun, I’ll under

take Mrs. W0lfgang.”

“ Gently, my child. I’m afraid you’ll

turn out like the ’beau sabreur.’ Murat,

with his white plume, was splendid at

the head of a cavalry charge, but when

it came to military tactics—”

“ Well, papa, you be Napoleon. I

won’t charge till you bid me.”

“ Keep a good heart,” said Sydenham

to Celia. “ We are too strong for them.

And from what Creighton told me, you

may not need to remain schoolmistress

unless you like.”

“ But I do like, in any event.”

Sydenham smiled, well pleased, and

Celia blushed. “VVhat a ridiculous

habit it is!” she thought.

“ And by the way,” added Sydenham,

“ all that lecture of mine on Grangula’s

Mount went for nothing, it seems. I

have to congratulate you, Celia—no, not

you, the people of Ohio—that they had

sense and justice enough to pass and

 
maintain in force a law under which you

are your father’s legitimate child.”

“ ’I’hat1must be gall and wormwood to

Mrs. Wolfgang,” said Leoline. “ It will

be no fight at all. Their ammunition’s

giving out.”

“ Not so fast, Mademoiselle Murat,”

smiling. “We mustn’t underrate our

opponents’ strength. I haven’t made

up my mind just what ought to be done,

Celia, but, depend upon it-, we shall see

you and Ellinor through.”

Then they had music, and Celia rode

home by moonlight. She left Rosebank,

as she almost always did after a talk

with Sydenham, in good heart. There

was something contagious, too, in that

daring spirit of Leoline’s.

When Celia reached home, she found

that Ellinor had been spending the even

ing with Mrs. Hartland, and that Ethan’s

lady-love was in a fair way to become 3

special favorite with her possible mother

in-law. “ If you had searched the world

over,” Alice said to Ethan, as he re

turned from escorting Ellinor home, “I

don’t think you could have pleased me

better.”

How happy the good fellow went to

bed! After he was gone, Alice looked

so much better and more cheerful than

usual that Celia, after putting her arms

round her neck and kissing her, was

tempted to venture a saucy question:

“Auntie, you’ve got over thinking you

were so terribly wicked, haven’t you?”

Alice winced a little, yet she could

not help smiling, and Celia went on:

“Do you think it would have been be

having so very much better to take a

stand against Evelyn, so that Mr. Syd

enham might have had a chance by and

by ?1,

“Ah! you think he might have had

a chance ?”

"No,l don’t, but you do. Mother

dear, would it have been the virtuous

thing and the kind thing to run down

Mowbray, and tell me I ought to be

ashamed of myself to love such a man as

that, when there were so many better

ones in the world, and then to have

given me a hint that I had better take

Mr. Sydenham instead?”
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“For shame, Celia! You’ve been

talking with Leoline, one can see.”

“ Not about you, mother. There’s

another thing I want to know ”—in a

graver tone, a slight shade of sadness

coming over the April sky of that ex

pressive face—

“ Vifell, dear ?”

“ I’ve been with you daily, years and

years. You kept away from Mr. Syden

ham. You devoted yourself to my uncle.

You labored with him as Madame Ro

land did with her husband. I think you

gave up dear friends, too, for his sake.

What more could you do ?”

“I don’t know,” hesitating. “ Yes, I

could have kept from thinking about

Mr. Sydenham at all.”

“I wish you’d tell me how to set

about such a thing, auntie.” The tone

was light, but the soft eyes giistened.

“ Right in the midst of our lessons I

keep thinking of a man that’s not half so

good as Mr. Sydenham, in spite of all I

can do.”

“ Poor child !”

“ You kept thinking Mr. Sydenham

was a man in a thousand—so he is

that he did ever so much good to this

village, to all the neighborhood. So he

does: I don’t believe Pope’s ’Man of

Ross’ was a bit better. Why shouldn’t

DICK

HAT officer or seaman was there

in the old navy who did not know

old Dick Libby, the quartermaster from

time almost immemorial? I say in the

old navy, for a new generation has come

up—new faces, new men, new notions,

new everything. I)ick’s picture, in wa

ter colors, hangs here in the sailors’

reading room ; and I am told they have

one in oil, on a larger scale and true as

life, in the Lyceum at Boston. ‘

I made two cruises with Dick—one

from 1825 to 18228, and the other from

you think what was true ? Then maybe

you thought—don’t be angry, mother

dear—maybe you did think, sometimes,

that if you had been his wife—”

Alice turned deadly pale.

“Well, I won’t, mother. But how

could you help it? And it was true,

too. Then you did the right thing.

You never neglected one duty: you

never said one complaining word. You

did more than praying not to be led into

temptation: you kept out of it. My

uncle’s dead and gone, and I shall never

think of him but kindly. Yet if I had

been in your place, auntie, I could never,

never have made him the wife you did.

You never crossed a wish of his. And

I dare say he knows now what a hard

time you had of it !”

Alice wept so long that Celia blamed

herself bitterly for the agitation she had

caused. Yet when it was over, and her

aunt had had a night’s rest, she was all

the better for her niece’s downright

.words. Her mind gradually resumed its

tone. And—let the truth be told even

if the widow’s character suffer thereby—

before another month had elapsed there

came over her a calm, subdued cheerful

ness, such as, during all her married life,

that pale face had never worn.

 

LIBBY.

1832 to 1836—in both of which he was

a principal quartermaster; but during

the latter he was beginning to show signs

of age, and was not as active as his sit

uation required ; and he sometimes com

plained to me that those officers whom

he had known as little midshipmen,

“ only knee-high to a duck,” would “ rate

(berate) him,” because he was not as

spry as formerly. I think, however, he

must have mistaken their words, or the

exception taken must, at all events, have

been at rare times, for he was a great
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and universal favorite in the navy to the

last of his life. Perhaps a little jealousy

about the infirmities of age may have

made him more observant of officers,

and more keenly alive to any impatience

on their part, than he would otherwise

have been. Officers and sailors will

growl at everybody and everything. and

any subordinate who feels sensitive to

such growling will have a poor time of

it: it is best to let such things pass for

just what they are worth, which is not

much; and indeed they do not mean

much by it.

But Dick and many of those about

whose impatience he was then so sensi

tive are now resting quietly in their

graves—equally insensible to all the dis

turbances of life.

Toward the last of the old man’s

time in the navy, he was put on board

the Pennsylvania, then “ receiving ship”

at Norfolk, where his duties as quarter

master would be light. I ought to say

to landsmen that a quartermaster’s berth

is the highest that can be given to a

sailor on board ship, being also a very

responsible one.

While on board the Pennsylvania, a

lieutenant (Lines) very popular with

officers and men was drowned, and

buried in the adjoining neat cemetery at

Portsmouth ; and a general subscription

was made throughout the ship for a

handsome monument to be placed over

him. This was erected, and on the

Saturday after it was put up, Dick went

ashore “ on liberty,” and out to the

cemetery to see what it might be like.

In the evening, as the ward-room officers

were at their tea, the old man, always

privileged to go anywhere, made his ap

pearance inside the door and inquired for

the purser.

“ He is not on board, Dick.”

“ When is he coming?”

“I don’t know; but what’s the mat

ter? You seem to be in a hurry about

seeing him: what do you want with him ?”

“I want to see him.”

“ Well, but what do you want in such

a hurry?”

“I want to see my accounts—how

much money’s coming to me.”

Von. IV.—28

 

“What! getting fond of money in

your old age, Dick ?—is that it ?”

“No; but I went this afternoon to

see Mr. Lines’ monument, and those

stupid beasts of workmen have put a

broken column over him: I want to

have a whole column, if I can buy one.

I want to see my account with the

purser.”

Dick had cruised so long in the

Grecian Archipelago as not to. have

much respect for broken columns.

A strange story Dick once told me

about his bringinga dead man to. life,

and I have no doubt that he believed it.

Whether it was so, or whether Libby

was in a condition not to observe clearly

on the occasion he spoke of, I will leave

to the present reader to judge.

He told me that he was then in a

merchant ship, and that they dropped

anchor at the mouth of the Delaware,

near a sandy spit, in order to bury a

man who had just died on board. Dick

was one of those sent ashore to dig the

grave and to see the burial completed ;

and he said that after getting through

the digging they all felt thirsty, and

having a bottle of rum with them, they

passed it around. The dead man had

been fond of his drink too, and the

thought struck them to give him a last

dram before putting him into the ground.

S0 they pried open his lips and poured

the liquor in. It brought him to: he

gave a gulp, swallowed it, opened his

eyes and went back to the ship as well

as any of them. As I said just now, I

leave the reader to judge for himself.

But Dick, toward the close of his life,

knocked off drinking altogether. He

told me that he had not joined a tem

perance society or taken a pledge, but

that he had resolved never again to drink

anything that could intoxicate; and I

believe he kept his resolution unbroken

to the last. I do not know what was

the cause of this change, but it may

have been from suffering, for I have on

board ship seen his eyes actually snap

from the internal agony after such an

indulgence. The reader, if he has never
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met with the anecdote, may perhaps

thank me for giving here an incident,

and some impromptu poetry once made

by a lady on the following occasion: A

gentleman with whom she was intimate,

and whom she was trying to persuade to

take the temperance pledge, told her he

would do so if she would give something

impromptu in answer to what he should

recite to her ; and he then repeated some

lines from Anacreon in praise of wine.

She replied immediately:

" Thus Anacreon sang, as to earth down he sunkO

As mellow as grapes in October:

He found it a heaven on earth to get drunk,

But a hell upon earth to get sober.”

I have often witnessed the latter dur

lng my observations on sea and land.

The officers of the Pennsylvania were

so pleased with the change in Libby that

they presented him with a gold ring,

ornamented with a spread-eagle, for his

“cravat slide” (to pass the ends through),

which he still possessed, I believe, at his

death.

When at last unfit for any active duty,

he came to this pleasant retreat at the

Naval Asylum, and here he ended his

days. The old men in this house have

each of them a small but pleasant room,

and they are in the habit of ornament

ing their quarters with pictures and such

other objects as take their fancy, often

indeed in very good taste. Libby’s room

was hung all round with pictures, and it

was the show-room of the place. The

landsmen must know here that officers

on board ship often take great pride in

fitting up their state-rooms, so as to have

a grand or rich or tasteful appearance;

and there is generally one particularly

so, which visitors are taken especially to

see. Libby’s seemed to be the show

room of the asylum, and he himself was

always an object of great interest to

visitors, of which he was a little proud.

“ He was the man,” they were told,

“ whosp likeness had been painted in oil

as a fine specimen of a Jack Tar ;” and

Libby always chuckled one of his little

laughs when this was said.

I believe he was at the head of a

movement to give me what ministers

term “a call,” for about this time I re

 ceived a general letter from the old pen

sioners here, asking me to get orders to

this place, and come and be their chap

lain. I was then attached to the Naval

Academy, and could not come; but in

my yearly trips Northward, in vacation

time, I usually came out to see former

shipmates, and especially Dick. If I

missed a visit, he scolded the next time

I came.

In my last visit to him I noticed on

his table a decanter partly filled with

what looked like brandy, and also tum-

blers; and he quickly observed, and

with a pleasant chuckle, my inquisitive

and disturbed glance.

“ You need not be alarmed,” he said:

“ that is a cheat, and is nothing but mo

lasses and water, and I have a great deal

of fun from it. When visitors come to

my room, I see them very soon begin to

eye that decanter, and I wait till their

appetite is well whetted up. They look

around at my pictures, but still their

eyes keep squinting back at the decanter:

I tell them about the pictures, but still

again they glance at the decanter; and

after a while I say to them, ’ Well, come,

won’t you take a drink?’ They brighten

up and answer ‘Yes,’ very gladly ; and

then I pour out for them some of what

they all take to be brandy, and I put

some water to it, and they say, ’Your

good health,’ and drink; and my fun is

to see the faces they make when they

find it’s only very thin molasses and

water.”  

So in this pleasant retreat Dick’s life

passed quietly away.

I well remember, however, a scene

very different from this molasses-and

water one, in which Libby and I were ac

tors together; and a very singular scene

it was.

It was just outside of Jerusalem. Our

ship, the Delaware, was kept lying-to

off Jaffa (there being no harbor there),

while the officers made parties to Jerusa

lem—first, the commodore and half of

the lieutenants, etc., and afterward the

captain and the other half; a few of the

crew also accompanying each moiety. I

went up with the first party, and waited
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there for the second, and in this second

party was Libby. On board ship, Dick

often called himself “chaplain’s mate,”

for on Sunday he always rigged the cap

stan for religious service, and brought

up the prayer-books, and saw to getting

things in general ready for our worship,

and afterward to putting the books away.

It was his duty also, as signal-quarter

master, to have the pennant with a cross

on it hoisted and kept flying till our ser

vice was through. So I was glad to see

my “ chaplain’s mate” at Jerusalem ; but

it is my grief to say that Dick got drunk

there, and I fear was in that condition

the whole time of his visit.

This second party, after four or five

days in the city, was to leave early in

the morning, so as to make the journey

back to the ship in one day; and we had

all been ordered to assemble at two A. M.

in the open space just inside of what is

called “ the Jaffa gate.” It was a bright

moonlight morning in August, and as I

sat on my large mule waiting for the

start, I saw Libby passing hither and

thither in great tribulation. On my in

quiring, he told me that “ somebody had

taken his donkey ;” which donkey, on

my sending others to search for it and

having it brought, turned out to be a

little rat of a thing, which hecould al

most have put into his pea-jacket pocket:

at all events, one of the smallest of its

tribe. But we got Libby on it; and

when the party started, as I saw that he

was in liquor, I kept near to him. We

two soon fell behind the rest of the com

pany, and had got only about two hun

dred yards from Jerusalem when Dick

rolled off into the dust. The Arab owner

of the beast had kept along with us, and

got him up and mounted once more;

but we had proceeded only a little way

when he rolled off again, and was flat on '

the road. The Arab lifted his own

hands and uttered a despairing cry, “He

is drunk ;” and indeed there was need

for despair, for Ibrahim Pacha had just

been making conscription among the

natives for his army, and they had left

their homes and fled to caves and deserts

for safety; and the whole country was

now, in consequence, so full of robbers

 
that our parties had not been able to

visit the Jordan, as was intended. We

could see these people on the hills,

watching us this morning, after the day

had broke. I directed Dick now, with

the Arab’s‘assistance, to get up behind

me on my strong mule and hold on to

me, and thus we were jogging on when,

the officers in front having missed us,

two of them (Captain of the ma

rines and Lieutenant ) came rid

ing back to see what was the matter.

They understood the case at once, and

began to let out their anger on Libby,

when, before I could know what he was

about, he slipped down over the mule’s

tail and stood facing them, his pea-jacket

stripped off and he ready to fight. I-Iis

tongue was as rapid as theirs: he told

them that “ on board ship they were his

superiors, but not here: he was now as

good as any of them, and would not be

abused; and he dared them to come

down to an equal fight.” They became

still more wrathy, and he not less so. I

begged them to leave him with me, for I

would take care of him; so they went,

and I made him get up again ; and we

traveled in this picturesque but not very

dignified or clerical way of leaving Jeru

salem, till, with the help of the cool

morning air, the effects of the liquor had

subsided sufficiently for me to leave him

alone on the mule. Then I took to his

donkey, and finally. at some ten miles

from the city, we joined the rest of the

party, seated under a grove of olives and

at their breakfast. I left Dick under a

tree at one side while I went up to get

something for his craving stomach, and

presently I returned with coffee and

bread and hard-boiled eggs. I found

the old man in tears.

“Oh,” he said, “I have so disgraced

myself! and the officers will be so

angry when I shall get back to the

ship !”

I tried to comfort him, and told him

I would make his peace with the officers,

but he still kept wiping his eyes, and the

tears would flow.

I went to get some breakfast for my

self, pleased with his penitence, till an

 

 

_ officer came up to me and said,



436 [Oc'r.THE FREEDMAN AZVD HIS FUTURE.

“ Mr. jones, do you know that your

old protégé has been drinking again ?”

It was indeed even so, and the tears

which I had seen him shedding were

produced by liquor. He had taken

just enough to make him, as they say,

“crying drunk.” Alas ! alas !

But the old man did, in the end, as I

have already narrated, abandon this worst

' enemy of sailors, and reform, and did

/zot fill a drunkard’s grave. After this

Jerusalem experience, Dick gave up his

title of -* chaplain’s mate.”

, GEORGE Jones.

THE FREEDMAN AND ms FUTURE.

N our neighborhood, for the last two

years, a force of negroes diminished

by more than a third has produced more

than a force a third larger before the war.

Negroes in the South do not now feign

sickness and work lazily, as when slaves.

The fear of losing employment is a bet

ter stimulant to labor than was the [ear

of bodily punishment. The falling off of

the aggregate crops of the South is

sufficiently accounted for by/the want of

capital to employ labor, without charging

the negroes with unwillingness to labor.

After the law prohibiting corporal

punishment in the navy was enacted, the

old, hard-working, faithful tars, seeing

that they were forced to do double work

by the worthless and idle, who no longer

stood in fear of punishment, took the

matter in hand themselves, and gave

severer flagellations to the idlers than

they had ever received from superior

authority.

Thus it will be in the South. Our

legislatures will be composed in large

part of negroes, and these negroes, sce

ing that the support of the whole com- ‘

munity must fall chiefly on their race,

will be most ready to enact vagrant and

vagabond laws, which shall compel all

the poor to labor, whether they be blacks

or whites. The negroes now know that

they must ever be the “hewers of wood

and drawers of water.” Knowing this,

they will be far more ready than the

whites to punish severely all idleness,

because idleness will throw on a few

blacks the burden that should be borne

equally by all. They will soon perceive,

too, that labor alone pays taxes, and

that the chief burden of taxation must

fall on them. Lands and houses cannot

pay taxes, because they are non-pro

ducers. Their owners always reduce

the wages of labor and increase rents

just in proportion as taxes are increased,

and thus transfer the whole burden of

taxation to the shoulders of the laboring

poor. If they did not thus do, they

would be forced to sell their lands and

houses to pay the taxes. ’ The negroes,

seeing this, will oppose all heavy taxa

tion. lndeed, now that they have given

up all hope of ‘* the mule and forty acres

of land,” we think that they will make

quite conservative legislators—at least

a few of them, here in Virginia, inter

, mixed with white legislators and held in

check by the governor’s veto, will do no

harm.

I assure you, Mr. Editor, that our

negroes will be more profitable to their

employers than were slaves to their

masters. Besides that we have adopted

the high-pressure system of free com

petitive society and exchanged hickories

for hunger, we see the fact every day

exhibited around us in the greater pro

ductiveness and less expensiveness of

free negro labor.' Negroes cannot live

, in the South as they do in the West

Indies, on the voluntary fruits of the

earth. They must work or starve. Hav

ing no lands of their own, and wholly

incapable of holding and managing lands

if they owned them, they must labor on
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the lands of the whites, for they are only

qualified for farming labor. Even in

Barbadoes, the products of the island

for some time after emancipation were

increased, because there were no waste,

unappropriated lands in that island, and

the negroes had to work or starve. The

failure of the free-labor system in the

rest of the West India Islands has been

rather owing to the fewness and ineffi

ciency of white employers than to the

worthlessness of the negroes. Before

our war, a fourth of the slaves were idle,

pampered house-servants; a fourth of

them were owned by ladies, who in

dulged them too much and required

them to labor too little; and at least

another fourth by masters who managed

their labor unskillfully and unprofitably;

so that not more than one-fourth of the

negro slaves were so managed as to

make their labor as productive as it

should have been. Now there can be

no idlers, because idleness brings on

starvation. Few have house-servants,

because we are too poor to employ them.

All must work at productive farm-work,

for none but skillful, attentive, industri

ous farmers can aflbrd to employ negro

labor.

So soon as the Southern farmers be

come able to stock their farms properly,

there will arise a demand for all the

negro labor of the country, and that

labor, being stimulated and impelled by

the all-pervading, ever-present, never

ceasing power of hunger, will be more

productive than before the war. Let

the North be but patient, and leave the

management of the negro labor subject

to the South, and in a very few years

we will send them annually more cotton,

sugar, tobacco, wheat, corn, etc., than

before the war, and buy more of their

manufactures. So long as good lands

are abundant, it is idle to talk about the

South becoming a manufacturing coun

try. We have not enough labor to cul

tivate our lands, and that labor of too

rude and unskilled a character ever to

be adapted to manufacturing.

If, after all, the negroes will not work,

we shall be compelled to call in the

Chinese. The cotton-fields of the South

 must be tilled to their utmost capacity

for the good of mankind, for even the

savage races, who learn nothing else,

are fast learning to wear cotton cloth;

and cotton-fields cannot be tilled by

white labor. But we protest against the

cruel and perilous experiment of bring

ing in Chinese to throttle and strangle

out the negroes, until ample time and

experience prove that the negroes will

not work. We love and admire the

amiable, generous, brave, whole-souled

negro, and we detest the mean, stingy,

cheating, cowardly, treacherous, lying

Chinese. The negro is doing very well,

as a laborer, at present, and when the

late Confederate States are restored to

the Union, and all the exciting political

issues of the day settled, we have every

reason to hope and expect that whites

and blacks will get along quite amicably

together, and our industrial affairs be

come more flourishing and profitable

than ever before.

No man who knew Virginia before

the war, and who will visit it now, will

be able to discover the slightest differ

ence in the deportment of the blacks and

whites to one another, now and then.

He will see the same respectful defer

ence, the same obliging kindness, the

same readiness to serve without pay, or

the expectation of pay, in all small mat

ters, and the same sense of inferiority,

manifested toward the whites by the

blacks, now as before the war. He will

find, too, the negroes working in the

fields for the whites, and working far

more faithfully and industriously than

when slaves, and laboring for half in

wages what they used to get in allow

ance. Who can tread on the worm,

who insult feeble woman, who maltreat

the infant, who spurn the sick, the aged,

the infirm ?—in fine, who is not softened

and conciliated by conscious, confessed,

unoffending weakness. Sterne beautifully

exclaims: ’*1 am thy serwznt, disarms one

of the power of a master.” Every word,

every gesture, every look of the negro,

says in mute eloquence to the white

man, “I am thy servant.” It would

be as easy for the mountains to descend

to the plains, for the lakes and seas to
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dry up, for all nature to change its course,

as for the negro to change his deport

ment toward the white man. He feels

his inferiority, and can never divest him

self of that feeling. He is kind, gener

ous and obliging. because to be so is

part of his amiable nature, which he

can never throw off. The negroes are

by far the best bred, most polite people

in the world. I never saw a vulgar

negro, for every one of them knows his

place, and behaves as becomes his place.

On the other hand, I often meet with

assuming, pretentious white men, who

are obtrusively and disgustingly vulgar.

The white man at the South who is

habitually coarse or rude or imperious or

insulting in his deportment to negroes

is a mere brutal, featherless biped. I

have never yet met with the first white

man who did thus behave. On the con

trary, all white men are more studiously

careful to return the negro’s polite and

respectful salutation with a salutation

equally polite and respectful. than they

are so to return the salutation of white

men, because such neglect would wound

the black man’s feelings, and would prob

ably be attributed to mere inadvertence

by the white man. The amicable and

kindly relations subsisting between the

blacks and whites are owing entirely to

the fact that the races are so intermixed

and blended together that each negro of

necessity becomes dependent on some

white man, and may select that man in

whom he has most confidence or to

whom he is most attached. In time, a

relation like that of patron and client in

ancient Rome will grow up between

whites and blacks. During the whole

continuance of the Roman common

wealth this relation was most kindly and

faithfully observed. Some legislation is

needed to protect children_ from cruel

treatment by their parents and to pro

tect wives from ill-usage by their hus

bands, but such legislation is seldom

called into active exercise.

White colonization is proceeding with

rapidity in every corner of the savage

world. The civilized and uncivilized

races are ever in deadly hostility where v

 

they form separate adjoining communi

ties. This hostility is rapidly extermi

nating the inferior races. Philanthropy

has devised or suggested no me.asures

that shall prevent this rapidly-pr0gress

ing extermination. Blending and inter

mixing the races, with proper social,

legal and political regulations, would

avert the catastrophe. The whites, how

ever, will not tolerate savages among

them unless they can in some way be

made useful and profitable. This can

only be effected by compelling the

savages to serve the whites for a term

of years for hire. If I have shown that

weakness is power, that it is natural for

the feeble and dependent to look up to,

obey and love their superiors, and quite

as natural for the strong and the wise to

protect and care for the feeble, ignorant

and dependent, I think I have indicated

a possible and peaceful solution of the

great social problem of the day. Some

will say l propose to reinstate slavery

on a broader basis than ever. I pro

pose no such thing, but that government

shall discharge its duty by compelling all

men who have no visible means of sup

port, to labor. When whites seize upon

and appropriate the lands of savages,

they deprive them of all means of living.

It will be their duty to support them,

but they can only do so by compelling

them to labor. Savages are all vagrants,

but by being compelled to regular labor

they would be cured of their vagrzincy,

and taught much of the useful arts of

civilized life. I have no particular par

tiality for my plan. If any can be sug

gested equally efficient, and yet milder,

I shall prefer it to my own. As to its

likeness to slavery, when we analyze the

relation between capital and skill and

free labor, we shall discover something

very like slavery, which yet is not slavery.

It would be, in truth, but a necessary

apprenticeship—the only feasible means

of saving savages from extermination,

and at the same time of civilizing them.

Even at the South, the prevalent doc

trine is, that if savages were sent to

common schools, academies, colleges

and universities, and educated in all

respects like the whites, when they
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grew up there would be found no differ

ence between the races except in physi

cal appearance. Acting upon this false

and cruel doctrine, distinguished poli

ticians and philanthropists are already

saying, “ We have set the negroes free,

furnished them with food and clothing,

sent them to common schools, and many

to colleges and universities, and given

them all the legal and political rights of

free citizenship: now, if they cannot get

along in the field of free competition, it is

their fault, not ours.” Now, I verily be

lieve there is not one decently-informed

philanthropist in America who does not

know that a literary education unfits a

full- blooded negro for field-work or other

servile offices, prepares him for no other

occupation, and thus deprives him of all

means of support except theft and rob

bery. The experiment of educating ne

groes has been assiduously carried on for

four thousand years. The Egyptians, in

ancient times the most civilized of the

white race, have ever been in contact

with them ; and the Arabs, whose civil

ization also dates from time immemorial,

crossing the narrow straits of Bab-el

Mandeb, have so commingled and crossed

blood with them that there are now no

really full-blooded, thoroughly black ne

groes, except on the extreme western

coast and in the partially-explored regions

about the head of the Nile. In all in

stances it is found that the brown Mo

hammedan negroes, crossed with Arabic

blood, are superior to the typical, thor

oughbred, pure black negroes. But the

infusion of white blood has been so small

that they have acquired none of the

modes or arts of civilized life. They

have no houses, no farms, no ploughs,

no wagons, no laws, no churches, no

public highways, no separate properties,

little or no clothing—in fact, none of the

institutions that belong to civilized life,

 
and which distinguish civilized men from

barbarians. They herd together from

necessity, for no African’s life would be

safe who attempted to live secluded..

Their so-called cities, collections of huts,

inferior to the residences of the beaver,

afford the most conclusive evidence that

they are, after four thousand years of

association with civilized mankind, very

little superior to the other gregarious

animals that infest the wilds of Africa.

Yet their patronizing friends propose to

teach them to read and then start them

in life, to make their way in the field of

free competition with the civilized whites.

But the civilized races will soon occupy

all the territories over which savages now

roam. They must either subordinate the

savages to the whites, preserve their

lives, civilize and Christianize them; or,

under the banner of “ Liberty, Fraternity

and Equality,” expose them to the war

of the wits and of free competition with

the whites, and thus cruelly exterminate

them. ’ GEORGE Frrznuon.

NOTE BY THE EDITOR.

The above article is published from a con

viction that the free and courteous discussion,

even from widely differing points of view, of

matters of national interest—it being under

stood that each writer is responsible for his

own articles—is at once interesting to the

public and calculated to elicit truth. Prob

ably few of the readers of L.liljfiucflll will agree

with all of the views expressed above. We

certainly do not, and in “ Our MonthlyGos

sip” we have taken occasion to make some

comments thereon. But Mr. Fitzhugh’s pa

pers, even when most paradoxical, are cal

culated to convey information and to stim

ulate thought, As such we print them, hold

ing ourselves equally ready to accept contri

butions in a different sense, provided they

are at once short, forcible and good-tempered.
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FROM A GARRET.

FOUR stories high, in a garret-room,

All day I sit by a table old,

And toil at the oddest of chemic tasks—

The turning of ink into gold!

Whatever the busy world will read

We struggle to furnish, my quill and I:

Who talks of glory? The favored few:

A man must dine or a man must die!

Most bright were my dreams in the halcyon days

When Hope made merry with youth: most fair

The witherless laurels no hand, no brow,

But my own should gather and wear.

They are dead—reguiescant—those brilliant dreams:

I can think of them calmly, with not a sigh.

Let glory be won by the favored few:

A man must dine or a man must die!

Very grand are the thoughts that now and then,

Like stately dames, through my garret-door

Seem to glide with a rustle of silken robes

On the carpetless, dusty floor.

Unbidden they come and unheeded they go:

The leisure to flatter them have not I.

They may keep their charms for the favored few:

A man must dine or a man must die!

The honors that neither were sought nor l’0und—

Does it profit my life to regret them? I muse:

Though never to seek be never to gain,

To gain not is never to lose.

Success is the vassal of discontent;

And the proudest of triumphs defeat stands nigh:

’Tis the safest of mottoes for all human toil,

That a man must dine or a man must die!

EDGAR FAWCETT.
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MAGDALENA.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “OLD MAM’SELLE'S SECRET,” “OVER YONDER,” ETc.

CHAPTER VI.

ERNER had listened motionless

ly. He seemed to fear lest a

breath, a look should alarm the soft

voice that, half broken by conflicting

emotions, thus revealed to him the depths

of a maiden heart. When Magdalena

had ceased, he asked slowly and without

turning around,

“And did no ray of love-light fall on

your childish path ?”

“ My aunt has always cared for me

as tenderly as a mother—her heart is

full of love for me. But she was obliged

to earn bread for us both, and had no

time to see what was passing in my

heart. Moreover, she had a sort of

dread of my stormy nature ; and seeing

this, I strove to be as quiet as possible

in her presence, so as to avoid causing

her pain. Then there sat beside me in

school a dear little, gentle-voiced maiden,

whom I loved most earnestly. The child

was tender-hearted toward me. She

played with me, and once even took me

home to her parents’ house. After that,

however, she became shy, and seemed

to shrink from me. One day, as I sat

wistfully on the stone steps before her

house, a servant-woman came out and

roughly told me to be off—that the Frau

Secretairin did not allow her little daugh

ter to play with vagabond children. Of

ten, in going home from school, I would

meet a boy—a boy whose handsome,

earnest head was thrown back proudly,

and yet whose blue eyes could look so

mild and gentle. His hair was as golden

as my mother’s, and therefore I always

gazed after him as long as he was in

sight. I looked upon him with respect

ful awe, and thought there must be most

marvelous things in the beautifully-bound

books he carried under his arm. He

was much older than I, and the son of

aristocratic parents, but I never troubled

my mind about that: he looked like my

 

mother, and therefore he must be good

and noble, and have a heart full of kind

ness and sympathy. But one day he

happened to pass by just as a horde of

wild boys was chasing me, throwing

stones and surrounding me with mocking

cries. He led carefully by the hand a

little girl with light eyes and colorless

hair: she was his cousin—her name was

Antonie. She pointed at me contempt

uously: I didn’t mind that, but I

thought, ’He surely will protect me, and

drive away these cruel children.’ Oh

what a pang it drove to my heart to see

him stand still at a distance, aversion in

every feature, and drawing the little

maiden closer to him, as though the

very sight of me might harm her! Truly

-he was worse than my tormentors, for

it would have needed but a word from

his mouth to save me from wounds of

which I still bear the scars upon my arm.

It seemed as though at this moment my

whole heart suffered a revulsion, and be

came full of hatred to the boy.”

Magdalena had moved a step nearer.

Her voice grew louder and more pas

sionate, and her eyes, which were fixed

firmly upon the young man, flushed, as

if now, for the first time, she was giving

full vent to her feelings.

Werner looked up. He was paler

than before, but took up his pencil

quickly, and resharpened the point as he

inquired,

“And— do you still hate him ?”

“ Oh, more than ever !” burst forth

Magdalena, excitedly. “I hope never

to see him again. One cannot love the

poison that destroys him.”

With these words she turned and

hurried through the cross-road and up

to her room, bolting the door behind

her. She stood for a while motionless

and with fixed eyes at the window, re

calling all that had passed. She had

allowed herself to be carried away into
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unveiling her heart-wounds before a man

whom she herself called heartless and

haughty—she, who until now had been

too proud to breathe a complaint into '

stranger ears. She had described ex

periences which, although occurring in

her early childhood, yet had exerted the

greatest influence upon her whole inner

life, and which in later days had again

called up the most vehement struggles

within her. Never had even her aunt

imagined how the whole sunlight of the

poor child’s heart, her childish admira

tion for a being she worshiped idola

trously, although only at a distance, had

been suddenly and rudely dispelled. And

Magdalena had never confessed, even to

herself, that the grown-up maiden had

striven to erase this painful awakening

from her memory, and gladly in her

dreams conjured up the ideal of her

childhood, with his proud, boyish face

framed in its golden curls. At this very

moment she was struggling passionately

against the consciousness that no thought

animated her that did not refer to him—

that no emotion welled up in her heart

that did not speak of him; nay, that

every fibre of her life was chained to

him—to him whose icy brow only offered

scorn and mockery in return! And

now much had escaped her lips which

had sprung from this secret depth of her

heart; and that, too, in the presence of

him who should never have suspected

its existence. Must not the faithfulness

with which she had clung to this episode

of her childhood, the passionate excite

ment which overcame her during the re

lation, necessarily have betrayed to him

what place he occupied in her affections?

It had not escaped her eye that Werner,

spite of his command of feature, had

recognized himself in the boy she de

scribed: for a moment the cold, calm

face had grown pale, doubtless in anger

that a mere maiden should have the

courage to tell him—the proud, aristo

cratic man—undauntedly and to his face,

that she hated him. That was a tri

umph for her—a brilliant revenge for

the wounds which that haughty eye, that

mocking smile, had so often inflicted

upon her.

 Yes, she had forgotten herself and

her maiden pride for one moment, but

she had gained a victory; and yet she

wept hot tears over this same victory.

It seemed to her as though before him

had yawned a grave, into which she,

willfully and with her own hand, had

cast the dearest treasure of her life

From the confused thoughts that rose

and fell in her brain but one seemed to

stand plainly before her, and that one

she grasped as her only anchor of hope:

she must hasten away, far, far away!

It would do no good for her to go to

a neighboring town: she must cease to

breathe German air: a German heaven

must no longer stretch above her head.

The sea must roll between them: she

must hasten away—far, far away!

As though this thought lent her wings,

and even now would not allow her longer

to stand idly, she hastened from the

room, and mechanically entered once

more the cross'roa.d. Her first glance

showed that Werner had quitted the

garden. She walked restlessly up and

down, her mind strained on one point—

how to procure means for the journey

till, worn out, she seated herself to rest

on the pedestal which for centuries had

borne the statue of the Virgin Mary.

She closed her eyes and leaned against

the stone wall, which shed a refreshing

coolness over her heated limbs. Not a

sound broke the deep silence which

reigned in the little corner: not a quiver

shook the twigs of the genista which,

twined around the top of the pillars,

threw forth its extremities freely and

gracefully to the air. Only now and

then, when the girl moved suddenly or

changed her position, was a creaking

audible in the wall, and each time the

pedestal trembled slightly. Absorbed

in her own thoughts, Magdalena did not

at first pay much attention to the singu

lar noise. But at last, striking heavily

against a projecting portion of the stone

work, she was instantly alarmed by a

harsh rattling, which seemed to proceed

from the wall itself, and by a violent

trembling of the pedestal. She sprang

up in alarm and fled into the garden.

But she soon returned. The sun shone
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in so warm and golden; the swallows,

whose nests hung on the green-entwined

pillars of the cross-way, joyfully twittered

in and out; and over the garden wall

rang clear, childish laughter. She was

ashamed of her terror, and began cou

rageously to explore its cause.

Above the pedestal, beside a far-pro

jecting stone, was a sort of knob, round

and massive, such as one still occasionally

finds on very old door-locks. It had

remained until this time unnoticed, as it

had been completely concealed by the

statue. Magdalena had struck this knob

with her arm.

Involuntarily there came to her mind

the old legend of the twelve silver apos

tles, which, formerly the property of the

convent, were now supposed to lie in

some subterranean passage of the same.

It is true, the popular fable made huge

black mastiffs, with eyes as large as

saucers and as glowing as red-hot coals,

guardians of the exit and entrance ; and

added that said entrance vanished as

soon as discovered by unhallowed mor

tals. Did the solution of this mystery

now lie before her? Was it reserved

for her to discover this treasure, whose

size and value the legend declared almost

incredible ? What a satisfaction to cast

this mass of silver disdainfully at the

feet of those purse-proud citizens—above

all, before hi/;/—retaining nothing for

herself save sufficient to enable her to

quit the town for ever! But all this

was so absurdly visionary! Only an

excited imagination could build such air

castles in the midst of stern reality.

In spite of the arguments of reason,

Magdalena grasped the knob. After

several vain attempts to turn it, she fin

ally pushed it back with force, and be

hold! several broad stones, which had

looked ready to fall out from the wall,

slowly moved with a loud noise and a

mighty cloud of dust. A broad rift ap

peared, and she saw that the blocks of

stone were by no means as thick as they

had seemed from without. They were,

on the contrary, quite thin, and were

skillfully fastened over an oaken door,

which she opened readily. Directly at

the girl’s feet lay eight or ten well-worn

 

steps, leading downward. Below shone

a dim, greenish-gold light, as when the

sun pierces through thick foliage. It

did not look in the least ghostly or

gloomy; and Magdalena stepped with

firm decision down the stairs. Arrived

at the foot, a narrow, somewhat low

passage-way lay before her. On the

left side, and close to the ceiling, were

openings, not wide, but quite long,

through which penetrated the fresh air

and a dim light. This passage doubt

less ran parallel with the cloister wall

above, which, together with the living

wall of shrubbery, concealed the air-holes

from curious eyes. The floor was cov

ered with fine sand, and the mortar on

the walls seemed fixed as firmly in the

joinings of the stones as if only years,

and not centuries, had tested its endur

ance. Magdalena passed on. The path

way descended quite steeply: suddenly

a second avenue opened at her right,

yawning in the blackest darkness. She

hurried by, frightened, following the

green guiding-stars that shone reassur

ingly on the principal road. After some

distance, however, these too disappeared.

A constant vibration above led her to

conjecture that she now must be beneath

a busy street, filled with the rattle of

wheels and the tread of men—probably

the marketplace. The path here made

a sharp turn to the right, and at this

turn the air-holes shone once more above

her.

Magdalena had now traversed a con

siderable distance, and yet neither walls,

ceiling nor floor afforded the slightest

trace of the convent treasure. Her feet

sank deep in the soft, mealy sand with

out touching any other substance: in

the air-holes above often appeared the

changeable, scaly body ofa gliding lizard;

and that was all. A few steps farther,

and she stood before a door precisely

like the one at the entrance. Magdalena

stopped in hesitation. Doubtless, here

lay the solution of the enigma, but what

would that solution be? What if this

unknown space before her should breathe

forth miasmas that would instantly stu

pefy and cause certain death in this

lonely place? She did not wish to die
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here, under ground: the thought was

terrible, and she drew back several steps.

But now all that she had endured

already passed through her brain. Only

an hour before no price had seemed too

great to pay for the restoration of her

peace of mind ; and even if she did die

here, was that more terrible than the

knowledge that she must drag along life

(perhaps a long life) sunlessly and joy

lessly, with a wearied-out heart and in a

hated place? Her pulse beat violently:

it seemed as though storms were rush

ing above her head and flapping their

black wings in her face. She seized the

knob and pushed it back. A loud crack,

accompanied by rattling, almost deafened

her: a gush of glory, as though the sun

were here pouring forth its whole light

and power, blinded her eyes: she totter

ed a step forward and hid her face in

both her hands, while once more a thun

der-like noise resounded behind her and

the ground trembled under her feet.

At last she uncovered her eyes.

CHAPTER VII.

WHERE was she? Before her lay a

lovely parterre of flowers—above her

arched a group of superb lindens. She

was standing on a beautifully~kept gravel

path, and her ears were saluted by the

gentle murmur of a fountain, whose silver

shaft shimmered through the shrubbery

at a little distance.

For the first moment the whole seem

ed blinding and fairy-like to the young

girl, who had just left the doubtful light

of the narrow passage. No wonder that

the marvels of Fairy-land floated through

her excited brain. But after a single

searching glance the expanded wings of

her fantasy sank together, and her heart

was filled with a violent alarm. She

was trespassing on strange premises, and

in the garden of some aristocratic pro

perty-owner! Under a pleasant pavilion,

on the other side of the parterre, sat a

charming group of young girls. They

were chatting together, leaning comfort

ably back in the seats and holding their

tapestry-work in their hands, while

 several others were plundering a rose

bush at some distance, and with gay

laughter were placing the superb hun

dred-leaved roses in their hair. They

fluttered like doves, in their airy white

dresses, through the shrubbery; and in

spite of her terror, Magdalena stood for

a few moments as if rooted to the ground,

absorbed in admiration of the lovely pic

ture. Then she tried to re-enter the

passage: she turned, but no door, no

opening in the walls was visible—only

the dignified, earnest stone face of some

saint’s statue stared at her from amid its

long, waving, moss-grown beard. With

trembling hands she felt along the wall

for a knob or some other means of dis

covering the missing entrance. She

groped among the stinging-nettles at the

foot of the statue, felt every fold of the

priestly garment, and at last, despair

ingly, shook the image, whose staring

eyes gazed on her as if in anger. All in

vain. Her retreat was cutoff, and ad

vance she could not without encounter

ing some of the dwellers in the house.

The scene at Herr Werner’s recurred to

her mind. Her poor clothing, which

now was not even concealed by a pro

tecting mantle, might again bring upon

her a similar humiliation.

She knew but too well that no one

would at first grant credence to her

story, for it must necessarily sound very

improbable; and before she would be

able to prove its truth, how many insults

might not her proud nature have to

suffer!

She gazed yet once more at the young

girls, who looked so harmless and lovely.

They were young like herself, and per

haps if she went courageously up to them

and recounted her adventure, they might

believe it and allow her to remain till

twilight, or lend her some wrapping to

enable her to pass through the streets

respectably. Quickly she trod the gravel

path that led to the pavilion, but scarcely

had she reached the first flower-bed,

when she stopped, overpowered with

horror. From a large, iron-grated door

just opposite to her stepped the Riithin

Bauer, clad in a black silk dress and

with a mighty bunch of keys hanging



1869.] 445MAGDALENA.

‘ son cushions.

over her neatly-tied white apron. She

was followed by her granddaughter, who,

like the servant behind her, carried a

tray full of cups and baskets of cake.

No doubt remained in Magdalena’s mind

that the underground avenue had once

been a connecting road between the two

convents, and that she now stood in

Werner’s garden !

Her heart seemed to stand still, but

a more comforting thought followed. In

this house lived her good old friend

Jacob, and if she could succeed in reach

ing his room, she was safe.

The windows of the tall dwelling

house peeped down at her through the

boughs of several large chestnut trees,

over a low roof, probably a back build

ing. She knew in what direction to go,

and turned into a narrow side-path that

led through a clump of shrubbery. Af

ter a few steps she found herself before

a little building, with large glass win

dows and a skylight above, and which

adjoined the rear wall of the back build

ing just mentioned. I-Ialf-drawn silken

curtains concealed the interior: several

steps, adorned on both sides with pots

of tropical plants, led up into the room.

Perhaps it was connected with the

back portion of the house, or perhaps

at least it would take her into the

courtyard. Magdalena entered quickly.

No one was within, but it seemed to

have no second door. Around the op

posite wall, which was without windows,

ran a sort of long sofa, with dark crim

In the middle of the

room stood a covered easel, and books

and drawings lay in motley confusion

upon the table.

Doubtless this was Werner’s studio.

For a moment she stood enchanted,

gazing into the space, which was soft

ened by the drawn curtains into a sort

of greenish twilight. Here he ruled and

created, and here too, old Jacob had

said, was the portrait of the beautiful

Italian whom Werner had called his

future wife. If she raised only one

corner of the cloth over the easel, per

haps she would behold the features of

her who had conquered that proud heart.

No ! If it had been the face of an angel,

 
she could not have persuaded herself to

raise the veil.

A noise behind her made her start—

she turned. An old maid-servant stood

on the lowest step, dustcloth and broom

in hand, rigid with amazement, her eyes

running like spiders over the figure of

the young girl.

“ Well, upon my word ! That is what

I call impudence! To slip into the

house in broad daylight! When beg

gars come, there is the hall for them to

go in. Let them go there and wait mod

estly till some one comes to attend to

them, and not run into the garden, and

actually into the very house ! Why, it’s

worse than the gypsies ! I’ll go at once

and tell the Frau Rifthin.”

“I beg and implore of you, kind

madame—” cried Magdalena, in deadly

fear.

“I am no mzm’a/ne,” replied the old

woman, grimly. “ If you’re trying to

cajole me, you’re going the wrong way

about it, let me tell you. You shall be

punished for this, I promise you!” she

continued, striking the broom on the

floor. “I only wish the young master

was here !”

“ What do you want with me, Katha

rina ?” asked Vi/’erner’s voice at this

moment. He leant around the corner

and gazed in the studio with as much

amazement as the old woman herself had

done. Magdalena stood motionless, and

buried her face in both her hands. Wer

ner sprang up the steps. .

“ You were seeking Jacob and missed

your way, did you not?” he asked,

hastily.

Magdalena was silent.

“ Why, Herr Werner, one doesn’t go

to old Jacob’s house by way of the

garden!” said the old woman, angrily.

“ The young lady yonder knows well

enough why she lost her way.”

“I did not ask for your opinion,

Katharina,” said Werner, sternly. “ G0

before me into the house, and say to

no one that you met this young lady

here. I will speak to my aunt about it

myself.”

The woman withdrew in silence, but

moodily.
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“ Now,” said Werner, turning to

Magdalena, “ tell me what brings you

here to me ?”

It would have been simply an impos

sibility for the girl to tell at the moment

the cause and manner of her coming.

She thought of the motives which had

induced her to descend into the under

ground passage, and, above all, felt that

it would be impossible for her to talk

with him for any length of time without

becoming violently excited. With ClIIfi

culty she held up her head proudly, and

strove to command her features. She

replied briefly

“ It was not my intention to come to

you, and I consider it unnecessary to

explain further. You will be satisfied

with the assurance that you were correct

in supposing a mistake to be the sole

cause of my presence here.”

“ But what if I declare myself not at

all satisfied with this assurance?”

“ Then you are at liberty to form any '

opinion you choose.”

“ Ah! always armed for battle, even

in the most painful positions ?”

“ If you consider my position a pain

ful one, it is a natural conclusion that

you will seek to extricate me from it as

soon as possible. It will be easy for

you to show me a way by which I can

withdraw unobserved.”

“ You do not desire to meet the ladies

out yonder?”

Magdalena shook her

phatically.

“Then I regret that I cannot help

you. You see this room has but the

one exit. If you wish to reach the

court, you will have to pass through the

garden—and look !”—he pushed one of

the curtains a little back—“ the ladies

are promenading directly before the gar

den gate.”

“ Then, at all events, be considerate

enough to leave me here alone until the

ladies have left the garden.”

“ That, too, is impossible. The lock

of this door was broken this morning,

and the room consequently cannot be

fastened. If left here alone, you would

be exposed to insults, such as you just

now suffered from old Katharina. There

head em

. for espionage.

 
is no help for it: I must remain here to

protect you.”

“ Then I had a thousand times rather

brave injustice from the ladies without

there than remain in here one moment

longer,” cried Magdalena, almost beside

herself, and hurrying to the door. At

this moment some one called Werner’s

name.

“ What is it ?” he asked, excitedly, as

he threw open a window.

“ It is beginning to rain,” said Antonie

from without, “ but we don’t want to go

up stairs in the sultry rooms, so are

come to prefer a petition that we may

be admitted for a little while into your

studio.”

“ It causes me boundless afliiction to

reply that this room has a marble floor:

I would be inconsolable should the ladies

all get colds, and consequently must em

phatically refuse to grant your petition.”

“ To me also, dearest Egon?” asked

Antonie in her most melting tones.

“ To you, also, most revered Antonie,”

he answered.

“But indeed it’s very unamiable of

you. Herr Werner,” said another girlish

voice. “We want so much to see the

picture of the beautiful Italian that An

tonie has told us about.”

“Ah! I discover in my dear little

cousin at this moment a charming talent

Well, I won’t deny it.

I haw an Italian here, and one as beau

tiful as an angel, but Iwould not feel

the slightest pleasure in showing her to

any one, for the simple reason that I

want to keep her for myself alone.”

“ Shame ! how ungallant !” cried they

all at once, and hastened off, for large

drops were now falling. A moment

afterward the garden door shut behind

them.

Werner now turned and drew Mag

dalena, who was just hurrying out, back

into the room. A marvelous change

had suddenly come over him. The

marble firmness of his features, the cold

repose of his eyes, had vanished. Hold

_ ing the girl’s hand firmly, he said, in a

trembling voice,

“ You must not leave this room till

you have granted me a request.”



1569-]
447MA GDALEZVA.

Magdalena looked up in surprise and

alarm. But he continued:

“ You told me a few hours ago that

you hated me. Now, I beg of you, re

peat those words.”

Magdalena withdrew her hand hastily,

and stammered, almost inaudibly,

“ Why do you wish it ?”

“ That I will tell you afterward: now

repeat them.”

The girl ran farther in the room in the

wildest emotion. She turned her back

to Werner and wrung her hands in silent

anguish.

Suddenly she turned, pressed her

clasped hands before her eyes, and cried

in a suffocated voice,

“ I—a/nnol ./ ”

She felt two arms flung stormily

around her.

“ You cannot ! And why not? Be

cause you love me, Magdalena !—be

cause you love me !” cried Werner, joy

ously, as he drew her hands from before

her face. “ Let me look in your eyes.

Is it a feeling to be ashamed of? Look

at me, how proud and happy I am while

I say to you, ‘I love you, Magdalena!’ ”

“ It is impossible l That icy coldness

that drove me to desperation—”

“ Was just as genuine as your harsh

ness; which, however, did not deceive

me,” said Werner, smiling. “Child. the

sins of rough, bitter words which your

lips committed against me, your eyes

more than atoned for. I have loved

you since the moment I saw you on the

tower. The accounts given by old Jacob,

which I enticed out of him without his

being aware of it, exposed to me your

entire inner life, and made me conscious

that to me it had been vouchsafed to be

the tinder of a costly treasure which

hundreds had passed by without per

ceiving it. But I knew that the fowler

who would entrap this rare bird must be

wary and on his guard, for it was shy

and gazed on the world with mistrustful

eyes. Therefore I assumed the armor

of a cold repose, and avoided every trace

of eagerness, as well in my features as

in all that I said. I have observed you

closely times without number, when you

had not the slightest suspicion of my

 
vicinity—in the still, old church, in the

cloister garden, in Jacob’s room when

you disdained my oranges, and in the

garden on the wall when you were

throwing flowers down to the neighbors’

children. Will you be my wife, Mag

dalena ?”

She loosed herself from his arms, and

with beaming eyes, but without a word,

held out both her hands to him; and

thus was the bond sealed between two

mortals whom a few moments before any

uninitiated observer would have judged

contrary as ice and fire.

Magdalena no longer concealed from

her betrothed how lately she-had strug

gled and striven, and recounted to him

her underground adventure, without con

cealing one of the thoughts which had

floated through her mind during her sub

terranean journey.

“ And so I am to thank the tradi

tional Twelve Apostles for arriving more

quickly at my joyful goal than I had

dared to hope?” said Werner, laughing.

“ Do you remember the wish I made at

our first conversation—the one which

ended so stormily ?”

" Perfectly.

“ Is Love !”

“ But the beautiful Italian whom Jacob

said—”

“I was to marry?” interrupted Wer

ner, smiling. “I’ll show her to you—

this little Neapolitan with the repulsive

features and the ugly hair, who never

theless has woven so mighty a net

around my heart.”

He raised the covering from the easel.

A lovely maiden was seated on the para

pet of a tower window gazing dreamily

and longingly into the distance. On her

rich, blue-black hair rested the Neapoli

tan head-dress. A white lace kerchief

was thrown around the neck, and lost

itself in a flame-colored bodice, which

fitted closely to the slender figure. The

portrait was not yet completed, but it

bade fair to be a masterpiece.

“ Look! my girl!” said Werner—

“ you that avoid a looking-glass because

you think the image therein would

frighten you—that picture is you! But

I have often thrown down my pencil

That apostle—”
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discouraged, because the strange en

chantment which so suddenly illumined

the bright flame in my heart scorned all

colors.”

A violent rain now rattled against the

glass walls of the room. At this mo

ment Jacob ran by the window as

quickly as his old legs would permit.

His white, uncovered hair fluttered in

the wind as he stepped panting into the

room.

“ I wanted to—” he began breathlessly.

“To see if all was right, old Jacob?”

interrupted Werner with a smile. “ All

is right,” continued he, leading Magda

lena up to the old man. “ All except

the banns and the wedding. What say

you, Jacob ?—have I not won a beautiful

bride ?”

Jacob stood like a statue. He felt

unconsciously for his head, and laughed

like one who tries to laugh at a jest that

he does not understand. Magdalena

walked up to him, and, wordless with joy

and happiness, threw her arms around

his neck. Then first he awoke from his

surprise, and said, while his eyes filled

with tears,

“ Ah, unhappy child! Are you here?

Up there sits your aunt weeping her

eyes out. When she came home the

door was standing open, and you were

not to be found in the whole cloister.

Every one is searching for you, and for

your sake I forgot my duty for the first

time. I was so overcome with grief and

fright that I actually did not even hear

the thunderstorm, and the rain might

have ruined everything in the room.

Come with me quickly. Your aunt

thinks that by this time you are in

Ethiopia. How did you come here?”

“I have already told you—as my

bride,” said Werner, with emphasis.

“Ah, Herr Werner, don’t speak so,”

said the old man, imploringly. “ Lenchen

doesn’t understand a jest: I have told

you so before.”

“I know it, dear Jacob, and I might

perhaps be afraid of that if I were not so

thoroughly in earnest,” said Werner,

laughing and drawing the maiden to his

breast. One must learn to believe much

in this life; and so old Jacob was finally

 
brought to the happy conviction that

Herr Werner was really going to make

his darling Lenchen, Frau Vi/erner.

Vilhen the still more obstinate incred

ulity of the “ Dragon-fly,” which she ex

pressed by constant shaking of her head

and a constant expostulatory waving of

her hands, had likewise been conquered,

there was a scene of joyful emotion and

surprise in Jacob’s little room, such as

the old walls had never witnessed in all

their lives before.

What Werner’s aunt and Antonie

thought of this betrothal, which had thus

fallen upon them like a thunder-clap from

clear skies, the reader can easily imagine,

as he has had some acquaintance with

these ladies. For my part, I do not be

lieve that the Frau Riithin was very

willing to roast fowls, to have the un

happy carpets beaten or the house made

as bright as silver from garret to cellar,

to celebrate the wedding of her “incom

prehensible nephew,” as she was accus

tomed to do for her own grand parties.

Antonie, I believe, went very soon to

visit a friend who lived at a considerable

distance.

The Riithin Bauer moved before long

to another house, purchased for her by

her nephew.

Then the “Dragon-fly” took up her

abode in Werner‘s dwelling, and with

Jacob’s aid kept it in order until the

young couple, who immediately after the

wedding had gone on a trip to Italy,

should return.

The subterranean passage which led

to his garden Werner had walled up.

He said, laughingly, that Happiness had

come to him by this road, and that he

would cut off all possibility of her retreat.

In fact, he was so intoxicated with joy

that he paid little attention to the under

ground way.

Explorations from other quarters were

not as successful in their results as Mag

dalena’s had been, for they found nothing

where the maiden, as she herself declared,

had sought for silver and had found gold.

Dame Tradition cowers once more in

the nooks of the old cloister, and draws

her gray mantle over the mysterious

“ Twelve Apostles.”
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THE DEMOCRATIC MOVEMENT IN

“ HERE we have again the fickle

French—that volatile set!” many

a steady-going man will have exclaimed

with ruffled temper at the issue of the

late elections.

When, in February, 1848, they found

ed a Republic in less than three days,

they were pronounced a race of fool

hardy go-aheads. When, a few years

later, they allowed themselves to be

trampled down in that fatal December

raid, it was said they had got the gov

ernment which they deserved. When

they bore for years the Cxsarian incu

bus, people shrugged their shoulders

contemptuously at such spiritless pa

tience. \/Vhen a cry of resurrection now

comes at last from all the great towns

ay, from the agricultural districts them

selves—some men feel vexed and peevish

at the sudden shock their favorite no

tions have received; and they fall back

upon the old stock-in-trade, saying:

“ Why you can never know what the

French will do next!” Let us, however,

take a glance at the situation.

A variety of causes has contributed to

promote the present democratic resur

rection. Within the last ten years

France has been surrounded with a

circle of fire. Contrary to Louis Napo

leon’s original plan, a united Italy was

formed by the Garibaldian initiative.

The very failure of Italian democracy

before Rome rebounded upon the Im

perial system: it was too much for the

French people to be thrice made the

“soldier of the Pope.” On the other

side of the ocean the French ruler

meant to found a “ Latin empire” and

to aid in the ruin of the Anglo-Saxon

republic of the North. Instead of this,

he was ignominiously driven out from

Mexico, and this defeat, combined with

the triumph of the United States, at

once lowered his military prestige and

gave an impetus to the ideas which are

embodied in the American Constitution.
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Neither was that which happened in

Germany calculated to render the posi

tion of Louis Napoleon more comfort

able. The “Chauvinist” party were

offended by the unexpected rearing up

of a rival military power, and by the in

sufficiency, as they considered it, of the

concession made in the Luxembourg

quarter. The democrats felt it as a

sting that “liberty as in Austria” and

in other South-German States should

have taken the start of the Francegof

1792,1830 and 1848. Meantime, Eng

land’s popular forces were brought up in

the Reform movement: the earnest de

termination and the joyous tumult of

those popular strivings could not but

awaken an echo in the French nation.

Then Spain—despised Spain—suddenly

rose in revolution, driving out a dynasty

with as much ease as if a mere spider’s

web had had to be brushed away.

South, north, east, west, on this and

on the other side of the ocean, France

found herself morally outflanked. It

was more than could be brooked. The

spell under which an awestricken people

had lain so long began to dissolve.

A half-hearted attempt at conciliation,

made by the decrees for the better treat

ment of the public press and for the

restoration of something like a right of

meeting, turned out a blow to the gov

ernment cause itself. It is a fact little

known that, before those decrees, there

were but two or three organs of the

democratic party in all the French prov

inces! whilst, since those decrees,

about one hundred and fifty have sprung

up, wellnigh all more fiery in their tone

than the Parisian journals of the repub

lican party, except the l€e’wil and the

Rappel, which represent two sections of

exiles. In this phenomenon the real

difficulty of the Napoleonic government

may be perceived. It cannot live any

longer exclusively on the December tra

ditions, and all concessions only under

mine its existence. As to the third
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possible course—a warlike diversion—

people in the Fr-nch capital say, “ On

the day when that shall be attempted

Paris will rise.”

I here come to the army, upon whose

attitude so much depends. It is diffi

cult to learn anything about the spirit

which pervades it, for the rule of passive

obedience and silent execution is en

forced with the utmost rigidity. The

French army is not like the Spanish,

which has so frequently fought out the

political struggles of the country. It is

not like the English, whose officers are

bound up with society, and whose every

member, down to the private, is respon

sible before the ordinary law. It is not

even like the Prussian army, with its

civic landweltr element,which sometimes

shows strong political leanings, as it did

in 1849, when it was unwillingly led

against the Baden revolution, or in

1866, when it had to be driven to the

task set to it by government. The

French army is differently constituted.

It generally moves like clockwork. The

man in power sets it in motion at his

will. Had the National Assembly as

sumed the chief military command in

I85], as some of its more farseeing

members then proposed, it would have

been as easy to arrest the President as

it was afterward easy for the President

to arrest the leading members.

The intercourse between the privates

or non-commissioned officers and the

popular classes the present government

has endeavored to stop as much as pos

sible. The mass of officers, from reasons

well known in France, do not see much

of society: they have therefore few op

portunities of forming their political

views. It is different with the more

sedate officers, who occupy the rank of

colonel. They frequent the society of

the higher middle class, and before them

opinions are freely given, as they are

considered bound by their sense of mili

tary honor not to divulge what they have

heard. In times of great crisis they

thus learn much, and discreetly wait to

see how matters turn. Thus the colonels,

together with the non-commissioned offi

cers, have the bulk of the army practi

 
cally in hand. The generals, who have

little direct intercourse with the mass of

the subordinates, count not for so much

whenever an attempt is to be made to

gain over the army to this or that side.

The non-commissioned officers stand

nearest to the lower middle and working

class, the colonels to the higher bour

geoisie. When the latter observe that

the very bourgeoisie—generally so timor

ous, and anxious, before all, for the pres

ervation of order—has made up its mind

to go against the government, there is a

great chance of defection in the military

ranks in favor of the popular cause.

But it is only on the day of real action

that the results of this silent, occult con

version are seen. At present we have

scarcely any guiding facts to go by, ex

cept that toward the end of the Mexican

war there was a mutiny in several crack

regiments that were to be sent across

the ocean ; and that quite recently Mar

shal Niel issued an order converting

Sunday into a day of soldierly practice :

in other words, keeping the privates and

non-commissioned officers away from

contact with the people on the day when

the latter have their outing.

But how will it be possible to prevent

such communication for any length of

time, when the very reorganization of the

army, as lately decreed, tends to turn

every citizen into a trooper?

The military establishment of France

now consists of nearly one million four

hundred thousand men. This, too, is

one of the grievances of the people

which may have found its vent in the

recent votes. France is being soldiered

out of the very marrow of its life, and

it does not relish it. The average size

of its men has constantly diminished

within the last eighty years. The effects

of the great Napoleonic wars are visible

even now in the slow progress of the

population.

There are other causes, difficult to

treat upon, which operate against an

increase. England proper has nearly

doubled its population within the last

fifty years, in spite of a considerable

emigration. France, with no emigration

worth speaking of, has in the same
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period not fully increased one-third. The

number of births has, moreover, dimin

ished to such an extent that a French

statistician of note declared the time not

to be distant when, if things did not alter

in this respect, the births would no longer

suffice to cover the losses by death! And

under such circumstances a reorganiza

tion of the army has been devised which

takes away all the able-bodied men, with

out exception, in the very prime of life,

compelling them for years to celibacy!

Must not the youth of France, men and

women, rebel against such a system ?

It would lead too far to enter deeply

into the causes of dissatisfaction con

nected with the financial affairs of the

country. The new system of loans in

troduced under Louis Napoleon has, it

is true, enabled large masses of the peo

ple to make small investments ; and this

has frequently been considered a guaran

tee of continued government influence.

But the very circumstance of the vast

distribution of those investments is, on

the other hand, a guarantee to the hold

ers for repayment under any government.

As to the financial administration of the

present régime, which has been hitherto'

practically irresponsible, the figures are

simply appalling.

Already in 1855, Baron Richemont,

who reported in the name of the Com

mittee on the Budget, complained of the

State expenses being “double that which

they had been under the First Empire!”

The active State property had vastly de

creased under Napoleon llI., through

the sale of railways, of State domains

and of possessions formerly held by the

Orleans family, as well as by extraordi

nary clearings of wood in the State

forests. Nevertheless, the extensive

budgets annually fixed were year by year

found to have been enormously exceeded.

The surplus of receipts, shown by min

isterial legerdemain, like a mirage not

only vanished regularly into thin air, but

one day the head of the State had act

ually to sit down and to indite a letter to

the public, in which a deficit of ten hun

dred millions of francs was acknowledged,

which nobody knew how to account for.

It was a strange pecuniary sickness that
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had suddenly broken out in the State

} body. M. Fould was called in as a doc

- tor, and temporary relief seemed to be

j afforded. At least, that was what the

' friends of government asserted.

l The revelations concerning the finan

cial administration of the “Imperial

. Commission,” which acts as an irrespon

sible communal council for Paris, are

probably fresh in the memory of some

readers. They came out in the Corps

Législatif. M. Haussmann himself, the

great reconstructor of the capital, had to

make his confession. It was such a

scandal that persons who might have

been expected to hold together like

burrs, began to indulge in mutual re

criminations. The affair was smothered

with difficulty.

Since then, the republican press has

agitated another financial point. lnvid

ious comparisons were drawn between

the salary of American Presidents and

the civil list which Louis Napoleon had

decreed to himself after he had converted

his Presidentship into an Imperial tenure

of power. The French civil list is at

present the highest in the world. Un

der Louis Philippe it was twelve millions

of francs. Under Louis Napoleon it

is nominally twenty-five millions; not

counting the dotations of the lmperial

princes and princesses. In reality, the

civil list of the Emperor’s own person

is reckoned to amount to some forty or

forty-two millions of francs through the

receipts from various domains attached

to the Crown. Yet a few years ago the

civil list was supposed to be charged with

a debt of eighty millions of francs!

Now, in juxtaposition to the twenty

five or rather forty-two millions of francs

which the Emperor receives annually,

the democratic critics placed the “ ridic

ulously small sum” of ninety-two thou

sand five hundred francs which are an

American President’s yearly salary. And

it was said that France must certainly

be able to “ pay for her glory,” seeing

that in eighteen years she had contrived

to pay to Louis Napoleon four hundred

and fifty millions, or, more correctly

speaking, seven hundred and fifty-six

millions of francs.
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For the sake of even greater impres

sion, the calculation above alluded to has

been so worked out as to show the re

ceipts of the Emperor by day, hour, and

even minute. The effect on a peo

ple who had been told by the present

ruler himself that he was “'a parz’enl/,”

and to whom he was often described by

his agents as “ the Peasant’s Emperor”

or “ the Workingman’s Friend,” may be

easily imagined.

If France had a regular system of

popular education, the result of the re

cent elections would no doubt have been

an overwhelming defeat of government.

It is a telling fact that the “ Map of the

State of Public Instruction,” which was

drawn up a few years ago, and which in

dicates, by shades more or less dark, the

intellectual condition of the different de

partments, should actually be a reliable

guide for estimating the political forces

of the Empire and those of the Opposi

tion. Where education stands lowest,

there the ruling power marshals most ad

herents. Where education stands high

est, the adherents of government are few

and far between.

The departments in which the people

are most instructed are those situated

toward the German, Belgian and Swiss

frontiers, as well as the Department of

the Seine, where the capital exercises its

influence. In Alsace and Lorraine the

state of public instruction is most sat

isfactory. It is worst in the ancient

Bretagne. In the departments situated

toward Germany, Belgium and Switzer

land only from two to nine per cent. of

the married people were unable to sign

their names. In other parts of France,

from sixty to seventy-five per cent. were

unable to accomplish that simple feat.

It is, however, not difficult to understand

that a great mass of people should be

thus crippled in education. The aggre

gate sum spent on public instruction

does not reach the expenses for the

Court. Some years ago there were

marked in the State budget six millions

of francs for public instruction ; five

millions of francs more were added by

the departments; eleven millions five
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hundred thousand by the communes;

the school fees brought in nine millions

more. Total, thirty-one millions five

hundred thousand francs, against about

forty-two millions spent for the Court.

The six millions contributed by the

State for public instruction stood out in

strange relief against the four hundred

and sixty-three millions spent for the

war-forces on sea and land. Hence a

Liberal paper, parodying a Napoleonic

phrase, could utter, with regard to the

coincidence between the strength of the

Opposition and the state of education in

the various departments, the bitter but

perfectly true taunt—“L’Empire c’est

I ’l.gnarance ./”

For the upshot—some incurable pes

simists may perhaps say the “downshot”

—of this new French movement we will

- probably not have to wait long. A mighty

change is hovering in the air. There

may be short and sharp shocks and

counter-shocks for a little while, but the

great issue cannot be long delayed.

That which occurred a few months ago

at Paris, at Bordeaux, at Nantes, at Mar

seilles was a mere prelude—of little im

portance in itself, yet a sign and symp

tom. Great catastrophes are often pre

ceded by vague tumults.

I believe it will be well for those who

take an interest in vast European prob

lems of statesmanship to study closely

the condition of affairs which has grown

up of late in France under the Bona

partean State edifice, and the upheaving

forces of which are already visible from

intermittent exertions. The electrical

flashes which shot across the atmosphere

of Spain in the summer of 1868 were

scarcely understood abroad. Yet they

meant the subsequent great event of Sep

tember. The sheet of fire which now

breaks occasionally through the dark po

litical sky in France is clearly a harbin

ger of coming storms. The “ France of

the future” traces already words of doom

in lurid streaks. Friend and foe may

strain their eyes to read the coming

sentence.

KARL BLIND.
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PLEASURES OF POVERTY.

“I prize, I praise a mean estate.”

AMPBELL sings the “ Pleasures

of Hope ;” Rogers, the “Pleasures

of Memory”—I, the pleasures of poverty.

Not the blessings: that branch of the

subject has been worn somewhat thread

bare by constant service in sermons and

literature; but the pleasures, the down

right joys, peculiar to impecuniosity.

Not abject, pinched, desperate poverty,

that knows not where to-morrow’s bread

is coming from ; nor shabby-genteel

poverty—“ nothing trying to be some

thing ;” nor any kind of poverty in

cities; but what might be called com

fortable poverty in the country—poverty

with six or eight hundred a year, and a

child to each hundred. To sing the

joys of such poverty is my aspiration.

Poor people never live in brownstone

fronts, or elegant villa residences with all

the modern improvements. Consequent

ly, in the dead of winter their furnace

grates never break down, their flat roofs

never leak, their water-pipes never burst.

Their plate-glass windows are never

broken, their dumb-waiters never give

out, their patent burglar-alarms never go

oti at the wrong time. Their coachmen

never get drunk—careless servants never

crack their Sevres china. In fact, one

of the chief happinesses of poverty is

exemption from the affliction of servants.

No Irish rage around the humble dwell

ings of the poor. When the daughters

of poverty exchange calls, their conver

sation may dwell on pleasanter themes

than the trials they lfave undergone with

the cook, the minutiae of the chamber

maid’s slovenliness, the fact that the

second girl is more than mistrusted of

“ taking things ;” it not being fashion

able yet to speak of defalcating with

the spoons, though we shall doubtless

soon reach even that point of white

washed sepulchreism. The enormities

generally of what Pun;h has dubbed

“servantgalism” disturb not the peace

of poverty.

 

A positive and intense pleasure of

poverty is applying sermons to wealthy

neighbors. When the minister enlarges

on the fact that “ virtue and piety are

far oftener found in the humble cottage

of the poor man earning his daily bread

by honest toil, than in the palatial abode

of the son of wealth rolling in every lux

ury,” etc., Lazarus looks complacently

across the aisle at Dives sitting stately

in the body-pew. Lazarus, of course,

considers himself and this ideal being,

the poor man of poetry, one, even if he

be not over-virtuous or pious. In church,

at least, he has the better of Dives.

When the preacher hurls his thunder

bolts at avarice, pride, vain-glory, Laz

arus glances furtively at the gold-spec

tacled countenance over the way, beam

ing, so to speak, with bank dividends

and respectability, and wonders how

Dives feels under such a crusher.

Poverty makes one comrade of half

the geniuses and poets of the past. Who

would not almost glory in being poor with

Dryden, Bunyan, Chatterton, Crabbe,

Shenstone, Savage, Cowper, Goldsmith,

' Dr. Johnson, Lamb—glorious list of the

immortal poor—to be able to read “ Miss

Kilmansegg and her Golden Leg” with

the agreeable consciousness that it don’t

hit us—to cry defiantly with Burns,

“The rank is but the guinea’s stamp:

The mon's the gowd for a' that”?

Now-a-days, attics and starvation are

mat necessarily accompaniments of the

poetic fire, but don’t we miss something

of that easy, versatile, devil-may-care

ishness engendered by the old haphazard

life—to-day dining with lords, to-morrow

in the debtors’ prison? Most modern

poetry bears evident marks of being

written in a comfortable state of after

dinner, beef- and-pudding inspiration.

When one is reduced to living on his

wits, those wits are rendered so uncom

monly sharp! Reading IValden Pond,

one is half tempted to fly the world and

woo poverty as the chief earthly good.
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But were one not Thoreau, I suspect it

would hardly be tolerable.

The conscious use and development

of our own powers being one of the

most satisfactory sensations we are

capable of, another pleasure that may be

reckoned peculiar to poverty is its throw

ing you on your own resources, and

bringing to light latent talent and inge

nuity you never dreamed yourself to

possess. Some second Gray should

chant the elegy of Wealth’s mute, in

glorious Miltons, the city Hampdens,

who might have been and done je ne sais '

quaihad not cruel Fate cast their lot in

Beacon street. Sylvia feels a triumph

ant pride unknown to Flora McFlimsey

when she complacently contemplates the

jaunty suit which no one but she will

ever recognize as the old, twice-turned

gray silk, “ dear for the sorrows it has

borne.” She alone knows the turnings

upside down and inside out, the spong

ings, the pressings, the solemn delibera

tions, the head-racking calculations which

that suit represents. This Waterloo won,

this Richmond taken, by her unaided

ability, raises her in her own esteem—a

comfortable feeling she would have lost

could she have ordered the dress ready

made from Madam A-la-Mode. Sylvia

feels all the joy of the woman and the

artist in the love of a bonnet created out

of airy nothingness by the nimble white

fingers that can turn themselves to any

thing, from crocheting elegant immate

rialities to those mysterious kitchen rites

whereon depend good bread and the

happiness of a family. To hear that

Mrs. Grundy “ wonders at Sylvia Smith’s

extravagance—I saw her out yesterty1-y

in a lovely little French hat,” is the only

tribute to her genius necessary. When

she is invited to a party, she suffers from

no inward conflicts over the momentous

question, “What shall I wear?” It is

so easy to decide when you have but

cine presentable dress. Comforting her

self with Ben .]onson—

“ Give me a look, give me a face,

That makes simplicity a grace;

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free:

Such sweet neglect more taketh me

Than all the adulteries of art :

’1‘/my strike mine eyes, but not my heart”—
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she presents herself before her hostess

with the silk, the one lace collar indeed,

but also with a fresh and smiling face,

unharassed by the worry and hurry of

dress-buying and making, the aggra

vatingness of dressmakers. Probably

young Tom Brown, with the usual un

appreciativeness of his sex in the mat

ter of Paris fashions, fully agrees with

Ben Jonson. He really don’t much care

whether the dress is trimmed with lace

or foIds—even whether it is gored or

not—so long as the look, the face strike

his heart. One advantage of poverty,

in fact. is, that its victims are in a mea

sure forced to dress in correct taste. A

new garment is a solemn experience not

to be lightly entered on when so long a

time must elapse before another can

conscientiously be indulged in. Hence

poor people deliberate long ere commit

ting themselves: large plaids, gay stripes,

tinsel trimmings, cloaks autré in hue or

shape, are not for an instant to be con

sidered, however fashionable at the mo

ment. They choose the “golden mean,”

and fall back on invisible plaids and self

colored cloths, the grays and blues and

browns. They cannot afford to be “loud”

if they would.

One pleasure of the poor man is that

his mind is unburdened by the cares of

property. Bank cashiers may defalcate,

Erie go down to 36}, government bonds

be taxed, insurance companies fail, ware

houses burn, undetectable counterfeit

hundred-dollar greenbacks be issued,

gold rise or fall, and he sleeps just as

sound o’ nights. At the witching hour

of midnight do his preternaturally wide

awake ears hear strange noises in the

house—a rustling, a creaking, a sound

of filing? He knows it is rats. Burglars

in his house would be a clear case of

“ There was a man, and he had naught,

And robbers came to rob him”—

a tragedy common enough perhaps in

the chimerical days chronicled in 11lollmr

Goose, when people used to sweep cob

webs from the sky, shut up extravagant

wives in pumpkin shells, live upon noth

ing but victuals and drink; when red

noses were solely owing to spices and

cinnamon, nutmegs and cloves, and
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twenty pounds sufficed to marry moth

er’s bouncing girl ; but not at all to be

apprehended in this enlightened and

sternly practical age.

Poor people, being usually so fortu

nate as to be obliged to work for a living,

are never troubled with ennui. They

never have time, there is always so much

to do. Probably, had they the neces

sary means and leisure, they too would

find existence an insupportable bore

would discover that this world is a sham,

and we all “ poor critters.” The friends

of poor people must be sincere. They

give no elegant parties, have no patron

age to bestow, no property to bequeath;

hence no one can make anything, pe

cuniarily or socially, by their friendship.

If they are near-sighted, and happen to

cut an acquaintance in the street, no one

takes offence or thinks they are giving

themselves airs—it would be so palpably

absurd. Poor people retain much of the

fresh enthusiasm of childhood in the

power of enjoying small things. The

year’s work lends zest to the summer

vacation—a slim purse and many wants

make the present of such an extrava

gance as a book or picture an era.

No one but the poor man knows the

exquisite pleasure of amateur benevo

lence. It is so easy, and involves none

of the unpleasant consequences of really

signing notes or lending money, to say,

“ Brown, my boy, you know I’d be only

too glad to help you if I could”—so easy

to picture how we would give at least

half our goods to feed the poor, and what

generous, free-hearted, open-handed fel

lows we would be generally were we only

Crazsus. One experiences all the glow

 

around the heart of actual benevolence,

and yet it is so inexpensive!

In short, as the Child’s First Reader

would say, It-is-a-fine-thing-to-be-poor.

The longer I contemplate Poverty, the

more charms does she unveil to my en

tranced gaze. But is it quite right to

flaunt our advantages in people’s faces,

and harrow up their feelings merely be

cause they unfortunately possess money?

Doubtless it is not their fault. It was

their grandfather, or a lucky thing in

soldiers’ overcoats. “Where ignorance,”

etc. No, let us keep ourselves to our.

selves, we of the Brotherhood of Lean

Purses, and only when we meet to munch

together the festive crust, and drain the

flowing bowl of cold water, sing this, the

song of proud and independent poverty:

“ My minde to me a kingdom is :

Such perfect joy therein I find

As farre exceeds all earthly blisse

That God or Nature hath assigned:

Though much I want, that most would have,

Yet still my minde forbids to crave.

“ I l<isse not where I wish to kill:

I feign not love where most I hate:

I break no sleep to win my will;

I waytc not at the mightie’s gate:

I scorne no poor, I feare no rich ;

I feele no want, nor have too much.

“ The court ne cart I like ne loath-—

Extreames are counted worst ofall :

The golden meane betwixt. them both

Doth surest sit, and feares no fall.

This is my choyce: for why? I findc

No wealth is like a quiet minde.

“ My wealth is health and perfect ease :

My conscience clere my chiefe defence;

I never seek by bribes to please,

Nor by desert to give offence.

Thus do I live, thus will I die:

Would all did so as well as I l”

P. THORNE.
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T is melancholy to see a convention

of well-meaning men, like the Na

tional Labor Union, which lately sat at

Philadelphia, refusing to pass the reso

lution which was offered: “ That noth

ing herein [the Platform] contained shall

be considered as a repudiation of the

national debt.” The regret, however, is

not on account of any danger that such

a demonstration might be supposed to .

bring to the Debt, for repudiation as a

“cause"' was never less respectable in

strength of numbers or of argument; but

because it seems to indicate a lack at

once of moral integrity in those who have

acquired the control of that organization,

and of comprehension on the part of

the body of workingmen assembled of

their own interests. No one asks any

thing more of the artisans and laborers

of the country in this perplexing contro

versy with capital than that they should

consult the real advantage of their class.

Such examples as this at Philadelphia 1

show how wildly and widely they stray

from it. Repudiation would indeed be a

shame and a wrong to the whole coun

try and to every citizen, and no doubt the

“ bloated bondholders ” would suffer by

it—so far as that is an object—but the

blow would fall nowhere so heavily, and

work nowhere such pitiable waste and

ruin, as among the laboring classes. All

that the capitalists of the country might

lose by it would be trifling when compared

with the deep and lasting injury which it

would inflict on all who live by manual

labor and are dependent on employment

by capital. In making such menaces,

then, the working classes, to borrow the

chaste .and original metaphor of Judge

Dent, are swinging the club by which

their own heads would be broken if any

thing were to come of these threats.

The impolicy of repudiation depends

on no assumed distribution of the bonds

in small sums among the masses of the

people—a favorite idea at the time when

 
a national debt was being written up as

a national blessing. The bonds may be

so distributed, or they may not, without

affecting the question whether the work

ingmen of the country could alford to

do such a wrong as that proposed in the

Labor Convention assembled at Phila

delphia. Nor is this injustice impolitic

merely because it would bring down at a

blow every savings bank and every trust

and insurance company in the United

States. All this might not be so, and

yet repudiation be just as foolish as it is

now. The inexpediency of doing a wrong

to commercial credit and public faith

does not depend on anything which may

be or may not be, according to circum

stances. It is earnestly to be hoped

that the artisans of America will be sat

isfied with the results of the half hun

dred experiments of this and a similar

nature which have been tried elsewhere,

and not insist on working the problem

out for themselves. Workingmen, or

rather those who assume to speak for

workingmen, are fond of dwelling on the

unequal rights and privileges of rich and

poor, high and low. One difference

there certainly is, which bears upon the

case in point. The rich may sometimes

rob the poor and prosper, but the poor

cannot rob the rich and live.

. . . The reduction of the national

debt between the 1st of July, 1868, and

the 30th of June, 1869, is practically the

measure of the surplus revenue of the

fiscal year, although the two are not

logically coincident. It is customary to

state that reduction at forty-two and a

half millions of dollars, but in truth five

millions ought to be added on account

of interest overdue on the 1st of July,

1868, which had never been recognized

in the official statements, although the

same item is now included in the total

of the debt. This amount has been

paid during the year, and is, in strict fact

as in theory, to be accounted a part of
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the reduction of the national indebted

ness. The balance in favor of the gov

ernment must therefore be taken as, in

round numbers, forty-seven and a half

millions. Allowing an equal productive

ness of revenue, we have two large items

of expenditure with which the Treasury

was charged last year which will not re

cur the present: the Alaska purchase,

costing $7,200,000, is not likely to be re

peated; and the decrease in the amount

of bounty claims must be reckoned as a

clear addition of fifteen or sixteen millions

to the resources of the government. The

payments on this account during the

fiscal year 1868—’9 amounted to nearly

eighteen millions and a half—the monthly

disbursements beginning at something

like three millions and running down to

four or five hundred thousand at the close.

For the present year the monthly pay

ments will probably vary from four hun

dred thousand dollars to nothing. The

obligations of the government on this ac

count will be substantially all discharged

at its close. An average monthly pay

ment of two hundred and fifty thousand

dollars, or three millions for the year,

would be a high estimate. We have

thus twenty-three millions of expendi

ture in 1868—’9 for which no correspond

ing liability can be found in 1869—70,

except by the gross and inexcusable

fault of Congress, for which it should be

held severely to account by the country.

Adding this sum to the surplus of last

year, we have seventy millions clearly

and easily available for the liquidation

of the debt and the reduction of taxation,

supposing still that the collection of the

revenue and the other expenditures of

the government remain as they are.

But the arrangements which have already

been perfected for the reduction of all

the establishments and services secure a

diminution of expenditures of not less

than twenty-five or thirty millions. Most

ofthe changes by which this saving was to

be effected did not and could not go into

operation until the opening of the fiscal

year. Wholesale reductions cannot be

made without some months’ notice; and

the expenses of the immediate period of

retrenchment often show an increase, as

 

in the fiscal quarter following the close

of the war, and as has been the case fre

quently and notably in the British ex

perience of economical reform. But the

beginning of the present fiscal year has

seen all the measures for the relief of

the tax-payers and the Treasury fully in

operation. The army, the navy, the de

partments at Washington, the customs

and excise services throughout the coun

try—indeed almost every charge of the

government, except the diplomatic ser

vice and the annual interest of the debt

—have been courageously cut down.

Much certainly remains to be done, but

it is only just and honest to admit that

much has been done—more indeed than

was to be hoped for in the prevalence of

selfish and corrupt interests, and quite

as much as could reasonably be expected

at a single effort.

What we must add to the surplus,

thus obtained, of the current fiscal year,

on account of an increase in receipts, it

is not possible to estimate. If the im

provement of the last fiscal quarter

should be maintained, an addition of

thirty, forty or even fifty millions to the

revenue is reasonably probable. But

this prospect is too vague, and depend

ent on too many miserable conditions,

to allow of satisfactory calculation. So

much may be safely said—that those

have been proved wisest who have had

most faith in the revenue capabilities of

the country; and that distrust of the

future, in the light of such demonstra

tions of the ability and patriotism of the

people, would be merely peevish or

childish.

. . . One of the most interesting

questions of the day, and at the same

time one of the most difficult to answer,

is, **\\/hat is the practical working of

emancipation at the South ?” VVith the

hope of throwing some light upon this

problem, we have, while dissenting from

some of the writer’s views, and especially

as to the uselessness of educating the

blacks, inserted in the present Number

a paper entitled “The Freedman and

his Future.” It is written by a Vir

ginia gentleman of the old school, and

the first part of it, which holds out most



458 [Oc’r.OUR MONTHLT GOSSIP.

encouraging prospects for the future

prosperity of the South, is gratifying

enough. It is doubtless a correct pic

ture of the state of things in Virginia,

but we fear it is not entirely applicable

to the more Southern States. A gen

tleman from Louisiana, for example, in

forms us that in his section it is gener

ally estimated that there is a yearly

diminution of available African labor of

not less than twenty per cent. This

diminution results from several causes.

First: the young lads growing up since

the abolition of slavery have not the

regular habit of labor that with their

parents had become a second nature.

They drift off to the cities in search of

more congenial employment than the

fields offer. Second: the best and most

efficient laborers each year of good

crops are able to make money enough to

start on their own account, and leave the

plantation, with its organized system, to

raise their own crops of corn or sweet

potatoes. And lastly: the negro has, in

freedom, ceased to be prolific, and of the

few children born a very small proportion

live to pass the period of infancy.

This account tallies with the conclu

sions arrived at by Messrs. Loring &

Atkinson, cotton-brokers of Boston, in

a recent volume on Southern immigra

tion. From hundreds of replies received

by them to a circular which was wide

ly distributed among the cotton-plant

ers, they gather that the present labor

power at the South is not more than

one-half of what it was in 1860. They

are of opinion, however, that the return

to the wages system, the enactment and

enforcement of strict laws compelling

the carrying out of contracts and an

honest treatment of the freedmen, will

do much to increase the quantity and

improve the quality of the labor now in

the South. An_ increased production

may also be looked for from the more

general adoption of the advice given by

a certain farmer when he was breathing

his last. “Johnny, my son,” said he,

“don’t get into debt! That is my last

and solemn advice. Don’t get into

debt! ! But, Johnny, if you do get into

debt, lei it be for manure.” Everything,

 
moreover, goes to show that cotton cul

ture at the South requires. and will be

forced to adopt, the improved processes

and tools used in the North and in

Europe. “ Much is said of the desira

bility of the food crop for the support

of the farm as well as stock on the

Southern farms, but the planter finds it

impossible, at present, to raise stock,

and particularly hogs, on account of the

irrepressible thieving of the plantation

freedmen.” The planters naturally are

eager for white immigration, and the

accounts are quite encouraging of the

success of immigrants, both as tenants

and small farmers. But it is to Chinese

labor, after all, that the South will prob

ably have to look to bring up its crops

to their former standard. So far as

their qualifications as laborers are con

cerned, there is probably no race so well

fitted to meet all the requirements of

cotton cultivation as the Chinese. In

the mean time, those who are interested

—and who is not ?—in knowing the truth

about the condition of a section whose

prosperity is of vital importance to the

nation—would do well to read not only

Mr. Fitzhugh’s article, but also Messrs.

Loring & Atkinson’s pamphlet, entitled

Cotlon Cullure and tlze Soulh.

We commend to the attention of Pro

fessor Huxley, who seems inclined to

undervalue literary men, the following

charming passage from a review of

Forster’s Life (y‘ La/m’or, in the last

Edinburgh : “ In a certain sense the en

joyment of this biography will belong to

a scholarly circle, to men who value cul

ture for its own sake; who care for the

appropriate quotation and love the ring

of the epigram; who take a pleasure in

style analogous to that derived from a

musical perception; to whom beautiful

thoughts come with tenfold meaning

when beautifully said—a class visibly

narrowing about us, but to whom, never

theless, this country has owed a large

amount of rational happiness, and whom

the aspirants after a more rugged and

sincere intellectual life may themselves

not be the last to regret.”

. . . The library edition of Irving’s
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complete works will hereafter be issued

in Philadelphia, the stereotype plates

having been purchased by Messrs. J. B.

Lippincott & Co.

. . . The velocipede is running the

course it ran some fifty years ago, and

is gradually fading from public regard.

A curious note of Mr. G. V. Cox, in his

recent /Cacolleclions of 0.t.0/brd, might

almost do to describe the machine of

1869. He says: “ ln the spring of

1819 appeared a silly sort of anomalous

vehicle, called a ’2/ela£z’pea'e, in which the

motion was half riding and half walking:

it had a run, but turned out to be no go.

The only gentl5/nan I ever saw ventur

ing to use one (and that around ’the

Parks’) was a fellow and tutor of New

College; his name, curiously enough,

was Walker./ When he r1’is/nounted,

he exclaimed ike the Irishman who

took a ride in a bottomless sedan chair),

‘Well, if it were not for the fashion, I

would as lieve walk.’ ”

The recent Salem meeting of the

American Association for the Advance

ment of Science (may its title never

grow longer!) was a successful one.

Many of the leaders in all departments

of science were there, and nearly every

portion of our continent, including

Canada and New Brunswick, was repre

sented. It is pleasant to know that

much work was contributed, of admirable

quality, by young men, and that the

names of two ladies appear on the list

as authors of papers presented.

Probably the largest interest concen

trated about the topic of the eclipse,

which occupied nearly a whole day in

one Section. Full accounts were given

by representatives of several of the

parties who went out to observe it.

Their results were freely discussed, but

without settling everything yet. The

“rose-colored protuberances” were

measured, without altering the proba

hility of their consisting of burning

hydrogen. Bailey’s beads were sup

posed by one observer (Hough) to be

produced by the mountainous edge of

the moon. The corwm batties explana

tion still. Correspondence between the
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bright lines of its spectrum and those of

the aurora borealis was noted; and Pro

fessor Pierce expressed the opinion that

this fact probably points to a common

causation. T. Bassnett, of Ottawa, urged

a bold theory concerning “ polar currents

down the fluid vortex surrounding the

sun.” If right, he is in advance of his

age. It is clearly not proven that the

corona is a solar phenomenon at all.

Next .in popular attraction to the

eclipse was the exhibition by Dr. Ham- ‘

lin of a superb collection of American

gems, elegantly set. Ruby, sapphire,

emerald, turquoise, garnet, amethyst and

tourmaline sparkled and blazed among

them. As the diamond is found in the

Southern States, there appears to be

scarcely a precious stone not existing

somewhere within our domain. Other

items of interest we can only very briefly

note. Messrs. Blake and Vose gave

evidence that solid rocks are plastic un

der great compression, so as to flow like

fluids, even without high heat. A Maine

geologist, N. T. True, asserted reasons

for doubting the great length of time

demanded by many authorities for the

changes occurring since the quaternary

period. \/V. H. I)all, from personal ob

servation, declared that a rise of a hun

dred and eighty feet at the bottom of

Behring Strait would connect Asia and

Europe by dry land. In association

with this we may name the conclusion

of L. H. Morgan, from extended study

of the ethnology of the American Indians,

that the Columbia river valley must have

been the great centre of radiation for

their migrations.

More striking is the statement of O.

C. Marsh, that remains of the horse

have now been found among those of

men in Central America, showing that

the use of that animal did not begin, as

has been supposed, with its importation

by the Spaniards. Agassiz’s theory of

the ice-drift origin of all the remains of

the Valley of the Amazon was attacked

by Prof. Orton of Vassar College, who

obtained a considerable number of ter

tiary marine fossils from the clay beds

of that region. The views of Agassiz

in antagonism to all phases of the devel
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opment theory in zoology were also

vigorously though incidentally combated

in several papers; especially one im

mensely rich in facts, by E. D. Cope.

But most astonishing of all was the

presentation, in connection with Dr.

Eroux’s case of exposure of the heart

from absence of the breast-bone, of tele

graphic communication of the pulse and

heart-beats to a distance. By exquisitely

contrived instruments, Dr. Upham and

Fartner made the motion of the

pulses of men in the Boston Hospital

audible and visible to a large audience

in the Lyceum Hall of Salem, for more

than a minute at a time. May not con

sultations be now made by cable be

tween London or Paris and Philadel

phia? There is, however, a poetical

aspect, also, of this. \/Vhat will absence

be to lovers when they can send their

very heart-beats by telegraph to each

other?

Oh, Heloise, my Heloise. to thee

I send my heart-throbs, eloquent of sorrow:

Return, I pray thee, thine in harmony:

But—the wire's broken-—send the rest to-morrowl

. . . That wonderful instrument, the

spectroscope, continues to enlarge our

acquaintance with the composition of

our solar system, and even of the fixed

stars and the comets. Father Secchi

has made the astonishing discovery of

the vapor of water in the vicinity of the

sun-spots, and we now know that our

luminary contains also in its atmosphere

hydrogen, sodium, iron, magnesium, cal

cium, copper, cobalt, barium and nickel.

The same observer has recently ascer

tained that the planet Uranus has an

atmosphere of considerable extent, and

generally transparent. The spectrum ofa

comet corresponds exactly with that giv

en by ignited carbon vapor; so that a

comet is little more than a barrel-full

of petroleum on fire; and the variable

star p Gemini is found to be surrounded

by an envelope of burning gas. As re

gards some of them, at least, we can no

longer, therefore, “doubt that the stars

are fire.”

. . . Some interesting researches by

Professor Kirkwood of Illinois have

demonstrated the real structure of the
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rings of the planet Saturn. They are

now proved to be composed of innumer

able satellites moving freely in definite

orbits.

. . . One of the most striking scien

tific discoveries recently made is that

hydrogen gas is a true though very vola

tile metal, of which water is of course

the oxide. Hydrogen is found shut up

in meteoric stones in combination with

iron and platinum, and it has been suc

cessfully alloyed with palladium, the name

hyrl’rogem‘um having been given to the

compound metal.

Admiral Porter was riding in a street

car in VVashington the other day, in

which were two or three drunken nation

al sailors. They became so obstreperous

that the admiral expostulated with them,

and finally, telling them who he was, he

asked one of them what ship he be

longed to. With a twinkle of the eye and

a swaggering air, the sailor hiccoughed

out, “ Admiral, you have changed the

names of the ships so often that I dont

really know what ship we do belong

to!”

. . . Leigh Hunt had an uncle who

was very wealthy and meddlesome.

Every one knows what an idler poor

Leigh was in his youth, and how very

improvident in money matters. His old

uncle came to see him one day and said:

“ Ah, Leigh! How do you do, Leigh?

\i/li:4.t are you doing now, Leigh ?”

“I'm not doing anything,” answered

Hunt. “What!” exclamed the other,

“haven’t you got anything to do yet?”

“No; but as you don’t seem to mind

your own business, you ought to employ

me to do it for you. That would keep

me pretty well engaged, I fancy.”

. . . A charitable man was boasting

to Lord Palmerston: “I spend half my

income in charity,I assure you. Ido

indeed! I have given thousands of

pounds away. Generosity covers every

thing.” “ Including modesty sometimes,”

added his lordship. '

. . . A Mr. Vashon, a colored law

yer, has recently been admitted to prac

tice in the Supreme Court of the United

States at Washington. He is the son
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of a light mulatto barber and hairdresser i colonel, I was good enough company for

who lived in Pittsburg about forty years

ago, and was very useful in establishing

public baths in that city, where no one

had previously thought of such an im

provement, although the smoke and dirt

of the coal burnt there rendered bathing

particularly necessary. He was univer

sally known as Colonel Vashon, being

reported to be the son of a Colonel Va

shon,‘ a white man in Maryland or Vir

ginia. The. colonel one summer visited

the Falls of Niagara. Here he was met

by some gentlemen from Pittsburg, who,

as a piece of pleasantry, introduced him

to some visitors from Rochester, New

York, as Colonel Vashon of the Mexican

army. Vashon, extending his travels to

Rochester, was met by these persons,

invited by them to their houses and

treated with great hospitality for several

days. On his return to Pittsburg he

mentioned the occurrence with great

glee. “ See,” said he, “ what an absurd

ity this prejudice of color is! As long

as I was supposed to be a Mexican

LITERATURE

The Sexes: Here and Hereafter. B \Vil

liam H. Holcombe, M. D., author 0 “ Our

Children in Heaven,” etc. Philadelphia:

I. B. Lippincott & Co. 12mo. pp. 277.

Swedenborg was, undoubtedly, a “ pro

digious genius.” One of the greatest of ide

ologists since Plato, and one of the ablest of

scientists since Aristotle, had he not been

withdrawn for a quarter of a century, by mys

ticism, from philosophy and science, he might

have left results as great as those of Bacon

and Kant. As it is, his ability is often for

gotten under the cloud of his eccentricities.

These reflections are suggested by the

avowal, in the book whose title is above giv

en, of full acceptance of Swedenborgian prin

ciples. Yet Dr. Holcombe does not merely

cite, he expounds and illustrates, the teach

ings of his master. A part of his field has

been traversed before by Leopold Hartley

 

anybody; but none of them would have

taken any notice of me if they had known

that I was only a mulatto barber.”

We are indebted to a valued contrib

utor for the following lines, entitled

VVOMANHOOD.

Strapfie.

Woman to boyhood's eyes

Shines fair as star-lit skies.

Once youth from woman’s lips

Life’s purest nectar sips.

Man knows in woman's heart

This world’s most precious part.

A ntis!r0pfie.

Boyhood in woman’s eyes

Finds a fool’s paradise.

Youth oft from woman’s lips

Poison for nectar sips.

Man, seeking perfect art,

Learns it in woman’s heart.

C/1orus.

Boyhood, youth, manhood—all

From throne to outer wall,

From birth to funeral—

By woman rise or fall l

H. H.

OF THE DAY.

Grindon, in his Sexual/ljy If 1Valnm This

last author, with much more of research,

scarcely equals Dr. Holcombe in sustained

elegance of style. Neither Grindon, nor Mrs.

Farnham in her extraordinary book, Womon

ond lmr Era, selects topics and modes of dis

cussion with the same delicate care. \Vhat

ever may be said of its opinions, Dr. Hol

combe’s essay must be credited with unex

ceptionable purity and refinement. Its tone

is religious, and its theology orthodox, ac

cepting fully the supremacy of scriptural

authority.

Nor can we quarrel with its subject, which

will never grow too old for treatment. Ours,

indeed, seems especially the day for the dis

cussion of this. Quite apart from all ultra

isms, the present summer has witnessed a

meeting in London, at which not only J. S.

Mill, but C. Kingsley, T. Hughes, Sir I,
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Coleridge and Lord lioughton, all spoke for

woman’s suffrage. When political doors or

walls ofexclusion seem to be yielding to the

gentler sex, its true place and power must be

more than ever open to careful consideration.

Dr. Holcombe's first proposition is, that

sex and marriage are universal : as Emerson

has it, “ An inevitable dualism bisects na

ture.” While this statement is traced to Swe

denborg’s theological writings, our author

seems to forget that in at least one of that

philosopher’s works (Animal Kingdom, Part

I., n. 229) he as positively asserts the essen

tiality of the lrim/l relation in nature and life.

“ No series can be complete or effective

without involving at least a trine. . . . What

ever be the relation, there must be at least a

trine to procure harmony.” Just as with the

ancient idea concerning the number seven, it

would be quite easy to assert any other such

axiom, and to make it sem evident. Of course,

too, the smaller the number chosen, the more

palpable’ and numerous its exemplars. Hol

combe asserts duality, however, of sex, even

in the Divine Being: “ Divine Goodness and

Divine Truth”—0r Love and Wisdom—’’ are

the sexes of God.” Every human being is

said also to be bi-sexual, spiritually and

physically. It is certainly unfortunate to at

tempt to illustrate this by the symmetrical

correspondence of the two halves of the body,

as the polar or sexual relation always involves

at least some dilference, whereas the right

and left eye. ear, etc., are, normally and theo

retically, duplicates of each other.

Everything in nature our author asserts to

be masculine or feminine. The sun and the

earth, heat and light, land and water, the

electro-positive and negative elements, are

all held to exemplify this. The sexuality of

plants has, since Linnxus, been universally

recognized. The letters of the alphabet have

their sexes : consonants are masculine, vowels

feminine. Will all women admit this, since

the vowels make much the most noise in the

world? Words have genders in most lan

guages: when none are given by rule, it is

but ignorance in the grammarians. Music

divides itself vocally: the tenor and bass of

the masculine, the soprano and contralto of

the feminine voice. In religion, Peter is said

to represent the male and John the female

elements of character. Might not some in

cline to reverse this? We are content simply

to deny the fitness of the distinction so ap

plied. Between all things thus opposed in

sex and nature attraction is constantly exerted

with vitalizing and fructifying power. “ It

LITERATURE OF THE DAT.
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draws the ocean from his bed; it keeps the.

moon in her path; it points the needle to

the pole; it attracts the flower to.the sun;

it directs the beast to his prey ; it binds man

to his home; it leads the Christian to his

God.”

We have not space to follow our author

through his chapters, in which he avers and

endeavors to show that sex, love and mar

riage are eternal, belonging to soul as well

as body; and thus marriage is “the central

and pivotal fact of the universe.” Romanism

and Protestantism are alike charged with de

nying this. The one degrades' marriage on

the monastic idea, counting it as only a per

mitted impurity, celibacy being more holy;

the other reduces it to a carnal ordinance,

though divinely sanctioned, because it re

fuses to admit its perpetuity in heaven, and

thus, marrying for time, it divorces for eter

nity. The Swedenborgian doctrine of " cor

respondences-” is invoked to aid in sustain

ing this idea of spiritual sex and marriage,

with apt quotations on its behalf from Mil

ton, Browning and Archbishop Trench.

“ Earth’s crammed with heaven,

And every common bush afire with God l”

Dr. Holcombe is very naturally obliged to

take much trouble to dispose of the familiar

passage in'the New Testament declaring that

they who rise from the dead “neither marry

nor are given in marriage, but are as the

angels of God in heaven.” He does so by

insisting upon a spiritualizing breadth of in

terpretation. We are frankly told that “the

Church must outgrow the limitations of the

letter, or the human mind will outgrow the

Church. It must spiritualize with Sweden

borg, or it will inevitably rationalize with

Strauss and Rénan.”

In concluding the perusal of this book, we

must confess to a certain surfeiting of Sweden

borgianism, and discontent with the cardinal

doctrine of the book—that of eternal mono

gamic or exclusively dual union. Every one,

Dr. Holcombe insists, finds but an: mate for

true spiritual and eternal marriage, either in

this world or in the next. Those ill-matched

here find their nuptials righted hereafter:

the celibates of earth are (no doubt to their

great surprise) happily wedded in heaven;

those who marry often are nevertheless fitly

coupled in the final distribution. Monogamy

for time is authoritatively established in

Christendom; though polygamy, and the

pangamy of Oneida, as well as agamy and

(to borrow of the botanists) abnormal cryp

togamy, have their advocates and examples.
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But, for our anticipations of the world to come,

it is with a sense of relief, like that of leaving

a narrow room to breathe in the open air,

that we turn from our author’s book to read

again, without his gloss, that “ thay an ar t/te

angcls qf God in hezruen.”

L’Homme'qui Rit. Par Victor Hugo. D.

Appleton et Cie, Libraires Editeurs. New

York. 8vo. pp. 352.

A new novel from the pen of the author of

Les /I[isérables is a production not to be light

ly dealt with or summarily dismissed. Fore

most among the living authors of his time,

great with his threefold greatness as poet,

dramatist and novelist, dear to us by the

heroic pathos of his exile, by the world-wide

humanity of his patriotism, Victor Hugo is

something more to us than a great author

merely. He belongs to Freedom no less

than to Fame, and we of the New 0World,

the world of Liberty, may well claim as a

brother the man whose life, whose writings

and whose actions are one long’and not

unavailing protest against tyranny and op

pression.

The critics have handled the book.before

us with unusual severity, but we venture to

predict that had L‘l]omme gm’ [Bil been

published before Les 1lh’sérablcs and Les

Tr-at/az’!laura de la /licr, it would have been

received not only with favor, but with accla

mations of delight. Yet on perusing it the

reader is conscious of a feeling of disappoint

ment that, being so good, it is not even bet

ter—that it is not a perfect work of art, like

either of its predecessors. Still, there is no

symptom of weakness, no evidence of waning

powers, in its unequal yet wondrous pages.

In dramatic intensity, weird originality and

vivid and poetic language it is unsurpassed by

any former work of its great author. The

description of the corpse swinging from the

gihbet and of the sinking of the ship “La

Matutina” are pictures drawn by a master

hand; the characters of Ursus and Baskil

phedro, of Josianc and Dea, are veritable

creations of a marvelous originality; and

the terrible disfigurement of the hero is a

conception as novel as it is fearful. Other

writers of fiction are content to improvise

variations more or less skillfully on one uni

versal theme, but Victor Hugo strikes with

bold and powerful hand the chords of some

strange and thrilling strain unheard before,

and, listening, we confess the presence of a

master.

He has, however, committed one great and

vital error in laying the scene of L’f/nnme

qui Kit in England. We do not refer to the

anachronisms and the mistakes respecting

English laws and English customs with which

the book abounds. Such errors might be

pardoned, as we forget the Venetian cos

tumes of Paul Veronese’s “ Marriage at

Cana,” and waste no thought on the incon

gruous conjunction of Julio Romano and the

Delphic oracle when we peruse the I4/inter's

71zle. But the whole local coloring is wrong,

and the powerfully-drawn characters are any

thing but English. Take, for example, that

terrible creation, the Duchess Josiane, whose

vices are as un-English as her name. Su.h

-women are unhappily human possibilities,

but we must seek for them in the France of

the Fifteenth Louis or the Third Napoleon,

and not in England under the reign of Queen

Anne.

In conclusion, we lay aside the book with

a mixed feeling, in which admiration and dis

appointment, disapproval and delight, strug

gle for the mastery. L’11mmne yui Kit is

worthy of its author, yet will add nothing

to his fame. Had Les /ll/klraéles never been

written, it would have ranked as his master

piece, but it lacks the spontaneity, the in

spiration, the large-hearted though mistaken

philanthropy of that wondrous work. Victor

Hugo wrote Les lll/'.rlrables because he must

—he wrote L’Hornme qui Rit because he

might. The first is an inspiration—the latter

a draft on his publisher. Las rllisérables is a

painting by Michael Angelo—L’12'anmle qui

R/t is a drawing by Gustave Doré. Yet who

else save Victor Hugo, not only in our day

and generation, but in bygone days and past

generations, could have written it, or any

thing to equal it?

Cipher: A Romance. By Jane G. Austin.

New York: Sheldon & Co. 8vo. pp. 175.

We believe that this romance is the first

extended work which we have ever had from

the graceful pen of this accomplished story

writer, whose clear and picturesque style and

well-developed plots and novel incidents are

familiar to the readers of Lzfl9i//coti’s [Hagu

zine. She is already well known as a writer

of thrilling and brilliant short stories, and we

are inclined to look upon Cr}/zer more as a

promise for the future than as an actual per

formance. It possesses much of the vigor

and originality which characterize Mrs. Aus

tin’s shorter efforts, but she has not yet

learned to maintain her flights of fancy to

that even tenor which is essential to the pro
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duction of a sustained work of fiction. She

must also learn from Wilkie Collins how to

combine sensationalism with realism, and

how to set flesh-and-blood beings at work to

act out her elaborate plots. The personages

of her drama are too unreal. They are vague

and misty phantoms, that come and go, toil

and disport themselves, with all the unsub

stantiality of the painted shadows of a magic

lantern. Neria and Francia belong as little

to real life as do their fantastic names. It

maybe urged in defence of the vagueness

and impersonality of the characters that

Cz}her is a romance rather than an actual

novel. Granted ; but it is a romance whose

scene is laid in the United States at the pres

ent day, and whose incidents comprise such

an everyday actuality as a fancy hall, such a

terrible realism as the late civil war.

‘Ne shall look with interest for Mrs. Aus

tin’s next novel. Ciphxr has merely shown

us what she am do if she will.
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The Pictorial Field-Book of the \Var of

1812 ; or, Illustrations, by Pen and Pencil,
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Wood by Lossing and Barrett, chiefly from

original sketches by the author. New
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“ Grimes,” the Vicar said, “I’m not quite sure that I like this.”

Chapter XXXV.|[Vmar of Bnllhampton.
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THE VICAR OF BULLHAMPTON.

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.

CHAPTER XXXV.

MR. PUDDLEH.-\M’S NE\V CHAPEL

I-IE vicar devoted a week to the

consideration of his grievance

about the chapel, and then did write to

the marquis. Indeed, there was no time

to be lost if he intended to do anything,

as on the second day after his interview

with Mr. Grimes, Grimes himself, with

two of his men to assist him, began his

measuring on the devoted spot, sticking

in little marks for the corners of the

projected building, and turning up a sod

here and there. Mr. Grimes was a

staunch Churchman; and though in the

way of business he was very glad to

have the building of a Methodist chapel

—or of a Pagan temple, if such might

come in his way—yet, even though he

possibly might give some offence to the

great man’s shadow in Bullhampton, he

was willing to postpone his work for two

or three days at the vicar’s request.

“ Grimes,” the vicar said, “ I’m not

quite sure that I like this.”

“Well, sir—no, sir. I was thinking

myself, sir, that maybe you might take

it unkind in the marquis.”

“I think I shall write to him. Per

haps you wouldn’t mind giving over for

 

a day or two.” Grimes yielded at once,

and took his spade and measurements

away, although Mr. Puddleham fretted a

good deal. Mr. Puddleham had been

much elated by the prospect of his new

Bethel, and had, it must be confessed,

received into his mind an idea that it

would be a good thing to quarrel with

the vicar under the auspices of the land

lord. Fenwick’s character had hitherto

been too strong for him, and he had

been forced into parochial quiescence

and religious amity almost in spite of his

conscience. He was a much older man

than Mr. Fenwick, having been for thirty

years in the ministry, and he had always

previously enjoyed the privilege of being

on bad terms with the clergyman of the

Establishment. It had been his glory

to be a poacher on another man’s man

or—to filch souls, as it were, out of the

keeping of a pastor of a higher grade

than himself—to say severe things of the

shortcomings of an endowed clergyman,

and to obtain recognition of his position

by the activity of his operations in the

guise of a blister. Our vicar, under

standing something of this, had, with

some malice toward the gentleman him

self, determined to rob Mr. Puddleham

of his blistering powers. There is no
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doubt a certain pleasure in poaching

which does not belong to the licit follow

ing of game, but a man can’t poach if

the right of shooting be accorded to him.

Mr. Puddleham had not been quite hap

py in his mind amidst the ease and

amiable relations which Mr. Fenwick

enforced upon him, and had long since

begun to feel that a few cabbages and

peaches did not repay him for the loss

of those pleasant and bitter things which

it would have been his to say in his

daily walks and from the pulpit of his

Salem, had he not been thus hampered,

confined and dominated. Hitherto he

had hardly gained a single soul from

under Mr. Fenwick’s grasp—had indeed

on the balance lost his grasp on souls,

and was beginning to be aware that this

was so because of the cabbages and the

peaches. He told himself that though

he had not hankered after these flesh

pots, that though he would have pre

ferred to be without the flesh-pots, he

had submitted to them. He was pain

fully conscious of the guile of this young

man, who had, as it were, cheated him

out of that appropriate acerbity of re

ligion without which a proselyting sect

can hardly maintain its ground beneath

the shadow of an endowed and domi

neering Church. War was necessary to

Mr. Puddleham. He had come to be

hardly anybody at all because he was at

peace with the vicar of the parish in

which he was established. His eyes

had been becoming gradually open to all

this for years; and when he had been

present at the bitter quarrel between the

vicar and the marquis, he had at once

told himself that now was his oppor

tunity. He had intended to express a

clear opinion to Mr. Fenwick that he,

Mr. Fenwick, had been very wrong in

speaking to the marquis as he had

spoken; and as he was walking out of

the farm-house he was preparing some

words as to the respect due to those in '

authority. It happened, however, that

at that moment the wind was taken out

of his sails by a strange comparison

which the vicar made to him between

their own sins, two ministers of God

as they were, and the sins of Carry

 

Brattle. Mr. Puddleham at the moment

had been cowed and quelled. He was

not quite able to carry himself in the

vicar’s presence as though he were the

vicar’s equal. But the desire for a quar

rel remained, and when it was suggested

to him by Mr. Packer, the marquis’

man of business, that the green opposite

to the vicarage gate would be a con

venient site for his chapel, and that the

marquis was ready to double his before

proffered subscription, then he saw

plainly that the moment had come, and

that it was fitting that he should gird up

his loins and return all future cabbages

to the proud donor.

Mr. Puddleham had his eye keenly

set on the scene of his future ministra

tion, and was aware of Grimes’ default

almost as soon as that man with his

myrmidons had left the ground. He at

once went to Grimes with heavy denun

ciations, with threats of the marquis and

with urgent-explanation as to the neces

sity of instant work. But Grimes was

obdurate. The vicar had asked him to

leave the work for a day or two, and of

course he must do what the vicar asked.

If he couldn’t be allowed to do as much

as that for the vicar of the parish, Bull

hampton wouldn’t be, in Mr. Grimes’

opinion, any place for anybody to live in.

Mr. Puddleham argued the matter out,

but he argued in vain. Mr. Grimes de

clared that there was time enough, and

that he would have the work finished by

the time fixed—unless, indeed, the mar

quis should change his mind. Mr. Pud

dleham regarded this as a most improb

able supposition. “ The marquis doesn’t

change his mind, Mr. Grimes,” he said;

and then he walked forth from Mr.

Grimes’ house with much offence.

By this time all Bullhampton knew of

the quarrel—knew of it, although Mr.

Fenwick had been so very Careful to

guard himself from any quarreling at all.

He had not spoken a word in anger on

the subject to any one but his wife, and

in making his request to Grimes had

done so with hypocritical good-humor.

But nevertheless he was aware that the

parish was becoming hot about it; and

when he sat down to write his letter to
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the marquis, he was almost minded to

give up the idea of writing, to return to

Grimes and to allow the measuring and

sod-turning to be continued. Why should

a place of worship opposite to his gate

be considered by him as an injury? Why

should the psalm-singing of Christian .

‘ gate, and that this special spot of groundbrethren hurt his ears as he walked

about his garden? And if, through the

infirmity of his nature, his eyes and his

ears were hurt, what was that to the

great purport for which he had been

sent into the parish? Was he not about

to create enmity by his opposition? and

was it not his special duty to foster love

and good-will among his people? After

all, he. within his own vicarage grounds,

had all that it was intended that he

should possess; and that he held very

firmly. Poor Mr. Puddleham had no

such firm holding; and why should he

quarrel with Mr. Puddleham because that

ill-paid preacher sought so earnestly to

strengthen the ground on which his

Salem stood? ‘

As he paused, however, to think of

in this, there came upon him the convic

tion that in this thing that was to be done

the marquis was determined to punish

him personally, and he could not resist

the temptation of fighting the marquis.

And then, if he succumbed easily in this

aflitir, would it not follow almost as a

matter of course that the battle against

him would be carried on elsewhere? If

he yielded now, resolving to ignore alto

gether any idea of his own comfort or

his own taste, would he thereby main

tain that tranquillity in his parish which

he thought to be desirable? He had

already seen that in Mr. I’uddleham’s

manner to himself which made him sure

that Mr. Puddleham was ambitious to

be a sword in the right hand of the

marquis.

Personally, the vicar was himself

pugnacious. Few men, perhaps, were

more so. If there must be a fight, let

them come on and he would do his best.

Turning the matter thus backward and

forward in his mind, he came at last to

the conclusion that there must be a fight,

and consequently he wrote the following

letter to the marquis :

' lordship for this purpose.

 
“ BL’LLIIa\fl’TON VICARAGE, Jan. 3, 186

_ “ MY Loan MARQUIS:

“ I learned by chance the other day in

the village that a new chapel for the use

of the Methodist congregation of the

parish'was to be built on the little open

green immediately opposite the vicarage

had been selected and given by your

I do not at

all know what truth there may be in this,

except that Mr. Grimes, the carpenter

here, has' received orders from your

agent about the work. It may probably

be the case that the site has been chosen

by Mr. Packer, and not by your lordship.

As no real delay to the building can at

this time of the year arise from a short

postponement of the beginning, I have

asked Mr. Grimes to desist till I shall

have written to you on the subject.

“I can assure your lordship, in the

first place, that no clergyman of the

Established Church in the kingdom can

be less unwilling than I am that they

who dissent from my teaching in the

parish should have a commodious place

of worship. If land belonged to me in

the place, I would give it myself for such

a purpose; and were there no other

available site than that chosen, I would

not for a moment remonstrate against it.

I had heard, with satisfaction, from Mr.

Puddleham himself, that another spot

was chosen near the cross-roads in the

village, on which there is more space, to

which, as I believe, there is no objection,

and which would certainly be nearer than

that now selected to the majority of the

congregation.

“ But of course it would not be for me

to trouble your lordship as to the ground

on which a Methodist chapel should be

built, unless I had reason to show why

the site now chosen is objectionable. I

do not for a moment question your lord

ship’s right to give the site. There is

something less than a quarter of an acre

in the patch in question; and though

hitherto I have always regarded it as

belonging in some sort to the vicarage—

as being a part, as it were, of the en

trance—I feel convinced that you, as

landlord of the ground, would not enter
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tain the idea of bestowing it for any pur

pose without being sure of your right to

do so. I raise no question on this

point, believing that there is none to be

raised; but I respectfully submit to your

lordship whether such an erection as

that contemplated by you will not be a

lasting injury to the vicarage of Bull

hampton, and whether you would wish

to inflict a lasting and gratuitous injury

on the vicar of a parish the greatest por

tion of which belongs to yourself.

“No doubt life will be very possible

to me and my wife, and to succeeding

vicars and their wives, with a red-brick

chapel built as a kind of watch-tower

over the vicarage gate. So would life

be possible at Turnover Park with a

similar edifice immediately before your

lordship’s hall door. Knowing very well

that the reasonable wants of the Meth

odists cannot make such a building on

such a spot necessary, you no doubt

would not consent to it; and I now ven

ture to ask you to put a stop to this

building here for the same reason. Were

there no other site in the parish equally

commodious, I would not say a word.

“I have the honor to be your lord

ship’s most obedient servant,

“ FRANCIS FENWICK.”

Lord Trowbridge, when he received

this letter—when he had only partially

read it, and had not at all digested it—

was disposed to yield the point. He

was a silly man, thinking much too

highly of his own position, believing

himself entitled to unlimited deference

from all those who in any way came

within the rays of his magnificence, and

easily made angry by opposition; but

he was not naturally prone to inflict evil,

and did in some degree recognize it as a

duty attached to his splendor that he

should be beneficent to the inferiors with

whom he was connected. Great as was

his wrath against the present vicar of

Bullhampton, and thoroughly as he con

ceived it to be expedient that so evil

minded a pastor should be driven out of

the parish, nevertheless he felt some

scruple at taking a step which would be

injurious to the parish vicar, let the

 

parish vicar be who he might. Packer

was the sinner who had originated the

new plan for punishing Mr. Fenwick

Packer, with the assistance of Mr. Pud

dleham; and the marquis, though he

had in some sort authorized the plan,

had in truth thought very little about it.

When the vicar spoke of the lasting

injury to the vicarage, and when Lord

Trowbridge remembered that he owned

two thousand and two acres within the

parish—as Mr. Puddleham had told him

—he began to think that the chapel had

better be built elsewhere. The vicar

was a pestilent man, to whom punish

ment was due, but the punishment

should be made to attach itself to the

man rather than to the man’s office. So

was working the marquis’ mind till the

marquis came upon that horrid passage

in the vicar’s letter in which it was sug

gested that the building of a Methodist

chapel in his own park, immediately in

front of his own august hall door, might

under certain circumstances be expe

dient. The remark was almost as per

nicious and unpardonable as that whicli

had been made about his lordship’s

daughters. It was manifest to him that

the vicar intended to declare that mar

quises were no more than other people,

and that the declaration was made and

insisted on with the determination of

insulting him. Had this apostate priest

been capable of feeling any proper appre

ciation of his own position and that of

the marquis, he would have said nothing

of Turnover Park. When the marquis

had read the letter a second time and

had digested it, he perceived that its

whole tenor was bad, that the writer was

evil-minded, and that no request made

by him should be granted. Even though

the obnoxious chapel should have to be

pulled down for the benefit of another

vicar, it should be put up for the pun

ishment of this vicar. A man who wants

to have a favor done for him can hardly

hope to be successful if he asks for the

favor with insolence. So the heart of

the marquis was hardened, and he was

strengthened to do that which misbe

came him both as a gentleman and a

landlord.
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He did not answer the letter for some

time, but he saw Packer, saw his head

agent, and got out the map of the pro

perty. The map of the property was

not very clear in the matter, but he re

membered the space well, and convinced

himself that no other place in all Bull

hampton could be'so appropriate fora

Methodist chapel. At the end of a week

he Caused a reply to be written to Mr.

Fenwick. He would not demean him

self by writing with his own hand, but

he gave his orders to the head agent.

The head agent merely informed the

vicar that it was considered that the

spot of ground in question was the most

appropriate in the village for the purpose

in hand.

Mrs. Fenwick. when she heard the

reply, burst out into tears. She was a

woman by no means over-devoted to the

things of this world—who thought much

of her duties and did them—who would

have sacrificed anything for her husband

and children—who had learned the fact

.that both little troubles and great, if

borne with patience, may be borne with

ease; but she did think much of her

house, was proud of her garden, and

rejoiced in the external prettiness of her

surroundings. It was gall to her that

this hideous building should be so placed

as to destroy the comeliness of that side

of her abode. “ We shall hear their

singing and ranting whenever we open

our front windows,” she said.

“ Then we won’t open them,” said the

vicar.

“We can’t help ourselves. Just see

what it will be whenever we go in and

out! We might just as well have it in

side the house at once.”

“ You speak as though Mr. Puddle

ham were always in his pulpit.”

“They’re always doing something;

and then the building will be there,

whether it is open or shut. It will alter

the parish altogether, and I really think

it will be better that you should get an

exchange.”

“ And run away from my enemy ?”

“It would be running away from an

intolerable nuisance.”

“I won’t do that,” said the vicar.

 

“ If there were no other reasons for

staying, I won’t put it in the power of

the Marquis of Trowbridge to say that

he has turned me out of my parish, and

so punished me. because I have not sub

mitted myself to him. I have not sought

the quarrel. He has been overbearing

and insolent, and now is meanly desirous

to injure me because I will not suffer his

insolence. No doubt, placed as he is,

he can do much, but he cannot turn me

out of Bullhampton.”

“ What is the good of staying, Frank,

if we are to be made wretched?”

“ We won’t be made wretched. What!

be wretched because there is an ugly

building opposite to your outside gate!

It is almost wicked to say so. I don’t

like it. I like the doing of the thing

less even than the thing itself. If it can

be stopped, I will stop it. If it could

be prevented by any amount of fighting,

Ishould think myself right to fight in

such a cause. If I can see my way to

doing anything to oppose the marquis, it

shall be done. But I won’t run away.”

Mrs. Fenwick said nothing more on the

subject at that moment, but she felt that

the glory and joy of the vicarage were

gone from it.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

SAM BRl\’l'l'LE GOES OFF AGAIN.

MR. GRIMES had suggested to the

vicar in a very low whisper that the new

chapel might perhaps be put down as a

nuisance. “It ain’t for me to say, of

course,” said Mr. Grimes, “ and in the

way of business one building is as good

as another as long as you see your

money. But buildings is stopped be

cause they’re nuisances.” This occur

red a day or two after the receipt of the

agent’s letter from Turnover. and the

communication was occasioned by orders

given to Mr. Grimes to go on with the

building instantly, unless he intended to

withdraw from the job. “I don’t think,

Grimes, that I can call a place of

Christian worship a nuisance,” said the

vicar. To this Grimes rejoined that he

had known a nunnery bell to be stopped
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because it was a nuisance, and that he i was ended by the appearance on a cer

didn’t see why a Methodist chapel bell '

was not as bad as a nunnery bell. Fen

wick had declared that he would fight if

he could find a leg to stand upon, and

he thanked Grimes, saying that he would

think of the suggestion. But when he

thought of it, he did not see that any

remedy was open to him on that side.

In the mean time, Mr. Puddleham at

tacked Grimes with great severity be

cause the work was not continued. Mr.

Puddleham, feeling that he had the mar

quis at his back, was eager for the fight.

He had already received in the street a

salutation from the vicar, cordial as

usual, with the very slightest bend of his

neck and the sourest expression of his

mouth. Mrs. Puddleham had already

taught the little Puddlehams that the

vicarage cabbages were bitter with the

wormwood of an endowed Establish

ment, and ought no longer to be eaten

by the free children of an open Church.

Mr. Puddleham had already raised up

his voice in his existing tabernacle as to

the injury which was being done to his

flock,‘and had been very touching on

the subject of the little vineyard which

the wicked king coveted. When he

described himself as Naboth, it could

not but be supposed that Ahab and

Jezebel were both in Bullhampton. It

went forth through the village that Mr.

Puddleham had described Mrs. Fenwick

as Jezebel, and the torch of discord had

been thrown down and war was raging

through the parish.

There had come to be very high

words indeed between Mr. Grimes and

Mr. Puddleham. and some went so far

as to declare that they had heard the

builder threaten to punch the minister’s

head. This Mr. Grimes denied stoutly,

as the Methodist party were making

much of it in consequence of Mr. Pud

dleham’s cloth and advanced years.

“There’s no lies is too hot for them,”

said Mr. Grimes, in his energy, “and

no lawlessness too heavy/” Then be

absolutely refused to put his hand to a

spade or a trowel. He had his time

named in his contract, he said. and no

body had a right to drive him. This

 tain Monday morning ofa Baptist build

er from Salisbury. with all the appurte

nances of his trade, and with a declara

tion on Mr. Grimes’ part that he would

have the law on the two leading mem

bers of the Puddleham congregation,

from whom he had feceived his original

order. In truth, however, there had

been no contract, and Mr. Grimes had

gone to work upon a verbal order, which,

according to the Puddleham theory. he

had already vitiated by refusing com

pliance with its terms. He, however,

was hot upon his lawsuit, and thus the

whole parish was by the ears.

It may be easily understood how much

Mr. Fenwick would suffer from all this.

It had been specially his pride that his

parish had been at peace, and he had

plumed himself on the way in which he

had continued to clip the claws with

which nature had provided the Meth

odist minister. Though he was fond of

a fight himself, he had taught himself to

know that in no way could he do the

business of his life more highly or more

usefully than as a peacemaker; and as

a peacemaker he had done it. He had

never put his hand within Mr. Puddle

ham’s arm, and whispered a little paro

chial nothing into his neighbor’s ear,

without taking some credit to himself

for his cleverness. He had called his

peaches angels of peace, and had spoken

of his cabbages as being dove-winged.

All this was now over, and there was

hardly one in Bullhampton who was not

busy hating and abusing somebody else.

And then there came another trouble

on the vicar. Just at the end of January,

Sam Brattle came up to the vicarage and

told Mr. Fenwick that he was going to

leave the mill. Sam was dressed very

decently, but he was attired in an un

Bullhampton fashion, which was not

pleasant to Mr. Fenwick’s eyes; and

there was about him an air which seemed

to tell of filial disobedience and personal

independence.

“ But you mean to come back again,

Sam ?” said the vicar.

“Well, sir, I don’t know as I do.

Father and I has had words.”
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“ And that is to be a reason why you

should leave him? You speak of your

father as though he were no more to you

than another man.”

“I wouldn’t ha’ borne not a tenth of

it from no other man, Mr. Fenwick.”

“ Well, and what of that? Is there

any measure of what is due by you to

your father? Remember, Sam, I. know

your father well.”

“ You do, sir.”

“He is a very just man, and he is

very fond of you. You are the apple

of his eye, and now you would bring his

gray hairs with sorrow to the grave.”

“ You ask mother, sir, and she’ll tell

you how it is. I just said a word to

him—a word as was right to be said—

and he turned upon me and bade me go

away and come back no more.”

“ Do you mean that he has banished

you from the mill ?”

“ He said what I tells you. He told

mother afterward that if so as I would

promise never to mention that thing

again, I might come and go as I pleased.

But I wasn’t going to make no such

promise. I up and told him so, and

then he—cursed me.”

For a moment or two the vicar was

silent, thinking whether in this affair

Sam had been most wrong, or the old

man. Of course he was hearing but one

side of the question: “ What was it,

Sam, that he forbid you to mention?”

“ It don’t matter now, sir; only I

thought I’d better come and tell you,

along of your being the bail, sir.”

“ Do you mean that you are going to

leave Bullhampton altogether?”

“ To leave it altogether, Mr. Fenwick.

I ain’t doing no good here.”

“ And why shouldn’t you do good?

Where can you do more good ?”

“ It can’t be good to be having words

with father day after day.”

“ But, Sam, I don’t think you can go

away. You are bound by the magis

trates’ orders. I don’t speak for myself,

but I fear the police would be after you.”

“ And is it to go on allays—that a

chap can’t move to better hisself, be

cause them fellows can’t catch the men

as murdered old Trumbull? That can’t

 
be law, nor yet justice.” Upon this

there arose a discussion, in which the

vicar endeavored to explain to the young

man that as he had evidently consorted

with the men who were, on the strong

est possible grounds, suspected to be the

murderers, and as he had certainly been

with those men where he had no busi

ness to be—namely, in Mr. Fenwick’s

own garden at night—he had no just

cause of complaint at finding his own

liberty more crippled than that of other

people. No doubt Sam understood this

well enough, as he was sharp and intel

ligent; but he fought his own battle, de

claring that as the vicar had not prose

cuted him for being in the garden, no

body could be entitled to punish him for

that offence; and that, as it had been

admitted that there was no evidence

connecting him with the murder, no

policeman could have a right to confine

him to one parish. He argued the

matter so well that Mr. Fenwick was

left without much to say. He was un

willing to press his own responsibility in

the matter of the bail, and therefore

allowed the question to fall through,

tacitly admitting that if Sam chose to

leave the parish there was nothing in

the affair of the murder to hinder him.

He went back, therefore, to the inex

pediency of the young man’s departure,

telling him that he would rush right into

the devil’s jaws. “ May be so, Mr.

Fenwick,” said Sam, “but I’m sure I’ll

never be out of ’em as long as I stays

here in Bullhampton.”

“But what is it all about, Sam?”

The vicar, as he asked the question, had

a very distinct idea in his own head as

to the cause of the quarrel, and was

aware that his sympathies were with the

son rather than with the father. Sam

answered never a word, and the vicar

repeated his question: “You have quar

reled with your father before this, and

have made it up. Why should not you

make up this quarrel?”

“ Because he cursed me,” said Sam.

“An idle word, spoken in wrath!

Don’t you know your father well enough

to take that for what it is worth ? What

was it about?”
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“ It was about Carry, then.”

“ What had you said ?”

“I said as how she ought to be let

come home again, and that if I was to

stay there at the mill, I’d fetch her.

Then he struck at me with one of the

mill-bolts. But I didn’t think much o’

that.”

. “ Was it then he—cursed you?”

“No; mother came up, and I went

aside with her. I told her as I’d go on

speaking to the old man about Carry;

,and so I did.”

“ And where is Carry?” Sam made

no reply to this whatever. “ You know

where she can be found, Sam ?” Sam

shook his head, but didn’t speak. “ You

couldn’t have said that you would fetch

her, if you didn’t know where to find

her.” ‘

“I wouldn’t stop till I did find her,

if the old man would take her back

again. She’s bad enough, no doubt, but

there’s others worse nor her.”

“ Where did you see her last?”

“ Over at Pycroft.”

“ And whither did she go from Pycroft,

Sam ?”

“ She went to Lon’on, I suppose, Mr.

Fenwick.”

“ And what is her address in London?”

In reply to this Sam again shook his

head. “ Do you mean to seek her now ?”

“ What’s the use of seeking her, if I

ain’t got nowhere to put her into?

Father’s got a house and plenty of room

in it. Where could I put her ?”

“ Sam, if you’ll find her and bring her

to any place for me to see her, I’ll find

a home for her somewhere. I will in

deed. Or, ifI knew where she was, I’d

go up to London to her myself. She’s

not my sister—!”

“ No, sir, she ain’t. The likes of you

won’t likely have a sister the likes of

her. She’s a—”

“ Sam, stop. Don’t say a bitter word

of her. You love her.”

“ Yes, I do. That don’t make her not

a bad ’un.”

“ So do I love her. And as for being

bad, which of us isn’t bad? The world

is very hard on her offence.”

“ Down on it, like a dog on a rat.”

 
“ It is not for me to make light of her

sin, but her sin can be washed away as

well as other sin. I love her too. She

was the brightest, kindest, sauciest little

lass in all the parish when I came here.”

“ Father was proud enough of her

then, Mr. Fenwick.”

“ You find her and let me know where

she is, and I will make out a home for

her somewhere; that is, if she will be

tractable. I’m afraid your father won’t

take her at the mill.”

“I-Ie’ll never set eyes on her again,

if he can help it. As for you, Mr. Fen

wick, if there was only a few more like

you about, the world wouldn’t be so bad

to get on in. Good-bye, Mr. Fenwick.”

“Good-bye, Sam, if it must be so.”

“And don’t you be afeard about me,

Mr. Fenwick. If the hue-and-cry is out

anyways again me, I’ll turn up. That I

will—though it was to be hung afterward

—sooner than you’d be hurt by anything

I’d been a-doing.”

So they parted, as friends rather than

as enemies, though the vicar knew very

well that the young man was wrong to

go and leave his father and mother, and

that in all probability he would fall at

once into some bad mode of living. But

the conversation about Carry Brattle had

so softened their hearts to each other

that Mr. Fenwick found it impossible to

be severe. And he knew, moreover,

that no severity of expression would

have been of avail. He couldn’t have

stopped Sam from going had he preach

ed to him for an hour.

After that the building of the chapel

went on apace, the large tradesman from

Salisbury being quicker in his work than

could have been the small tradesman

belonging to Bullhampton. In Febru

ary there came a hard frost, and still

the bricklayers were at work. It was

said in Bullhampton that walls built as

those walls were being built could never

stand. But then it might be that these

reports were spread by Mr. Grimes ;

that the fanatical ardor of the Salisbury

Baptist lent something to the rapidity

of his operations ; and that the Bull

hampton feeling in favor of Mr. Fenwick

and the Church Establishment added
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something to the bitterness of the prevail

ing criticisms. At any rate, the walls of

the new chapel were mounting higher and

higher all through February, and by the

end of the first week in March there

stood immediately opposite to the vicar

age gate a hideously ugly building, roof

less, doorless, windowless, with those

horrid words, “ New Salem, 186-,”

Iegibly inscribed on a visible stone in

serted above the doorway—a thing alto

gether as objectionable to the eyes of a

Church-of-England parish clergyman as

the imagination of any friend or enemy

could devise. We all know the abomi

nable adjuncts of a new building—the

squalid, half-used heaps of bad mortar,

the eradicated grass, the truculent mud,

the scattered brickbats, the remnants of

timber, the débris of the workmen’s

dinners, the morsels of paper scattered

through the dirt! There had from time

to time been actual encroachments on

the vicarage grounds, and Mrs. Fenwick,

having discovered that the paint had

been injured on the vicarage gate, had

sent an angry message to the Salisbury

Baptist. The Salisbury Baptist had

apologized to Mr. Fenwick, saying that

such things would happen in the build

ing of houses, etc., and Mr. Fenwick

had assured him that the matter was of

no consequence. He was not going to

descend into the arena with the Salis

bury Baptist.

of Trowbridge was his enemy, and with

the marquis he would fight if there was

to be any fight at all. He would stand

at his gate and watch the work and

speak good-naturedly to the workmen,

but he was in truth sick at heart. The

thing, horrible as it was to him, so fas

cinated him that he could not keep his

mind from it. During all this time it

made-his wife miserable. She had lite

rally grown thin under the infliction of

the new chapel. For more than a fort

night she had refused to visit the front

gate of her own house. To and from

church she always went by the garden

wicket, but in going to the school she

had to make a long round to avoid the

chapel, and this round she made day

after day. Fenwick himself, still hoping

In this affair the Marquis .

 

that there might be some power of fight

ing, had written to an enthusiastic arch

deacon, a friend of his, who lived not

very far distant. The archdeacon had

consulted the bishop—really troubled

deeply about the matter—and the bishop

had taken upon himself, with his own

hands, to write words of mild remon

strance to the marquis. “ For the wel

fare of the parish generally,” said the

bishop, “I venture to make this sug

gestion to 'your lordship, feeling sure

that you will do anything that may not

be unreasonable to promote the comfort

of the parishioners.” In this letter he

made no allusion to his late correspond

ence with the marquis as to the sins of

the vicar. Nor did the marquis in his

reply allude to the former correspond

ence. He expressed an opinion that the

erection of a place of Christian worship

on an open space outside the bounds of

a clergyman’s domain ought not to be

held to be objectionable by that clerg -

man ; and that, as he had already given

the spot, he could not retract the gift.

These letters, however, had been written

before the first brick had been laid, and

the world in that part of the country was

of opinion that the marquis might have

retracted his gift. After this, Mr. Fen

wick found no ground whatever on

which he could fight his battle. He

could only stand at his gateway and look

at the thing as it rose above the ground,

fascinated by its ugliness.

He was standing there once, about a

month or five weeks after his interview

with Sam Brattle, just at the beginning

of March, when he was accosted by the

squire. Mr. Gilmore, through the win

ter—ever since he had heard that Mary

Lowther’s engagement with Walter Mar

rable had been broken off—had lived

very much alone. He had been pressed

to come to the vicarage, but had come

but seldom, waiting patiently till the time

- should come when he might again ask

Mary to be his wife. He was not so

gloomy as he had been during the time

the engagement had lasted, but still he

was a man much altered from his former

self. Now he came across the road and

spoke a word or two to his friend: “ lf
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I were you, Frank, I should not think

so much about it.”

“ Yes, you would, old boy, if it touched

you as it does me. It isn’t that the

chapel should be there: I could have

built a chapel for them with my own

hands on the same spot, if it had been

necessary.”

“ I.don’t see what there is to annoy

you.”

“ This annoys me—that after all my

endeavors there should be people here,

and many people, who find a gratification

in doing that which they think I shall ‘

look upon as an annoyance. The sting

is in their desire to sting, and in my in

ability to show them their error, either

by stopping what they are doing or by

proving myself indifferent to it. It isn’t

the building itself, but the double dis

grace of the building.”

 

CHAPTER XXXVII.

FEMALE l\lAR‘l'\’RDO M.

EARLY in February, Captain Marrable

went to Dunripple to stay with his uncle,

Sir Gregory, and there he still was when

the middle of March had come. News

ofhis doings reached the ladies at Loring,

but it reached them through hands which

were not held to be worthy of a perfect

belief—at any rate, on Mary Lowther’s

part. ‘ Dunripple Park is in Warwick

shire, and lies in the middle of a good

hunting country. Now, according to

Parson John, from whom these tidings .

came, Walter .\larrable was hunting three

days a week; and as Sir Gregory himself

did not keep hunters, Vifalter must have

hired his horses: so said Parson John,

deploring that a nephew so poor in purse

should have allowed himself to he led

into such heavy expense. “ He brought

home a little ready money with him,”

said the parson; “and I suppose he

thinks he may have his fling as long as

that lasts.” No doubt Parson John, in

saying this, was desirous of proving to

Mary that Walter Marrable was not

dying of love, and was, upon the whole..

leading a jolly life, in spite of the little

misfortune that had happened to him.

 

But Mary understood all this quite as

well as did Parson John himself, and

simply declined to believe the hunting

three days a week. She said not a word

about it, however, either to him or to her

aunt. If Walter could amuse himself,

so much the better; but she was quite

sure that at such a period of his life as

this he would not spend his money reck

lessly. The truth lay between Parson

John’s stories and poor Mary’s belief.

Walter Marrable was hunting—perhaps

twice a week, hiring a horse occasionally,

but generally mounted by his uncle, Sir

Gregory. He hunted, but did so after a

lugubrious fashion, as became a man

with a broken heart, who was laden with

many sorrows, and had just been sepa

rated from his lady-love for ever and

ever. But still, when there came any

thing good in the way of a run, and

when our captain could get near to

hounds, he enjoyed the fun and forgot

his troubles for a while. Is a man to

know no joy because he has an ache at

his heart 5‘

In this matter of disappointed, and, as

it were, disjointed, affection, men are very

, different from women, and for the most

part much more happily circumstanced.

Such sorrow a woman feeds, but a man

starves it. Many will say that a woman

feeds it because she cannot but feed it,

and that a man starves it because his

heart is of the starving kind. But in

truth the difference comes not so much

from the inner heart as from the outer

life. It is easier to feed a sorrow upon

needle-and-thread and novels than it is

upon lawyers’ papers, or even the out

of-door occupations of a soldier home

upon leave who has no work to do.

Walter Marrable told himself again and

again that he was very unhappy about

his cousin, but he certainly did not suffer

in that matter as Mary suffered. He

had that other sorrow, arising from his

father’s cruel usage of him, to divide his

thoughts, and probably thought quite as

much of the manner in which he had

been robbed as he did of the loss of his

love.

But poor Mary was, in truth, very

wretched. When a girl asks herself that
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question, What shall she do with her life?

it is so natural that she should answer it

by saying that she will get married and

give her life to somebody else. It is a

woman’s one career, let women rebel

against the edict as they may; and

though there may be word-rebellion here

and there, women learn the truth early

in their lives. And women know it later

in life when they think of their girls;

and men know it, too, when they have to

deal with their daughters. Girls, too,

now acknowledge aloud that they have

learned the lesson, and Salurday Re

7/iewers and others blame them for their

lack of modesty in doing so—most un

reasonably, most uselessly, and, as far as

the influence of such censors may go,

most perniciously. Nature prompts the

desire, the world acknowledges its ubiq

uity. circumstances show that it is rea

sonable, the whole theory of creation

requires it; but it is required that the

person most concerned should falsely re

pudiate it, in order that a mock modesty

may be maintained in which no human

being can believe! Such is the theory

of the censors who deal heavily with our

Englishwomen of the present day. Our

daughters should be educated to be

wives, but, forsooth ! they should never

wish to be wooed! The very idea is

but a remnant of the tawdry sentiment

ality of an age in which the mawkish in

sipidity of the women was the reaction

from the vice of that preceding it. That

our girls are in quest of husbands, and

know well in what way their lines in life

should be laid, is a fact which none can

dispute. Let men be taught to recog

nize the same truth as regards them

selves. and we shall cease to hear of the

necessity of a new career for women.

Mary Lowther, though she had never

encountered condemnation as a husband

hunter, had learned all this, and was well

aware that for her there was but one

future mode of life that could be really

blessed. She had eyes, and could see;

and ears, and could hear. She could

make—indeed she could not fail to

make—comparisons between her aunt

and her dear friend, Mrs. Fenwick. She

saw, and could not fail to see, that the

 
life of the one was a starved, thin, poor

life, which, good as it was in its nature,

reached but to few persons and admitted

but of few sympathies ; whereas the

other woman, by means of her position

as a wife and a mother, increased her

roots and spread out her branches, so

that there was shade, and fruit, and

beauty, and a place in which the birds

might build their nests. Mary Lowther

had longed to be a wife, as do all girls

healthy in mind and body; but she had

found it to be necessary to her to love

the man who was to become her hus

band. There had come to her a suitor

recommended to her by all her friends—

recommended to her also by all out

ward circumstances—and she had found

that she did not love him. For a while

she had been sorely perplexed, hardly

knowing what it might be her duty to

do—not understanding how it was that

the man was indifferent to her—doubt

ing whether, after all, the love of which

she had dreamt was not a passion which

might come after marriage, rather than

before it—but still fearing to run so great a

hazard. She had doubted, feared, and had

hitherto declined, when that other lover

had fallen in her way. Mr. Gilmore had

wooed her for months without touching

her heart. Then Walter Marrable had

come and had conquered her almost in

an hour. She had never felt herself dis

posed to play with Mr. Gilmore’s hair,

to lean against his shoulder, to be touch

ed by his fingers—never disposed to wait

for his coming or to regret his going.

But she had hardly become acquainted

with her cousin before his presence was

a pleasure to her; and no sooner had be

spoken to her of his love than everything

that concerned him was dear to her.

The atmosphere that surrounded him

was sweeter to her than the air else

where. All those little aids which a man

gives to a woman were delightful to her

when they came to her from his hands.

She told herself that she had found the

second half that was needed to make

herself one whole ; that she had become

round and entire in joining herself to

him; and she thought that she under

stood well why it had been that Mr.
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Gilmore had been nothing to her. As

Mr. Feuwick was manifestly the hus

band appointed for his wife, so had

Walter Marrable been appointed for her.

And so there had come upon her a

dreamy conviction that marriages are

made in heaven. That question, wheth

er they were to be poor or rich, to have

enough or much less than enough for the

comforts of life, was no doubt one of

much importance; but in the few happy

days of her assured engagement it was

not allowed by her to interfere for a mo

ment with the fact that she and Walter

were intended each to be the companion

of the other as long as they two might

live.

Then by degrees—by degrees, though

the process had been quick—had fallen

upon her that other conviction, that it

was her duty to him to save him from

the burdens of that life to which she her

self had looked forward so fondly. At

first she had said that he should judge

of the necessity, swearing to herself that

his judgment, let it be what it might,

should be right to her. Then she had

perceived that this was not sufficient—

that in this way there would be no es

cape for him—that she herself must

make the decision and proclaim it. Very

tenderly and very cautiously had she

gone about her task, feeling her way to

the fact that this separation, if it came

from her, would be deemed expedient by

him. That she would be right in all this

was her great resolve—that she might

after all be wrong, her constant fear.

She, too, had heard of public censors,

of the girl of the period, and of the for

ward indelicacy with which women of the

age were charged. She knew not why,

but it seemed to her that the laws of the

world around her demanded more of

such rectitude from a woman than from

a man; and, if it might be possible to

her, she would comply with these laws.

She had convinced herself, forming her

judgment from every tone of his voice,

from every glance of his eye, from every

word that fell from his lips, that this

separation would be expedient for him.

And then, assuring herself that the task

should be hers, and not his, she had

 

done it. She had done it, and, counting

up the cost afterward, she had found her

self to be broken in pieces. That whole

ness and roundness in which she had

rejoiced had gone from her altogether.

She would try to persuade herself that

she could live as her aunt had lived, and

yet be whole and round. She tried, but

knew that she failed. The life to which

she had looked forward had been the

life of a married woman; and now, as

that was taken from her, she could be

but a thing broken, a fragment of hu

manity, created for use, but never to be

used.

She bore all this well for a while, and

indeed never ceased to bear it well to the

eyes of those around her. When Parson

John told her of Walter’s hunting, she

laughed and said that she hoped he would

distinguish himself. When her aunt on

one occasion congratulated her, telling

her that she had done well and nobly,

she bore the congratulation with a smile

and a kind word. But she thought about

it much, and within the chambers of her

own bosom there were complaints made

that the play which had been played be

tween him and her during the last few

months should for her have been such a

very tragedy, while for him the matter

was no more than a melodrama, touched

with a pleasing melancholy. He had

not been made a waif upon the waters

by the misfortune of a few weeks, by the

error of a lawyer, by a mistaken calcu

lation—not even by the crime of his

father. His manhood was, at any rate,

perfect to him. Though he might be a

poor man, he was still a man with his

hands free and with something before

him which he could do. She understood,

too, that the rough work of his life would

be such that it would rub away, perhaps

too quickly, the impression of his late

love, and enable him hereafter to love

another. But for her !—for her there

could be nothing but memory, regrets,

and a life which would simply be a wait

ing for death. But she had done noth

ing wrong, and she must console herself

with that, if consolation could there be

found.

Then there came to her a letter from
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Mrs. Fenwick, which moved her much.

It was the second which she had re

ceived from her friend since she had

made it known that she was no longer

engaged to her cousin. In her former

letter, Mrs. Fenwick had simply ex

pressed her opinion that Mary had done

rightly, and had, at the same time,

promised that she would write again,

more at length, when the passing by of

a few weeks should have so far healed

the first agony of the wound as to make

it possible for her to speak of the future.

Mary, dreading this second letter, had

done nothing to elicit it, but at last it

came. And as it had some effect on

Mary I.owther’s future conduct, it shall

be given to the reader:

“ Bu1.u-iAMt>TON VICARAGE, Mar. 12, 186-.

“ DEAREST MARY:

“I do so wish you were here, if it

were only to share our misery with us.

I did not think that so small a thing as

the building of a wretched chapel could

have put me out so much and made

me so uncomfortable as this has done.

Frank says that it is simply the feeling

of being beaten, the insult not the injury,

which is the grievance; but they both

rankle with me. I hear the click of the

trowel every hour, and though I never

go near the front gate, yet I know that

it is all muddy and foul with brick

bats and mortar. I don’t think that

anything so cruel and unjust was ever

done before; and the worst of it is that

Frank, though he hates it just as much

as I do, does preach such sermons to

me about the wickedness of caring for

small evils. ‘Suppose you had to go to

it every Sunday yourself?’ he said the

other day, trying to make me understand

what a real depth of misery there is in

the world. ll shouldn’t mind that half

so much,’ I answered. Then he bade

me try it; which wasn’t fair, because he

knows I can’t. However, they say it

will all tumble down, because it has been

built so badly.

“I have been waiting to hear from

you, but I can understand why you

should not write. You do not wish to

speak of your cousin, or to write without

- your heart.

 
speaking of him. Your aunt has written

to me twice, as doubtless you know, and

has told me that you are well, only more

silent than heretofore. Dearest Mary,

do write to me and tell me what is in

I will not ask you to come

to us—not yet—because of our neighbor,

but I do think that if you were here I

could do you good. I know so well—

or fancy that I know so well—the cur

rent in which ‘your thoughts are running!

You have had a wound, and think that

therefore you must be a cripple for life.

But it is not so; and such thoughts, if

not wicked, are at least wrong. I would

that it had been otherwise. I would that

you had not met your cousin.” (“So

would not I,” said Mary to herself, but

as she said it she knew that she was

wrong. Of course it would be for her

welfare, and for his too, if his heart was

as hers, that she should never have seen

him.) “ But because you have met him,

and have fancied that you and he would

be all in all together, you will be wrong

indeed if you let that fancy ruin your

future life. Or if you encourage your

self to feel that, because you have loved

one man from whom you are necessarily

parted, therefore you should never allow

yourself to become attached to another,

you will indeed be teaching yourself an

evil lesson. I think I can understand

the arguments with which you may per

haps endeavor to persuade your heart

that its work of loving has been done,

and should not be renewed; but I am

quite sure that they are false and inhu

man. The Indian, indeed, allows her

self to be burned through a false idea of

personal devotion; and if that idea be

false in a widow, how much falser is it

in one who has never been a wife.

“ You know what have ever been our

wishes. They are the same now as

heretofore ; and his constancy is of that

nature that nothing will ever change it.

I am persuaded that itwould have been

unchanged even if you had married your

cousin, though in that case he would

have been studious to keep out of your

way. I do not mean to press his claims

at present. I have told him that he

should be patient, and that if the thing
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be to him as important as he makes it,

he should be content to wait. He replied

that he would wait. I ask for no word

from you at present on this subject. It

will be much better that there should be

no word. But it is right that you should

know that there is one who loves you

with a devotion which nothing can alter.

“I will only add to this my urgent

prayer that you will not make too much

to yourself of your own inisfortune, or

allow yourself to think that because this

and that have taken place, therefore

everything must be over. It is hard to

say who make the greatest mistakes—

women who treat their own selves with

too great a reverence, or they who do so

with too little.

“ Frank sends his kindest love. Write

to me at once, if only to condole with

me about the chapel.

“ Most affectionately yours,

“JANET FENWICK.

“ My sister and Mr. Quickenham are

coming here for Easter week, and I have

still some hopes of getting my brother

in-law to put us up to some way of fight

ing the marquis and his myrmidons. I

have always heard it said that there

was no case in which Mr. Quickenham

couldn’t make a fight.”

Mary Lowther understood well the

whole purport of this letter—all that was

meant as well as all that was written.

She had told herself again and again that

there had been that between her and the

lover she had lost—tender embraces,

warm kisses, a bird-like pressure of the

plumage—which alone should make her

deem it unfit that she should be to an

other man as she had been to him, even

should her heart allow it. It was against

this doctrine that her friend had preach

ed, with more or less of explicitness, in

her sermon. And how was the truth?

If she could take a lesson on that subject

from any human being in the world, she

would take it from her friend Janet

Fenwick. But she rebelled against the

preaching, and declared to herself that

her friend had never been tried, and

therefore did not understand the case.

Must she not be guided by her own feel

 

ings, and did she not feel that she could

never lay her head on the shoulder of

another lover without blushing at her

memories of the past?

And yet how hard was it all! It was

not the joys of young love that she re

gretted in her present mood, not the loss

of those soft delights of which she had

suddenly found herself to be so capable;

but that all the world should be dark and

dreary before her. And he could hunt,

could dance, could work—no doubt could

love again ! How happy would it be for

her if her reason would allow her to be

a Roman Catholic and a nun !

CHAPTER xxxvm.

A LOVER’S uanunss.

THE letter from Mrs. Fenwick which

the reader has just seen was the imme

diate effect of a special visit which Mr.

Gilmore had made to her. On the 10th

of March he had come to her with a

settled purpose, pointing out to her that

he had now waited a certain number of

months since he had heard of the rup

ture between Mary and her cousin,

naming the exact period which Mrs.

Fenwick had bade him wait before he

should move again in the matter, and

asking her whether he might not now

venture to take some step. Mrs. Fen

wick had felt it to be unfair that her very

words should be quoted against her as to

the three or four months, feeling that she

had said three or four instead of six or

seven to soften the matter to her friend;

but nevertheless she had been induced

to write to Mary Lowther.

“I was thinking that perhaps you

might ask her to come to you again,”

Mr. Gilmore had said when Mrs. Fen

wick rebuked him for his impatience.

“ If you did that, the thing might come

on naturally.”

“ But she wouldn’t come if I did ask

her.”

“ Because she hates me so much that

she will not venture to come near me ?”

“ What nonsense that is, Harry! It

has nothing to do with hating. If I

thought that she even disliked you, I
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should tell you so, believing that it would

be for the best. But of course if I asked

her here just at present,’she could not

but remember that you are our nearest

neighbor, and feel that she was pressed to

come with some reference to your hopes.”

“ And therefore she would not come ?”

“ Exactly; and if you will think of it,

how could it be otherwise? \/Vait till he

is in India. Wait, at any rate, till the

summer, and then Frank and I will do

our best to get her here.”

“I will wait,” said Mr. Gilmore, and

immediately took his leave, as though

there were no other subject of conversa

tion now possible to him.

Since his return from Loring, Mr.

Gilmore’s life at his own house had been

quite secluded. Even the Femvicks had

hardly seen him, though they lived so

near to him. He had rarely been at

church, had seen no company at home

since his uncle the prebendary had left

him, and had not dined even at the

vicarage more than once or twice. All

this had of course been frequently dis

cussed between Mr. and Mrs. Fenwick,

and had made the vicar very unhappy.

He had expressed a fear that his friend

would be driven half crazy by a foolish

indulgence in a hopeless passion, and

had suggested that it might perhaps be

for the best that Gilmore should let his

place and travel abroad for two or three

years, so that in that way his disap

pointment might be forgotten. But Mrs.

Fenwick still hoped better things than

this. She probably thought more of

Mary Lowther than she did of Harry

Gilmore, and still believed that a cure

for both their sorrows might be found,

if one would only be patient and the

other would not despair.

Mr. Gilmore had promised that he

would wait, and then Mrs. Fenwick had

written her letter. To this there came

a very quick answer. In respect to the

trouble about the chapel, Mary Lowther

was sympathetic and droll, as she would

have been had there been upon her the

weight of no love misfortune. “ She had

trust,” she said, “in Mr. Quickenham,

who no doubt would succeed in harass

ing the enemy, even though he might be

 
unable to obtain ultimate conquest. And

then there seemed to be a fair prospect

that the building would fall of itself,

which surely would be a great triumph.

And, after all, might it not fairly be hoped

that the pleasantness of the vicarage gar

den, which Mr. Puddleham must see

every time he visited his chapel, might

be quite as galling and as vexatious to

him as would be the ugliness of the

Methodist building to the Fenwicks?

“ You should take comfort in the re

flection that his sides will be quite as

full of thorns as your own,” said Mary;

“ and perhaps there may come some

blessed opportunity for crushing him

altogether by heaping hot coals of fire

on his head. Offer him the use of the

vicarage lawn for one of his school tea

parties, and that, I should think, would

about finish him.”

This was all very well, and was written

on purpose to show to Mrs. Fenwick

that Mary could still be funny in spite

of her troubles; but the pith of the let

ter, as Mrs. Fenwick well understood, lay

in the few words of the last paragraph:

“ Don’t suppose, dear, that I am going

to die ofa broken heart. I mean to live

and to be as happy as any of you. But

you must let me go on in my own way.

I am not at all sure that being married

is not 1nore trouble than it is worth.”

That she was deceiving herself in say

ing this Mary knew well enough; and

Mrs. Fenwick, too, guessed that it was

s0. Nevertheless, it was plain enough

that nothing more could be said about

Mr. Gilmore just at present.

“ You ought to blow him up and make

him come to us,” Mrs. Fenwick said to

her husband.

“It is all very well to say that, but

one man can’t blow another up as wo

men do. Men don’t talk to each other

about the things that concern them

nearly, unless it be about money.”

“ What do they talk about, then?”

“About matters that don’t concern

them nearly—game, politics and the state

of the weather. If I were to mention

Mary’s name to him, he would feel it to

be an impertinence. You can say what

you please.”
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Soon after this Gilmore came again to

the vicarage, but he was careful to come

when the vicar would not be there. He

sauntered into the garden by the little

gate from the churchyard, and showed

himself at the drawing-room window,

without going round to the front door.

“I never go to the front now,” said

Mrs. Fenwick : “I have only once been

through the gate since they began to

build.”

“ Is not that very inconvenient?”

“ Of course it is. When we came

home from dining at Sir Thomas’ the

other day, I had myself put down at the

church gate and walked all the way round,

though it was nearly pitch-dark. Do

come in, Harry.”

Then Mr. Gilmore came in and seated

himself before the fire. Mrs. Fenwick

understood his moods so well that she

would not say a word to hurry him. If

he chose to talk about Mary Lowther,

she knew very well what she would say

to him, but she would not herself intro

duce the subject. She spoke for a while

about the Brattles, saying that the old

man had suffered much since his son

had gone from him. Sam had left Bull

hampton at the end of January, never

having returned to the mill after his visit

to the vicar, and had not been heard of

since. Gilmore, however, had not been

to see his tenant; and, though he ex

pressed an interest about the Iirattles,

had manifestly come to the vicarage with

the object of talking upon matters more

closely interestingto himself.

“ Did you write to Loring, Mrs. Fen

wick?” he asked at last.

“I wrote to Mary soon after you were

last here.”

“ And has she answered you ?”

“ Yes ; she wrote again almost at once.

She could not but write, as I had said so

much to her about the chapel.”

“ She did not allude to—anything else,

then ?”

“I can’t quite say that, Harry. I had

written to her out of a very full heart,

telling her what I thought as to her

future life generally, and just alluding to

our wishes respecting you.”

“ Well ?”

 

“ She said just what might have been

expected—that for the present she would

rather be let alone.”

“I have let her alone. I have neither

spoken to her nor written to her. She

does not mean to say that I have troubled

her ?”

“ Of course you have not troubled her,

but she knows what we all mean.”

“I have waited all the winter, Mrs.

Fenwick, and have said not a word.

How long was it that she knew her

cousin before she was engaged to him ?”

“’What has that to do with it? You

know what our wishes are; but, indeed,

indeed, nothing can be done by hurrying

her.”

“She was engaged to that man and

the engagement broken olf, all within a

month. It was no more than a dream.”

. “ But the remembrance of such dreams

will not fade away quickly. Let us hope

that hereafter it may be as a dream, but

time must be allowed to efface the idea

of its reality.”

“ Time ! yes ; but cannot we arrange

some plan for the future? Cannot some

thing be done? I thought you said you

would ask her to come here?”

“ So I did, but not yet.”

“ Why shouldn’t she come now? You

needn’t ask because I am here. There

is no saying whom she may meet, and

then my chance will be gone again.”

“ Is that all you know about women,

Harry? Do you think that the girl

whom you love so dearly will take up

with one man after another in that

fashion ?”

“ Who can say? She was not very

long in taking up, as you call it, with

Captain Marrable. I should be happier

if she were here, even if I did not see

her.”

“ Of course you would see her, and of

course you would propose again, and of

course she would refuse you.”

“ Then there is no hope?”

“I do not say that. Wait till the

summer comes; and then, if I can in

fluence her, we will have her here. If

you find that remaining at the Privets all

alone is wearisome to you—”

“ Of course it is wearisome.”



 

 

 

“ Do come in, Harry.”

[Vicar or Bullh:unptnn. Chapter XXXVIIL]
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“ Then go up to London, or abroad,

or anywhere for a change. Take some

occupation in hand and stick to it.”

“ That is so easily said, Mrs. Fenwick.”

“ No man ever did anything by moping,

and you mope. I know I am speaking

plainly, and you may be angry with me,

if you please.”

“I am not at all angry with you, but I

think you hardly understand.”

“ I do understand,” said Mrs. Fenwiclc,

speaking with all the energy she could

command; “and I am most anxious to

do all that you wish. But it cannot be

done in a day. If I were to ask her

now, she would not come; and if she

came, it would not be for your good.

Wait till the summer. You may be sure

that no harm will be done by a little

patience.”

Then he went away, declaring again

that he would wait with patience, but

saying, at the same time, that he would

remain at home. “ As for going to Lon

don,” he said, “I should do nothing

there. When I find that there is no

chance left, then probably I shall go

abroad.”

“ It is my belief,” said the vicar that

evening, when his wife told him what

had occurred, “that she will never have

him—not because she does not like him,

or could not learn to like him if he were

as other men are, but simply because he

is so unreasonably unhappy about her.

No woman was ever got by that sort of

puling and whining love. If it were not

that I think him crazy, I should say that

it was unmanly.”

“ But he is crazy.”

“ And will be still worse before he has

done with it. Anything would be good

now which would take him away from

Bullhampton. It would be a mercy that

his house should be burned down, or

that some great loss should fall upon

him. He sits there at home and does

nothing. He will not even look after the

farm. He pretends to read, but I don’t

believe that he does even that.”

“ And all because he is really in love,

Frank.”

“ I am very glad that I have never been

in love with the same reality.”

Vor.. IV.— 31

 

“ You never had any need, sir. The

plums fell into your mouth too easily.”

“ Plums shouldn’t be too difficult,”

said the vicar, “ or they lose their

sweetness.”

A few days after this, Mr. Fenwick

was standing at his own gate, watching

the building of the chapel and talking to

the men, when Fanny Brattle from the

mill came up to him. He would stand

there by the hour at a time, and had

made quite a friendship with the foreman

of the builder from Salisbury, although

the foreman, like his master, was a dis

senter, and had come into the parish as

an enemy. All Bullhampton knew how

infinite was the disgust of the vicar at

what was being done, and that Mrs.

Fenwick felt it so strongly that she

would not even go in and out of her own

gate. All Bullhampton was aware that

Mr. Puddleham spoke openly of the

vicar as his enemy, in spite of the

peaches and cabbages on which the

young Puddlehams had been nourished;

and that the Methodist minister had

more than once, within the last month

or two, denounced his brother of the

Established Church from his own pulpit.

All Bullhampton was talking of the build

ing of the chapel—some abusing the

marquis and Mr. Puddleham and the

Salisbury builder; others, on the other

hand, declaring that it was very good

that the Establishment should have a

fall. Nevertheless, there Mr. Fenwick

would stand and chat with the men,

fascinated after a fashion by the misfor

tune which had come upon him. Mr.

Packer, the marquis’ steward, had seen

him there, and had endeavored to slink

away unobserved—for Mr. Packer was

somewhat ashamed of the share he had

had in the matter—but Mr. Fenwick had

called to him and had spoken to him of

the progress of the building.

“ Grimes never could have done it so

fast,” said the vicar.

“ Well, not so fast, Mr. Fenwick,

certainly.”

“I suppose it won’t signify about the

frost?” said the vicar. “I should be

inclined to think that the mortar will

want repointing.”
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Mr. Packer had nothing to say to this.

He was not responsible for the building.

He endeavored to explain that the mar

quis had nothing to do with the work,

and had simply given the land.

“Which was all that he could do,”

said the vicar, laughing.

It was on the same day, and while

Packer was still standing close to him,

that Fanny Brattle accosted him. When

he had greeted the young woman and

perceived that she wished to speak to

him, he withdrew within his own gate,

and asked her whether there was any

thing that he could do for her. She-had

:1 letter in her hand, and after a little

hesitation she asked him to read it. It

was from her brother, and had reached

her by private means. A young man

had brought it to her when her father

was in the mill, and had then gone off,

declining to wait for any answer.

“ Father, sir, knows nothing about it

as yet,” she said.

Mr. Fenwick took the letter and read

it. It was as follows:

“ DEAR SISTER:

“I want you to help me a little, for

things is very bad with me. And it is

not for me, neither, or I’d sooner starve

nor ax for a sixpence from the mill. But

Carry is bad too, and if you’ve got a trifle

or so, I think you’d be of a mind to send

it. But don’t tell father, on no account.

I looks to you not to tell father.

mother, if you will, but I looks to her

not to mention it to father. If it be so

you have two pounds by you, send it to

me in a letter, to the care of

“Muster Thomas Craddock,

“ Number 5 Crooked Arm yard,

“ Cowcross street,

“ City of London.

“ My duty to mother, but don’t say a

word to father, whatever you do. Carry

don’t live nowhere there, nor they don’t

know her.

“ Your affectionate brother,

“ SAM BRATTLE.”

“ Have you told your father, Fanny?”

“ Not a word, sir.”

“ Nor your mother?”

“ Oh yes, sir. She has read the letter,

Tell_

and thinks I had better come to you to

ask what we should do.”

“ Have you got the money, Fanny?”

Fanny Brattle explained that she had

in her pocket something over the sum

named, but that money was so scarce

with them now at the mill that she could

hardly send it without her father’s know

ledge. She would not, she said, be afraid

to send it and then to tell her father after

ward. The vicar considered the matter

for some time, standing with the open

letter in his hand, and then he gave his'

advice.

“ Come into the house, Fanny,” he

said, “ and write a line to your brother,

and then get a money order at the post

office for four pounds, and send it to

your brother; and tell him that I lend

it to him till times shall be better with

him. Do not give him your father’s

money without your father’s leave. Sam

will pay me some day, unless I be mis

taken in him.”

Then Fanny Brattle with many grate

ful thanks did as the vicar bade her.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

THE THREE HONE§I' MEN.

THE vicar of Bullhampton was—a

“ good sort of fellow.” In praise of him

to this extent it is hoped that the reader

will cordially agree. But it cannot be

denied that he was the most imprudent

of men. He had done very much that

was imprudent in respect to the Marquis

of Trowbridge; and since he had been

at Bullhampton had been imprudent in

nearly everything that he had done re

garding the Brattles. He was well aware

that the bold words which he had spoken

to the marquis had been dragons’ teeth

sown by himself, and that they had

sprung up from the ground in the shape

of the odious brick building which now

stood immediately in face of his own

vicarage gate. Though he would smile

and be droll and talk to the workmen, he

hated that building quite as bitterly as

did his wife. And now in regard to the

Brattles there came upon him a great

trouble. About a week after he had lent
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the four pounds to Fanny on Sam’s be

half, there came to him a dirty note from

Salisbury, written by Sam himself, in

which he was told that Carry Brattle was

now at the Three Honest Men, a public

house in one of the suburbs of that city,

waiting there till Mr. Fenwick should

find a home for her, in accordance with

his promise given to her brother. Sam,

in his letter, had gone on to explain that

it would be well that Mr. Fenwick should

visit the Three Honest Men speedily, as

otherwise there would be a bill there

which neither 'Carry nor Sam would be

able to defray. Poor Sam’s letter was

bald, and they who did not understand

his position might have called it bold.

He wrote to the vicar as though the

vicar’s coming to Salisbury for the re

quired purpose was a matter of course;

and demanded a home for his sister with

out any reference to her future mode of

life or power of earning her bread, as

though it was the vicar’s manifest duty

to provide such home. And then that

caution in regard to the bill was rather a

threat than anything else. If you don’t

take her quickly from the Three Honest

Men, there’ll be the very mischief of a

bill for you to pay. That was the mean

ing of the caution, and so the vicar un

derstood it.

But Mr. Fenwick, though he was im

prudent, was neither unreasonable nor

unintelligent. He had told Sam Brattle

that he would provide a home for Carry,

if Sam would find his sister and induce

her to accept the offer. Sam had gone to

work and had done his part. Having done

it, he was right to claim from the vicar

his share of the performance. And then

was it not a matter of course that Carry,

when found, should be without means to

pay her own expenses? Was it to be

supposed that a girl in her position would

have money by her? And had not Mr.

Fenwick known the truth about their

poverty when he had given those four

pounds to Fanny Brattle to be sent up

to Sam in London? Mr. Fenwick was

both reasonable and intelligent as to all

this ; and, though he felt that he was in

trouble, did not for a moment think of

denying his responsibility or evading the

performance of his promise. He must

find a home for poor Carry, and pay

any bill at the Three Honest Men

which he might find standing there in

her name.

Of course he told his trouble to his

wife, and of course he was scolded for

the promise he had given: “But, my

dear Frank, if for her, why not for others?

and how is it possible?”

“ For her, and not for others, because

she is an old friend, a neighbor’s child

and one of the parish.” That question

was easily answered.

“ But how is it possible, Frank? Of

course one would do anything that is

possible to save her. What I mean is,

that one would do it for all of them if

only it were pos€ble.”

“lf you can 0 it for one, will not

even that be much?”

“ But what is to be done? Who

will take her? Will she go into a re

formatory ?”

“I fear not.”

“ There are so many, and I do not

know how they are to be treated except

in a body. Where can you find a home'

for her P’

“ She has a married sister, Janet.”

“ Who would not speak to her or let

her inside the door of her house ! Surely,

Frank, you know the unforgiving nature

of women of that class for such sin as

poor Carry Brattle’s ?”

“I wonder whether they ever say

their prayers?” said the vicar.

“ Of course they do. Mrs. Jay, no

doubt, is a religious woman. But it is

permitted to them not to forgive that sin.”

“ By what law?”

“ By the law of custom. It is all very

well, Frank, but you can’t fight against

it. At any rate, you can’t ignore it till

it has been fought against and conquered.

And it is useful. It keeps women from

going astray.”

“ You think, then, that nothing should

be done for this poor creature who fell

so piteously with so small a sin ?”

“I have not said so. But when you

promised her a home, where did you

think of finding one for her? Her only

fitting home is with her mother, and you
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know that her father will not take her

there.”

Mr. Fenwick said nothing more at that

moment, not having clearly made up his

mind as to what he might best do; but

he had before his eyes, dimly, a plan by

which he thought it possible that he

might force Carry Brattle on her father’s

heart. If this plan might be carried out,

he would take her to the mill-house and

seat her in the room in which the family

lived, and then bring the old man in from

his work. It might be that Jacob Brat

tle, in his wrath, would turn with violence

upon the man who had dared thus to

interfere in the affairs of his family, but

he would certainly offer no rough usage

to the poor girl. Fenwick knew the

man well enough to be sure that he

would not lay his hancfiin anger upon a

woman.

But something must be done at once—

something before any such plan as that

which was running through his brain

could be matured and carried into execu

tion. There was Carry at the Three

Honest Men, and, for aught the vicar.

knew, her brother staying with her—

with his, the vicar’s, credit pledged for

their maintenance. It was quite clear

that something must be done. He had

applied to his wife, and his wife did not

know how to help him. He had sug

gested the wife of the ironmonger at

Warminster as the proper guardian for

the poor child, and his own wife had at

once made him understand that this was

impracticable. Indeed, how was it pos

sible that such a one as Carry Brattle

should be kept out of sight and stowed

away in an open hardware-shop in a

provincial town? The properest place

for her would be in the country, on some

farm; and, so thinking, he determined

to apply to the girl’s eldest brother.

George Brattle was a prosperous man,

living on a large farm near Fordingbridge,

ten or twelve miles the other side of Salis

bury. Of him the vicar knew very little,

and of his wife nothing. That the man

had been married fourteen or fifteen years,

and had a family growing up, the vicar did

know, and, knowing it, feared that Mrs.

Brattle of Startup, as their farm was

 
called, would not be willing to receive

this proposed new inmate. But he would

try. He would go on to Startup after

having seen Carry at the Three Honest

Men, and use what eloquence he could

command for the occasion.

He drove himself over on the next

day to meet an early train, and was in

Salisbury by nine o’clock. He had to

ask his way to the Three Honest Men,

and at last had some difficulty in finding

the house. It was a small beershop in

a lane on the very outskirts of the city,

and certainly seemed to him, as he look

ed at it, to be as disreputable a house,

in regard to its outward appearance, as

ever he had proposed to enter. It was

a brick building of two stories, with a

door in the middle of it which stood

open, and a red curtain hanging across

the window on the left-hand side. Three

men dressed like navvies were leaning

against the door-posts. There is no

sign, perhaps, which gives to a house of

this class so disreputable an appearance

as red curtains hung across the window;

and yet there is no other color for pot

house curtains that has any popularity.

The one fact probably explains the other.

A drinking-room with a blue or a brown

curtain would offer no attraction to the

thirsty navvy, who likes to have his thirst

indulged without criticism. But, in spite

of the red curtain, Fenwick entered the

house and asked the uncomely woman

at the bar after Sam Brattle. Was there

a man named Sam Brattle staying there

—a man with a sister?

Then were let loose against the un

fortunate clergyman the flood-gates of a

drunken woman’s angry tongue. It was

not only that the landlady of the Three

Honest Men was very drunk, but also

that she was very angry. Sam Brattle

and his sister had been there, but they

had been turned out of the house. There

had manifestly been some great row, and

Carry Brattle was spoken of with all the

worst terms of reproach which one wo

man can heap upon the name of another.

The mistress of the Three Honest Men

was a married woman, and, as far as

that went, respectable; whereas poor

Carry was not married, and certainly not
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respectable. Something of her past his

tory had been known. She had been

called names which she could not repu

diate, and the truth of which even her

brother on her behalf could not deny;

and then she had been turned into the

street. So much Mr. Fenwick learned

from the drunken woman, and nothing

more he could learn. When he asked

after Carry’s present address the woman

jeered at him, and accused him of base

purposes in coming after such a one.

She stood with arms akimbo in the pas

sage, and said she would raise the neigh

borhood on him. She was drunk and

dirty, as foul a thing as the eye could

look upon ; every other word was an

oath, and no phrase used by the lowest

of men in their lowest moments was too

hot or too bad for her woman’s tongue;

and yet there was the indignation of out

raged virtue in her demeanor and in her

language, because this stranger had come

to her door asking after a girl who had

been led astray. Our vicar cared noth

ing for the neighborhood, and indeed

cared very little for the woman at all,

except in so far as she disgusted him;

but he did care much at finding that he

could obtain no clue to her whom he

was seeking. The woman would not

even tell him when the girl had left her

house, or give him any assistance toward

finding her. He had at first endeavored

to mollify the virago by offering to pay

the amount of any expenses which might

have been left unsettled, but even on

this score he could obtain no considera

tion. She continued to revile him, and

he was obliged to leave her; which he

did, at last, with a hurried step, to avoid

a quart pot which the woman had taken

up to hurl at his head upon some com

parison which he most indiscreetly made

between herself and poor Carry Brattle.

What should he do now? The only

chance of finding the girl was, as he

thought, to go to the police-office. He

was still in the lane, making his way

back to the street which would take him

into the city, when he was accosted by

a little child. “ You be the parson ?”

said the child. Mr. Fenwick owned that

he was a parson. “ Parson from Bull

 

’umpton ?” said the child, inquiringly.

Mr. Fenwick acknowledged the fact.

“ Then you be to come with me.”

Whereupon Mr. Fenwick followed the

child, and was led into a miserable little

court, in which the population was squalid,

thick and juvenile. “ She be here, at

Mrs. Stiggs’,” said the child. Then the

vicar understood that he had been watch

ed, and that he was being taken to the

place where she whom he was seeking

had found shelter.

CHAPTER XL.

TRO’I'l'ER’S BUILDINGS.

IN the back room up stairs of Mrs.

Stiggs’ house in Trotter’s Buildings the

vicar did find Carry Brattle, and he found

also that since her coming thither on the

preceding evening—for only on the pre

Ceding evening had she been turned away

from the Three Honest Men—one of

Mrs. Stiggs’ children had been on the

look-out in the lane.

“I thought that you would come to

me, sir,” said Carry Brattle.

“ Of course I should come.

not promise that I would come?

where is your brother?”

But Sam had left her as soon as he

had placed her in Mrs. Stiggs’ house, and

Carry could not say whither he had gone.

He had brought her to Salisbury, and

had remained with her two days at the

Three Honest Men, during which time

the remainder of their four pounds had

been spent; and then there had been a

row. Some visitors to the house recog

nized poor Carry, or knew something of

her story, and evil words were spoken.

There had been a fight, and Sam had

thrashed some man—or some half dozen

men, if all that Carry said was true. She

had fled from the house in sad tears, and

after a while her brother had joined her

—bloody, with his lips cut and a black

eye. It seemed that he had had some

previous knowledge of this woman who

lived in Trotter’s Buildings—had known

her or her husband—and there he had

found shelter for his sister, having ex

Did I

And

. plained that a clergyman would call for
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her and pay for her modest wants, and

then take her away. She supposed that

Sam had gone back to London, but he

had been so bruised and mauled in the

fight that he had determined that Mr.

Fenwick should not see him. This was

the story as Carry told it; and Mr.

Fenwick did not for a moment doubt its

truth.

“ And now, Carry,” said he, “ what is

it that you would do ?”

She looked up into his face—and yet

not wholly into his face, as though she

were afraid to raise her eyes so high—

and was silent. His were intently fixed

upon her as he stood over her, and he

thought that he had never seen a sight

more sad to look at. And yet she was

very pretty—prettier, perhaps, than she

had been in the days when she would

come up the aisle of his church to take

her place among the singers, with red

cheeks and bright flowing clusters of

hair. She was pale now, and he could

see that her cheeks were rough—from

paint, perhaps, and late hours and an ill

life; but the girl had become a woman,

and the lines of her countenance were

fixed and were very lovely, and there

was ’a pleading eloquence about her

mouth for which there had been no need

in her happy days at Bullhampton. He

had asked her what she would do. But

had she not come there, at her brother’s

instigation, that he might tell her what

she should do? Had he not promised

that he would find her a home if she

would leave her evil ways? How was

it possible that she should have a plan

for her future life? She answered him

not a word, but tried to look into his

face and failed.

Nor had he any formed plan. That

idea, indeed, of going to Startup had

come across his brain—of going to

Startup and of asking assistance from

the prosperous elder brother. But so

diffident was he of success that he hardly

dared to mention it to the poor girl.

“It is hard to say what you should

do,” he said.

“ Very hard, sir.”

His heart was so tender toward her

that he could not bring himself to pro

 

pose to her the cold and unpleasant

safety of a reformatory. He knew, as a

clergyman and as a man of common

sense, that to place her in such an es

tablishment would, in truth, be the

greatest kindness that he could do her.

But he could not do it. He satisfied

his own conscience by telling himself

that he knew that she would accept no

such refuge. He thought that he had

half promised not to ask her to go to any

such place. At any rate, he had not

meant that when he had made his rash

promise to her brother; and though the

promise was rash, he was not the less

bound to keep it. She was very pretty

and still soft, and he had loved her well.

Was it a fault in him that he was tender

to her because of her prettiness and be

cause he had loved her as a child?

We must own that it was a fault. The

crooked places of the world, if they are

to be made straight at all, must be

made straight after a sterner and a juster

fashion.

“ Perhaps you could stay here for a

day or two ?” he said.

“ Only that I’ve got no money.”

“I will see to that—for a few days,

you know. And I was thinking that I

would go to your brother George.”

“ My brother George !”

“Yes—why not? Was he not always

good to you?”

“ He was never had, sir; only—”

“ Only what?”

“I’ve been so bad, sir, that I don’t

think he’d speak to me, or notice me, or

do anything for me. And he has got a

wife, too.”

“ But a woman doesn’t always become

hard-hearted as soon as she is married.

There must be some of them that will

take pity on you, Carry.” She only

shook her head. “I shall tell him that

it is his duty, and if he be an honest,

God-fearing man, he will do it.”

“ And should I have to go there?”

“ If he will take y0u—certainly. What

better could you wish? Your father is

hard, and, though he loves you still, he

cannot bring himself to forget.”

“ How can any of them forget, Mr

Fenwick ?”
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“I will go out at once to Startup,.and

as I return through Salisbury I will let

you know what your brother says.” She

again shook her head. “ At any rate,

we must try, Carry. When things are

difficult, they cannot be mended by peo

ple sitting down and crying. I will ask

your brother, and if he refuses, Iwill

endeavor to think of something else.

Next to your father and mother, he is

certainly the first that should be asked

to look to you.” Then he said much to

her as to her condition, preached to her

the little sermon with which he had

come prepared—was as stern to her as

his nature and love would allow, though,

indeed, his words were tender enough.

He strove to make her understand that

she could have no escape from the dirt

and vileness and depth of misery into

which she had fallen without the penalty

of a hard, laborious life, in which she

must submit to be regarded as one whose

place in the world was very low. He

asked her whether she did not hate the

disgrace and the ignominy and the vile

wickedness of her late condition. “ Yes,

indeed, sir,” she answered, with her eyes

still only half raised toward him. What

other answer could she make ? He would

fain have drawn from her some deep

and passionate expression of repentance,

some fervid promise of future rectitude,

some eager offer to bear all other hard

ships, so that she might be saved from

a renewal of the past misery. But he

knew that no such eloquence, no such

energy, no such ecstasy, would be forth

coming. And he knew, also, that hum

ble, contrite and wretched as was the girl

now, the nature within her bosom was

not changed. Were he to place her in

a reformatory, she would not stay there.

Were he to make arrangements with

Mrs. Stiggs, who in her way seemed to

be a decent, hard-working woman—to

make arrangements for her board and

lodging, with some collateral regulations

as to occupation, needlework and the

like—she would not adhere to them.

The change from a life of fevered though

most miserable excitement to one of dull,

pleasureless and utterly uninteresting

propriety, is one that can hardly be made

 

without the assistance of binding control.

Could she have been sent to the mill,

and made subject to her mother’s soft

ness as well as to her mother’s care,

there might have been room for confi

dent hope. And then, too—but let not

the reader read this amiss—because she

was pretty and might be made bright

again, and because he was young and

because he loved her, he longed, were it

possible, to make her paths pleasant for

her. Her fall, her first fall, had been

piteous to him, rather than odious. He,

too, would have liked to get hold of the

man and to have left him without a sound

limb within his skin—to have left him

pretty nearly without a skin at all ; but

that work had fallen into the miller’s

hands, who had done it fairly well. And,

moreover, it would hardly have fitted

the vicar. But, as regarded Carry her

self, when he thought of her in his sol

itary rambles, he would build little cas

tles in the air on her behalf, in which

her life should be anything but one of

sackcloth and ashes. He would find for

her some loving husband, who should

know and should have forgiven the sin

which had hardly been a sin, and she

should be a loving wife with loving

children. Perhaps, too, he would add

to this, as he built his castles, the

sweet smiles of affectionate gratitude

with which he himself would be received

when he visited her happy hearth. But

he knew that these were castles in the

air. and he endeavored to throw them

all behind him as he preached his ser

mon. Nevertheless he was very tender

with her, and treated her not at all as

he would have done an ugly young pa

rishioner who had turned thief upon his

hands.

“ And now, Carry,” he said, as he left

her, “I will get a gig in the town and

drive over to your brother. We can but

try it. I am clear as to this, that the

best thing for you will be to be among

your own people.”

“I suppose it would, Osir, but I don’t

think she’ll ever be brought to have

me.”

“We will try, at any rate. And if

she will have you, you must remember
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that you must not eat the bread of idle

ness. You must be prepared to work

for your living.”

“I don’t want to be idle, sir.” Then

he took her by the hand and pressed it,

and bade God bless her, and gave her

a little money, in order that she might

make some first payment to Mrs. Stiggs.

“ I’m sure I don’t know why you should

do all this for the likes of me, sir,” said

the girl, bursting into tears. The vicar

did not tell her that he did it because

she was gracious in his eyes, and per

haps was not aware of the fact himself.

He went to the Dragon of Wantley,

and there procured a gig. He had a

'contest in the inn-yard before they would

let him have the gig without a man to

drive him; but he managed it at last,

fearing that the driver might learn some

thing of his errand. He had never been

at Startup Farm before, and knew very

little of the man he was going to see on so

very delicate a mission ; but he did know

that George Brattle was prosperous, and

that in early life he had been a good son.

His last interview with the farmer had

had reference to the matter of bail re

quired for Sam, and on that occasion

the brother had, with some persuasion,

done as he was asked. George Brattle

had contrived to win for himself a wife

from the Fordingbridge side of the coun

try who had had a little money; and as

he, too, had carried away from the mill

a little money in his father’s prosperous

days, he had done very well. He paid

his rent to the day, owed no man any

thing, and went to church every other

Sunday, eschewing the bad example set

to him by his father in matters of religion.

He was hard-fisted, ignorant and self

confident, knowing much about corn and

the grinding of it, knowing something

of sheep and the shearing of them, know

ing also how to get the worth of his ten

or eleven shillings a week out of the

bones of the rural laborers; but know

ing very little else. Of all this Fenwick

was aware, and, in spite of that church

going twice a month, rated the son as

inferior to the father, for about the old

miller there was a stubborn constancy

which almost amounted to heroism.

 
With such a man as was this George

Brattle, how was he to preach a doctrine

of true human charity with any chance

of success? But the man was one who

was pervious to ideas of duty, and might

probably be pervious to feelings of fam

ily respect. And he had been good to

his father and mother, regarding with

something of true veneration the nest

from which he had sprung. The vicar

did not like the task before him, dread

ing the disappointment which failure

would produce ; but he was not the man

to shrink from any work which he had

resolved to undertake, and drove gallant

ly into the farmyard, though he saw both

the farmer and his wife standing at the

back door of the house.

CHAPTER XLI.

STARTUP FARM.

FARMER BRATTLE—WhO was a stout

man about thirty-eight years of age, but

looking as though he were nearly ten

years older—came up to the vicar, touch

ing his hat, and then putting his hand

out in greeting:

“ This be a pleasure something like,

Muster Fenwick, to see thee here at

Startup. This be my wife. Molly, thou

hast never seen Muster Fenwick from

Bull’umpton. This be our vicar, as

mother and Fanny says is the pick of all

the parsons in Wiltshire.”

Then Mr. Fenwick got down and

walked into the spacious kitchen, where

he was cordially welcomed by the stout

mistress of Startup Farm.

He was very anxious to begin his

story to the brother alone. Indeed, as

to that, his mind was quite made up,

but Mrs. Brattle, who within the doors

of that house held a position at any rate

equal to that of her husband, did not

seem disposed to give him the oppor

tunity. She understood well enough

that Mr. Fenwick had not come over

from Bullhampton to shake hands with

her husband and to say a few civil words.

He must have business, and that busi

ness must be about the Brattle family.

Old Brattle was supposed to be in money
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difficulties, and was not this an embassy

in search of money? Now, Mrs. George

Brattle, who had been born a Huggins,

was very desirous that none of the Hug

gins money should be sent into the

parish of Bullhampton. When, there

fore, Mr. Fenwick asked the farmer to

step out with him for a moment, Mrs.

George Brattle looked very grave and

took her husband apart and whispered a

word of caution in his ear: ‘

“ It’s about the mill, George ; and

don’t you do nothing till you’ve spoke

to me.”

Then there came a stolid look, almost

of grief, upon George’s face. There had

been a word or two before this between

him and the wife of his bosom as to the

affairs of the mill.

“I’ve just been seeing somebody at

Salisbury,” began the vicar abruptly, as

soon as they had crossed from the yard

behind the house into the enclosure

around the ricks.

“ Some one at Salisbury, Muster Fen

wick? Is it any one as I knows?”

“ One that you did know well, Mr.

Brattle. I’ve seen your sister Carry.”

Again there came upon the farmer’s face

that heavy look, which was almost a

look of grief, but he did not at once

utter a word. “ Poor young thing!” con

tinued the vicar. “ Poor, dear, unfortu

nate girl !”

“ She brought it on herself and on all

of us,” said the farmer.

“ Yes, indeed, my friend. The light,

unguarded folly of a moment has ruined

her, and brought dreadful sorrow upon

you all. But something should be done

for her, eh ?”

Still the brother said nothing.

“ You will help, I’m sure, to rescue

her from the infamy into which she must

fall if none help her ?”

“ If there’s money wanted to get her

into any of them places—” began the

farmer.

“It isn’t that; it isn’t that, at any

rate, as yet.”

“ What be it, then ?”

“ The personal countenance and

friendship of some friend that loves her.

You love your sister, Mr. Brattle ?”

 “I don’t know as I does, Muster

Fenwick.”

“ You used to, and you must still pity

her.” ‘

“She’s been and wellnigh broke the

hearts of all on us. There wasn’t one

of us as wasn’t respectable till she come

up; and now there’s Sam. But a boy

as is bad ain’t never so bad as a girl.”

It must be understood that in the ex

pression of this opinion Mr. Brattle was

alluding not to the personal wickedness

of the wicked of the two sexes, but to

the effect of their wickedness on those

belonging to them.

“ And therefore more should be done

to help a girl.”

“I’ll stand the money, Muster Fen

wick, if it ain’t much.”

“ What is wanted is a home in your

own house.”

“ Here !—at Startup ?”

“ Yes, here—at Startup. Your father

will not take her.”

“ Neither won’t I. But it ain’t me in

such a matter as this. You ask my

missus and see what she’ll say. Be

sides, Muster Fenwick, it’s clean out of

all reason.”

“ Out of all reason to help a sister?”

“ So it be. Sister, indeed ! Why

did she go and make— I won’t say

what she’s made of herself. Ain’t she

brought trouble and sorrow enough upon

us? Have her here! \/Vhy, I’m that

angry with her I shouldn’t be keeping

my hands off her. Why didn’t she keep

herself to herself and not disgrace the

whole family ?”

Nevertheless, in spite of these strong

expressions of opinion, Mr. Fenwick, by

the dint of the bitter words which he

spoke in reference to the brother’s duty

as a Christian, did get leave from the

farmer to make the proposition to Mrs.

George Brattle_such permission as

would have bound the brother to accept

Carry, providing that Mrs. George would

also consent to accept her. But even

this permission was accompanied by an

assurance that it would not have been

given had he not felt perfectly convinced

that his wife would not listen for a mo

ment to the scheme. He spoke of his
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wife almost with awe when Mr. Fenwick

left him to make this second attack.

“ She has never had nothing to say to

none sich as that,” said the farmer,

shaking his head, as he alluded both to

his wife and to his sister; “ and I ain’t

sure as she’ll be first-rate civil to any

one as mentions sich in her hearing.”

But Mr. Fenwick persevered, in spite

even of his caution. When the vicar

re-entered the house, Mrs. George Brat

tle had retired to her parlor, and the

kitchen was in the hands of the maid

servant. He followed the lady, how

ever, and found that she had been at the

trouble, since he had seen her last, of

putting on a clean cap on his behalf.

He began at once, jumping again into

the middle of things by a reference to

her husband.

“ Mrs. Brattle,” he said, “ your hus

band and I have been talking about his

poor sister Carry.”

“ The least said the soonest mended

about that one, I’m afeard,” said the

dame. ,

“ Indeed, I agree with you. Were she

once placed in safe and kind hands, the

less then said the better. She has left

the life she was leading—”

“They never leaves it,” said the

dame.

“ It is so seldom that an opportunity

is given them. Poor Carry is at the

present moment most anxious to be

placed somewhere out of danger.”

“ Mr. Fenwick, if you ask me, I’d

rather not talk about her: I would in

deed. She’s been and brought a slur

upon us all, the vile thing! If you ask

me, Mr. Fenwick, there ain’t nothing

too bad for her.”

Fenwick, who, on the other hand,

thought that there could be hardly any

thing too good for his poor penitent,

was beginning to be angry with the wo

man. Of course he made in his own

mind those comparisons which are com

mon to us all on such occasions. What

was the great virtue of this fat, well-fed,

selfish, ignorant woman before him, that

she should turn up her nose at a sister

who had been unfortunate? Was it not

an abominable case of the Pharisee

 

thanking the Lord that he was not such

a one as the Publican—whereas the

Publican was in a fair wa.v to heaven ? -

“Surely you would have her saved,

if it be possible to save her ?” said the

vicar.

“I don’t know about saving. If such

as them is to be made all’s one as others

as have always been decent, I’m sure

Idon’t know who it is as isn’t to be

saved.”

“ Have you never read of Mary Mag

dalen, Mrs. Brattle ?”

“ Yes, I have, Mr. Fenwick. Perhaps

she hadn’t got no father nor brothers

and sisters and sisters-in-law 'as would

be pretty well broken-hearted when her

vileness would be cast up agen’ ‘em.

Perhaps she hadn’t got no decent house

over her head afore she begun. I don’t

know how that was.”

“ Our Saviour’s tender mercy, then,

would not have been wide enough for

such sin as that?” This the vicar said

with intended irony, but irony was thrown

away on Mrs. George Brattle.

“ Them days and ours isn’t the same,

Mr. Fenwick, and you can’t make ‘em

the same. And our Saviour isn’t here

now to say who is to be a Mary Mag

dalen and who isn’t. As for Carry Brat

tle, she has made her bed and she must

lie upon it. We sha’n’t interfere.”

Fenwick was determined, however,

that he would make his proposition. It

was almost certain now that he could do

no good to Carry by making it, but he

felt that it would be a pleasure to him

to make this self-righteous woman know

what he conceived to be her duty in the

matter: “ My idea was this—that you

should take her in here and endeavor to

preserve her from future evil courses.”

“ Take her in here?” shrieked the

woman.

“Yes, here.

than a brother?”

“ Not if I know it, Mr. Fenwick; and

if that is what you have been saying to

Brattle, I must tell you that you’ve come

on a very bad errand. People, Mr.

Fenwick, knows how to manage things

such as that for themselves in their own

houses. Strangers don’t usually talk

Who is nearer to her
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about such things, Mr. Fenwick. Per

haps, Mr. Fenwick, you didn’t know as

how we have got girls of our own, com

ing up. Have her here! at Startup?

I think I see her here!”

“But Mrs. Brattle—”

“ Don’t Mrs. Brattle me, Mr. Fenwick,

for I won’t be so treated. And I must

tell you that I don’t think it over-decent

of you—a clergyman, and a young man,

too, in a way—to come talking of such

a one in a house like this.”

“ Would you have her starve or die

in a ditch ?”

“ There ain’t no question of starving.

Such as her don’t starve. As long as it

lasts they’ve the best of eating and

drinking—only too much of it. There’s

prisons : let ’em go there if they means

repentance. But they never does—never

till there ain’t nobody to notice ’em any

longer; and by that time they’re mostly

thieves and pickpockets.”

“ And you would do nothing to save

your own husband’s sister from such a

fate?”

“ What business had she to be a sis

ter to any honest man ? Think of what

she’s been and done to my children, who

wouldn’t else have had nobody to be

ashamed of. There never wasn’t one

of the Hugginses who didn’t behave her

self—that is, of the women,” added Mrs.

George, remembering the misdeeds of a

certain drunken uncle of her own, who

had come to great trouble in the matter

of horseflesh. “ And now, Mr. Fenwick,

let me beg that there mayn’t be another

word about her. I don’t know nothing

of such women, nor what is their ways,

and I don’t want. I never didn’t speak

a word to such a one in my life, and I

certainly won’t begin under my own roof.

People knows well enough what’s good

for them to do, and what isn’t, without

being dictated to by a clergyman. You’ll

 
excuse me, Mr. Fenwick, but I’ll just

make hold to say as much as that.

Good-morning, Mr. Fenwick.”

In the yard, standing close by the gig,

he met the farmer again.

“ You didn’t find she’d be of your way

of thinking, Muster Fenwick ?”

“ Not exactly, Mr. Brattle.”

“I knowed she wouldn’t. The truth

is, Muster Fenwick, that young women

as goes astray after that fashion is just

like any sick animal, as all the animals

as ain’t comes and sets upon immediate

ly. It’s just as well, too. They knows

it beforehand, and it keeps ’em straight.”

“ It didn’t keep poor Carry straight.”

“And, by the same token, she must

suffer, and so must we alli But, Muster

Fenwick, as far as ten or fifteen pounds

goes, if it can be of use—”

But the vicar, in his indignation, re

pudiated the offer of money, and drove

himself back to Salisbury with his heart

full of sorrow at the hardness of the

world. What this woman had been say

ing to him was only what the world had

said to her—the world that knows so

much better how to treat an erring sin

ner than did our Saviour when on earth.

He went with his sad news to Mrs.

Stiggs’ house, and then made terms for

Carry’s board and lodging—at any rate

for a fortnight. And he said much to

the girl as to the disposition of her time.

He would send her books, and she was

to be diligent in needlework on behalf

of the Stiggs family. And then he

begged her to go to the daily service in

the cathedral—not so much because he

thought that the public worship was

necessary for her, as that thus she would

be provided with a salutary employment

for a portion of her day. Carry, as she

bade him farewell, said very little. Yes,

she would stay with Mrs. Stiggs. That

was all that she did say.
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DAUGHTERS OF TOIL.

OH, pale with want and still despair,

And faint with hastening others’ gain,

Whose finely-fibred natures bear

The double curse of work and pain;

Whose days are long with toil unpaid,

And short to meet the crowding want;

Whose nights are short for rest delayed,

And long for stealthy fears to haunt,—

To whom my lady, hearing faint

The distance-muffled cry of need,

Grants, through some alms-dispensing saint,

The cup of water, cold indeed,

The while my lord, pursuing gains

Amid the market’s sordid strife,

With wageless labor from your veins

Wrings out the warm, red wine of life,—

What hope for you that better days

Shall climb the yet unreddened east?

When famine in the morning slays,

Why look for joy at midday feast?

Far shines the Good, and faintly throws

A doubtful gleam through mist and rain,

But evil Darkness presses close

His face against the window-pane.

What hope for you that mansions free

Await in some diviner sphere,

Whose sapphire wall can never be

Devoured, like widows’ houses here?

Too close these narrow walls incline,

This slender daylight beams too pale,

For Heaven’s all'loving warmth to shine,

Or God’s blue tenderness avail.

O brothers! sisters! who would fain

Some balm of healing help apply—

Cheer some one agony of pain,

One note of some despairing cry—

Whose good designs uncertain wait,

By tangled social bands perplexed,

Oh read the sacred sentence straight:

Do justice first—love mercy next!

EVANGELINE M. Jonuson.
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WEAR AND TEAR.

WEAR is a natural and legitimate

result of use, and comes alike to

man, to engine and to the clothing of

small boys. It is gradual, and so may

be anticipated. It is what we all put up

with as the result of activity and increas

ing years. Tear comes of hard or evil

usage, of putting things to wrong pur

poses—using a chisel for a screw-driver.

Long strain, or habitual tug, or sudden

demand of strength from weakness,

causes tear. Normal only to small boys’

breeches, it is not so to man or engine.

The life we are leading at this day in

this country is giving occasion to as

much wear and many times as much tear

as are natural or pleasing to think upon.

The sermon of which these words are

the text has been preached many times

in many ways to congregations for whom

the Dollar Devil had always a more

winning eloquence. Like many another

man who has talked wearily to his fel

lows with an honest sense of what they

truly need, I feel how vain it is to

hope for earnest listeners. Yet here and

there may be men and women who are

ignorantly sinning against the laws by

which they should live or should guide

the lives of others, and who will perhaps

be willing to heed what one unbiased

thinker has to say in regard to the dan

gers of the way we are treading so reck

lessly and with so little heed as to where

it is leading.

The man who lives an outdoor life by

healthful wood and river—who sleeps

with the stars visible above him—who

wins his bodily subsistence at first-hand

from the earth and waters—is a being

who defies rain and sun, has a strange

sense of elastic strength, may drink if

he likes, and may smoke all day long,

and feel none the worse for it. Some

such return to the earth for life-getting

is what gives vigor and developing power

to the colonists of an older race cast on

a land like ours. A few generations of

such men and such fashion of living

store up a capital of vitality which ac

counts largely for the prodigal activity

displayed by their descendants, and made

possible only by the sturdy contest with

Nature which their ancestors have waged.

That such a life is still largely led by

multitudes of our countrymen is what

alone serves to keep up our pristine force

and energy. Are we using not merely

the interest on these accumulations of

power, but also wastefully spending the

capital itself? From a few we have

grown to millions, and already in a mul

titude of ways the Atlantic coast pre

sents the peculiarities of an old nation.

Have we lived too fast? The settlers

here, as elsewhere, had ample room, and

lived sturdily by their own hands, little

troubled for the most part with those in

tense competitions which make it hard

to live now-a-days and embitter life at

its very source. Neither had they the

thousand intricate problems to solve

which perplex those who struggle to-day

in our teeming city hives. Above all,

the educational wants were limited in

kind and in degree, and the physical

man and woman were what the growing

state most wanted.

How much and what kind of good

came of the gradual change in all of these

matters we well enough know. That in

one and another way the cruel competi

tion for the dollar, the new and exacting

habits of business, the over-education

and the overstraining of our young peo

ple, have brought about some great and

growing evils, is what is ohly beginning

to be distinctly felt. I would like, there

fore, at the risk of being tedious, to re

examine this question—to see if it be

true that the nervous system of the

American is being sorely overtaxed—to

see why this is, and to ascertain how

much our habits, our modes of work,

and, haply, climatic peculiarities, may

have to do with this question. But be

fore venturing upon a subject which may

possibly excite controversy and indignant
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comment, let me premise that in dealing

with it I am talking chiefly of the crowd

ed portions of our country—.of our At

lantic States—of our great towns, and

especially of their upper classes; and

am dealing with those higher questions

of mental hygiene of which in general

we hear but too little. If the strictures

I have to make applied throughout the

land—to Oregon as to New England, to

the farmer as to the business man, to

the women of the artisan class as to

those above them socially—then indeed

I should cry, God help us and them that

are to come after us! Curiously enough,

the physical worker is being better and

better paid and less and less hardly

tasked in this land of ours, while just

the reverse obtains in increasing ratios

for those who live by the lower form of

brain-work; so that, luckily, the bribe

to use the hand is growing daily, and

pure mechanical labor, as opposed to

that of the clerk, is being “leveled up

ward” with a fortunate celerity.

But before I venture to make good

my proposition that we are overtasking

our nervous systems in many ways—

that we are tearing as well as wearing

them—I should be glad to have the

privilege of explaining some of the terms

we are to use.

The human body carries on several

forms of manufacture, with two of which

—the evolution of muscular force or

motion, and intellection and all moral

activities—we are here alone concerned.

We are somewhat apt to antagonize

these two sets of functions, and to look

upon the latter, or brain-labor, only as

involving the use or abuse of the nerv

ous system. But really every blow on

the anvil is’as distinctly an act of the

nerve centres as are the highest mental

processes. If this be so, how or why

is it that excessive muscular exertion

I mean such as is outrageous and con

tinued—does not cause the same appal

ling effects as are occasioned by a like

abuse of the nerve organs in mental ac

tions of various kinds ? To some extent

this is not always the case, for, as I may

point out in the way of illustration here

after, the centres which originate or

 
evolve muscular power do sometimes

suffer from undue taxation; but it is

certainly true that when this happens

the evil result is rarely as severe or as

lasting as when it is the organs of men

tal power which have suffered.

ln either form of work, motor or men

tal, the will acts to start the needed pro

cesses, and afterward is regulative chiefly.

In the case of movement, the spinal

nerve centres are most largely called into

action. Where mental or moral pro

cesses are involved, the active organs

lie within the cranium. As I have said

just now, when we talk of an overtaxed

nervous system it is usually the brain

we refer to, and not the spine; and the

question therefore arises, Why is it that

an excess of physical labor is better

borne than a like excess of mental

labor? The subject broadens here a

little too fast for me or my space, and I

shall therefore be brief. Mental over

work is harder, because as a rule it is

closet or counting-room or at least in

door work—sedentary, in a word. The

man who is intensely using his brain is

not collaterally employing any other

functions, and the more intense is his

application the less locomotive does he

become. On the other hand, however

abusively a man may use his powers of

motion in the way of work, he is at all

events encouraging that collateral func

tional activity which mental labor dis

courages: he is quickening the heart,

driving the blood through unused chan

nels, hastening the breaths and increas

ing the secretions of the skin—all excel

lent results, and, even if excessive, better

than too long or too thorough deficiency

of function.

But there is more than this in the

question. We do not know as yet what

is the cost in expended material of men

tal acts as compared to motor manifes

tations, and here therefore are at fault;

because, although it seems so much

slighter a thing to think a little than to

hit out with the power of a Heenan, it

may prove that the expenditure of nerve

material is in the former case greater

than in the latter.

When a man uses his muscles, after
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a time comes the feeling called fatigue—

a sensation always referred to the mus

cles, and due most probably to the de

posit in the tissues of certain substances

formed during motor activity. Warned

by this weariness, the man takes rest

indeed may be forced to do so—but if I

am not mistaken he who is intensely

using the brain does not feel in the com

mon use of it any sensation which warns

him that he has taxed it enough. Indeed,

it is apt, like a well-bred creature, to get

into a sort of exalted state under the

stimulus of need, so that its owner feels

amazed at the ease of its processes and

at the sense of whie-awakqfulness and

power they give him. It is only after

very long abuse that the brain begins to

have means of saying, “I have been

used enough ;” and at this stage the

warning is too often in the shape of some

one of the many symptoms which indi

cate that the organ is already talking

with the tongue of disease.

I do not know how these views will

be generally received, but I am sure that

the personal experience of many scholars

will decide them to be correct; and they

serve to make clear why it is that men

do not know they are abusing the organ

of thought until it is already suffering

deeply, and also wherefore the mind may

not be as ruthlessly overworked as the

legs or arms.

Another reason why overwork of brain

and the moral faculties is so mischievous

is seen in a peculiarity which of itself is

also an indication of the auto-activity of

the separate organs. We will to con

centrate attention on certain intellectual

work: we do this too long or under im

proper circumstances: at last we stop and

propose to go to sleep or to abandon the

task. Not so, says the too-wakeful organ;

and whether we will or not the mind keeps

turning over the problem in a way made

irregular by the denial of full attention,

or the imagination soars away with the

unrest of a demon; so that a state of

morbid wide-awakefulness is attained

which I am sure can be matched many

times in the experience of every active

thinker, and especially among those who

have in any way overtaxed the brain;

 and who, alas! among us has not done

this? The tired body stops at the will

of its owner and is still, but the misused

slaves of the lamp are not always to be

laid as easily as they are raised, and

caper viciously in useless mockery of

the hard work they had bent over all too

long.

Let us agree, then, that mental and

moral strain is the heaviest strain—that

it is more apt to cause permanent mis

chief—that a combination of overwork

both of body and mind must be doubly

serious; and we shall now be in a con

dition to apply this knowledge.

I have been careful here to state that

overwork of both mind and body is

doubly mischievous, because nothing is

now more sure in hygienic science than

that a proper alternation of physical and

mental labor is best fitted to ensure a

lifetime of wholesome and vigorous in

tellectual exertion. This is probably due

to several causes, but principally to the

fact that during active exertion of the

limbs the brain cannot be employed in

tensely, and therefore has secured to it a

state of repose which even sleep is not

always competent to supply. Perhaps,

too, there is concerned a physiological

law, which, though somewhat mysterious,

I may again and again have to summon

to my aid in the way of explanation. It

is known as the law of Treviranus, its

discoverer, and may thus be briefly

stated: Each organ is to every other in

the body as an excreting organ. In

other words, to ensure perfect health,

every tissue, bone, nerve, tendon or

muscle should take from the blood cer

tain materials and return to it certain

others. To do this every organ must

or ought to have its period of activity

and of rest, so as to keep the vital fluid

in a proper state to nourish every other

part. This process in perfect health is

a system of mutual assurance, which is

probably essential to a condition of entire

vigor of both mind and body.

If I have made myself fully under

stood, we are now prepared to apply

some of our knowledge to the solution

of certain awkward questions which force
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themselves daily upon the attention of

every thoughtful and observant physician

among us.

And first, then, are we suffering?

Are we of the Atlantic coast becoming

a nervous race? Do we break down

easily—more easily than we should?

Are our girls failing from causes which

affect the nervous system, and through

it all-important organs? And, finally,

can it be shown that in our great centres

nervous disorders are increasing at a

ratio enormously greater than are the

other disorders bred by the simple

growth of cities?

I want to consider this matter first

with regard to our young people, the

children of all classes of merchants and

professional men. Ask any doctor of

your acquaintance to sum up thought

fully the young girls he knows, and to

tell you how many in each score are fit

to be healthy wives and mothers, or in

fact to be wives and mothers at all. I

have been asked this question myself

very often, and I have heard it asked of

others. The answers I am not going to

give, chiefly because I should not be be

lieved—a disagreeable position, in which I

shall not deliberately place myself. Per

haps I ought to add that the answers I

have heard given were appalling.‘

Next, I will ask you to note carefully

the expression and figures of the young

girls whom you may chance to meet in

your walks, or you may watch them at a

concert or on some grand occasion, such

as the “ Peace Jubilee” in Boston. Then

I think you will see many very charm

ing faces, the like of which the world

cannot match—figures somewhat too

spare of flesh, and, especially south of

Rhode Island, a marvelous littleness of

hand and foot. But look a little farther,

' Ifany reader doubts my statement as to the phys

ical failure of our women to fulfill the natural functions

of mothers, let him contrast the power of the recently

imported Irish women to nurse their babies with that

ofthe females of our mechanic class. As to the women

of the upper classes, if I stated that one in three was

perfectly competent as a nurse, I should be well within

the mark. The subject is too delicate to be further

handled here: let me add, however, that women with

us are usually anxious to nurse their own children, and

merely cannot, and that the numerous artificial foods

for children now for sale singularly prove the truth of

my statements.

 

and especially among these New Eng

land young girls : you will be struck with

a certain hardness of line in form and

feature which should not be seen be

tween thirteen and eighteen, at least;

and if you have an eye which rejoices in

the tints of health, you will tniss them

on a multitude of the cheeks we are now

so daringly criticising. I do not want

to do more than is needed of this un

gracious talk: suffice it, that multitudes

of our young girls are merely pretty to

look at, or not that—that their destiny

is the shawl and the sofa, neuralgia,

weak backs and hysteria-—that domestic

demon which has made, I am persuaded,

almost as much wretchedness as the

husband’s dram.

Now, what has done all this ? I

know of many who will tell you that late

hours, fashion of dress, dancing, etc., are

at fault; while really, with rare excep

tion, the newer fashions have been more

healthy than those they superseded, and,

save in a twentieth perhaps of all the

cases, late hours and over-exertion in

the dance are alone utterly incapable of

explaining the case. I am far more in

clined to suppose that climatic peculiari

ties have formed the groundwork of evil,

and enabled the agencies just now men

tioned to produce an effect which would

not in some other countries be so severe.

Iam quite persuaded, indeed, that the

development of a nervous temperament

is one of the many race-changes we are

undergoing, and which are giving us

facial, vocal and other peculiarities which

are gifts of none of our ancestral stocks.

If, as I believe, this change of tempera

ment in a people coming largely from the

phlegmatic races is to be seen most re

markably in the more nervous sex, it

will not surprise us that it should be

fostered by many causes which are fully

within our own control. Given such a

tendency, want of exercise will fatally

increase it, and all the follies of fashion

will aid in the work of ruin.

Worst of all, however, to my mind

most destructive in every way—is the

American view of female education. The

time taken for the most serious education

of girls extends upward to the age of
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eighteen, and rarely over this. During

these years they are undergoing such

organic development as renders them

remarkably sensitive. From seventeen

and afterward I presume that healthy

women are nearly as well able to study

with proper precautions as men, but be

fore this time over-use, or even too

steady use, of the brain is dangerous

to health and to every future probability

of womanly usefulness. It is no an

swer to urge in reply that a vast pro

portion of our girls do not study hard:

very many do, especially in our public

schools, and the evil does not lie alone

in this direction. The hours of school

are too long, both for boys and girls.

From nine until two and a half or three

is a common period. The recess of

twenty minutes to half an hour is insuf

ficient as a break, and is not usually

filled by enforced exercise. At our Blind

Asylum alone the rule prevails of ten

minutes of active, light gymnastics be

tween every two hours. As to holidays

in our schools, they are dictated by the

caprice or religious belief of the teacher.

In the city where this is written there

is, so far as I know, not one private

girls’ school in a building planned for a

school-house; and even in our latest

built public school-houses, erected at

great expense, ventilation is incomplete

or neglected. As a consequence, we hear

endless complaints from young ladies

of overheated or chilly rooms. If the

teacher be old, the room is apt to be too

warm; or if she be young, and much

afoot about her school, the apartment is

apt to be cold.

The question of study is one which I

find it difficult to dispose of; but allow

three hours at home, and we have at

least eight hours a day given up to brain

work. I have no hesitation in deciding,

as a physician, that this is far too much

for girls at their time of most active

physical development.

As to the physician, I know how of

ten and how earnestly this sort of mis

chief meets with remonstrance from him.

He knows well enough that many girls

stand it, but that very many do not, and

that, as I said above, the brain plods on,

Von. IV.— 3:

 
not saying, Iwill not work, but doing

poor work, until the girl fights through,

or there is a regular breakdown with

weak eyes, headaches, neuralgias, or

what not. I am perfectly confident that

I shall be told here, But women ought to

be able to study hard between fourteen

and eighteen years without injury, if

boys can do it. Practically, however,

the boys of to-day are getting their

toughest education later and later in

life, while girls leave school at the same

age as they did thirty years ago. It

used to be common for boys to enter

college at fourteen : at present, eighteen

is a usual age of admission at Harvard

or Yale. Now, let any one compare the

scale of studies for both sexes employed

half a century ago with that of to-day.

He will find that its demands are vastly

more exacting than they were—a differ

ence fraught with no evil for men, who

attack the graver studies later in life,

but most perilous for girls, who are still

expected to leave school at eighteen or

earlier.

I firmly believe—and I am not alone

in this opinion—that as concerns the

physical future of women they would do

far better if the brain were very lightly

tasked and the school-hours but three or

four a day until they reach the age of

seventeen at least. Anything, indeed,

were better than loss of health; and if

it be in any case a question of doubt,

the school should be unhesitatingly aban

doned, as the source of very many of the

nervous maladies with which our women

are troubled. I am almost ashamed to

defend a position which is held by many

competent physicians, but an intelligent

friend, who has read this page, still asks

me why it is that overwork of brain

should be so serious an evil to women

at the age of womanly development?

My best reply to this would be the ex

perience and opinions of those of us who

are called upon to see how many school

girls are suffering in health from confine

ment, want of exercise at the time of day

when they most incline to it, bad ven

tilation, and too steady occupation of

mind. At no other time of life is the

nervous system so sensitive—so irritable,



498 [Nov.WEAR AND TEAR.

I might say—and at no other is abun

dant fresh air and exercise so all-import

ant. To show more precisely how the

growing girl is injured by the causes

just mentioned would carry me upon

subjects unfit for discussion in these

pages, but the thoughtful reader will find

on page 495 the materials with which to

frame an opinion as to the mechanism

of the mischief which we dread.

These, then, are a few of the reasons

why it were better not to educate girls

at all between the ages of fourteen and

eighteen, unless it can be done with

absolute and careful reference to their

physical health. To-day, the American

woman is, to speak plainly, physically

unfit for her duties as woman. I would

rather she did these more thoroughly

before she sets forth her fitness to un

dertake the weightier tasks of the man.

As I have summoned up climate in

the broad sense to account for some pe

culiarities of the health of our women,

so also would I admit it as one of the

chief reasons why work among men re

sults so frequently in tear as well as

wear. I believe that something in our

country makes intellectual work of all

kinds harder to do than it is in Europe;

and since we do it with a terrible energy,

it shows in wear very soon, and almost

always in the way of tear also. I pre

sume that few persons who look at our

national career will be willing to admit

my proposition, but among the higher

intellectual workers, such as astronomers,

physicists and naturalists, I have fre

quently heard this belief expressed. One

at least among the first of living natural

ists is positive that brain-work is with

us harder and more hurtful than he found

it abroad. Nor, as I have just urged, is

he single in this opinion. Certain it is

that our thinkers of the classes named

are apt to break down with what the

doctor knows as cerebral exhaustion—a

worn-out brain—in a manner very much

more rare among the savants of Europe.

A share of this may perhaps be blamed

upon certain general habits of life which

fall with equal weight of mischief upon

many classes of busy men, as I shall pres

ently point out. Still, these will not alto

 

gether account for the fact, and I firmly

believe that if, like some of the French

workers in science whom I have known,

we were to rise at daybreak, drink a

bowl of coffee with milk, work till a sub

stantial breakfast at It A. M., and then,

with the rest of the day for labor, dine

at six, and play dominoes till a nine or

ten o’clock bed-hour, we should still

discover that mental work with us is

more trying than the European finds it

to be. Why this is I cannot say, but it

is no more mysterious than the strange

fact that agents which, as sedatives or

excitants, affect the great nerve centres,

do this very differently in different cli

mates. Thus it is possible to drink

with safety in England amounts of wine

which here would be disagreeable in

their first effect and perilous in their ul

timate results. The Cuban who takes

coffee enormously at home, and smokes

endlessly, can do here neither the one

nor the other to the same degree. And

so also the amount of excitation from

work which the brain will bear varies

exceedingly with variations of climatic

influences.

Although, from what I have seen, I

should judge that overtasked men of

science are especially liable to the trou

ble which I have called cerebral exhaus

tion, all classes of men who use the brain

severely, and who have also—and this is

important—seasons of excessive anxiety

or of grave responsibility, are also sub

ject to the same form of disease; and

this is why, I presume, that I, as well

as others who are accustomed to en

counter nervous disorders, have met with

numerous instances of nervous exhaus

tion among merchants and manufac

turers. The lawyer and clergyman also

offer examples, but I do not remember

ever to have seen a bad case among

physicians. Dismissing the easy jest

which the latter statement will surely

suggest, the reason for this we may pres

ently encounter.

The worst instances to be met with

are among young men suddenly cast

into business positions involving weighty

responsibility. I can recall several where

men under or just over twenty-one have
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suddenly attempted to carry the respon

sibilities of great manufactories. Excited

and stimulated by the pride of such a

charge, they have worked with a certain

exaltation of brain, and, achieving suc

cess, have been stricken down in the mo

ment of triumph. I think, therefore, that

this too-frequent practice of immature

men going into business, especially with

borrowed capital, is a serious evil. The

same person, gradually trained to nat

urally and slowly increasing burdens,

would have been sure of healthy success.

In individual cases I have found it so

often vain to remonstrate or to point out

the various habits which collectively act

for mischief on our business class that

I may well despair of doing good by a

mere general statement. As I have

noted them connected with the cases of

overwork, I have seen they are these:

Late hours of work, irregular meals

bolted in haste away from home, the ab

sence of holidays and of pursuits outside

of business, and the consequent practice

of carrying home, as the only subject

of talk, the cares and successes of the

counting-house and the stock-board.

Most of these evil habits require no com

ment. What indeed can be said ? The

man who has worked hard all day, and

lunched or dined hastily, comes home or

goes to the club to converse-save the

mark !—about goods and stocks. Hol

idays, except in summer, he knows not

of, and it is then thought time enough

taken from work if the man sleeps in the

country and comes into a hot city daily,

or at the best has a week or two at

the sea-shore. This incessant monotony

tells in the end. I have seen men who

confessed to me that for ten or twenty

years they had worked every day, often

traveling at night or on Sundays to save

time ; and that in all this period they had

not taken one day for idle play. These

are extreme instances, but they are also

in a measure representative of a fright

fully general social evil.

Is it any wonder if the asylum for the

insane gapes for such men? There

comes to them at last a season of busi

ness embarrassment, or else, when they

get to be fifty or thereabouts, the brain

 
begins to feel the strain, and just as they

are thinking, “ Now I will stop and enjoy

myself,” the brain, which slave-like, never

murmurs until it breaks out into open

insurrection, suddenly refuses to work,

and the mischief is done. There are

two periods of life especially prone to

these troubles—one when the mind is

maturing; another at the turning-point

of life, when the brain has attained its

fullest power, and has left behind it ac

complished the larger part of its best

enterprise and most active labor.

I am disposed to think that the variety

of work done by lawyers, their long sum

mer holiday, their more general cultiva

tion, their usual tastes for literary or other

objects out of their business walks, may,

to some extent, save them, as well as the

fact that they can rarely be subject to

the sudden and fearful responsibilities of

business men. Moreover, like the doc

tor, the lawyer gets his weight upon him

slowly, and is thirty at least before it can

be severe enough to task him shrewdly.

The business man’s only limitation is

money, and few young mercantile men

will hesitate to enter trade on their own

account if they can command capital.

With the doctor, as with the lawyer, a

long intellectual education, a slowly-in

creasing strain, responsibilities of grad

ual growth, tend, with his outdoor life,

to save him from the form of disease

I have been alluding to. This element

of open-air life, I suspect, has a large

share in protecting men who in many re

spects lead a most unhealthy life, for the

doctor, who is supposed to get a large

share of exercise, in reality gets very

little after he grows too busy to walk,

and has then only the incidental ex

posure to out-of-door air. When this is

associated with a fair share of physical

exertion, it is an immense safeguard

against the ills of anxiety and too much

brain-work. I presume that very few

of our generals could have gone through

with their terrible task if it had not been

that they lived so largely in the open air

and exercised so freely. For these rea

sons I do not doubt that the effects of

our great contest upon the Secretary of

War and the late President were far



500 [Nov.WEAR AND TEAR.

more severely felt than by Grant or

Sherman.

Before asking my reader’s attention to

the peculiar modes in which certain

classes of men show the influence of

overworked nervous systems, I desire to

present a few statements which seem to

me singularly conclusive as to the alarm

ing increase of nervous disease in our

great towns. There, if anywhere, we

shall find evidence of this truth, because

there we find in exaggerated shapes all

the evils I have been defining. The

best mode of testing the matter is to

take the statistics of some large city

which has grown from a country town

to a vast business hive within a very few

years. Chicago fulfills these conditions

precisely. In 1852 it numbered 49,407

souls. At the close of 1868 it had

reached to 252,054. Within these years

it has become the keenest and most

wide-awake business centre in America.

Before me lies the record of its deaths

from nervous disease, as well as the

statement of each year’s total mortality;

so that I have it in my power to show

the increase of deaths from nerve dis

orders relatively to the whole annual

losses of life from all causes. Let us

see what manner of story these figures

will tell us. Unluckily, they are rather

dry tale-tellers.

The honest use of the mortuary sta

tistics of a great town is no such easy

matter, and I must therefore ask that I

may be supposed to have taken every

possible precaution in order not to ex

aggerate the reality of a great evil. Cer

tain diseases, such as apoplexy, palsy,

epilepsy, St. Vitus’ dance and lockjaw

or tetanus, we all agree to consider as

nervous maladies: convulsions, and the

vast number of cases known to the

death-lists as dropsy of the brain, effu

sion on the brain, etc., are to be looked

upon with more doubt. The former, as

every doctor knows, are, in a vast pro

portion of instances, due to direct dis

ease of the nerve centres; or, if not to

this, then to such a condition of irrita

bility of these parts as makes them too

ready to cause spasms in response to

causes which disturb the extremities of

 

the nerves, such as teething and the

like. This tendency seems to be fos

tered by the air and habits of great

towns, and by all of the agencies which

in these places depress the health of a

community. The diseases last named,

as dropsy of the brain or effusion, prob

ably include a number of maladies, some

of them due to scrofula, and’ to whatever

causes that to flourish; others, to the

same kind of influences which seem to

favor convulsive disorders. Less surely

than the other maladies can these, as a

class, be looked upon as true nervous

diseases; so that in speaking of them I

shall be careful to make separate men

tion of their increase, and to state spe

cifically that in the general summary of

the increase of nerve disorders I have

thought it right on the whole to include

this partially doubtful class.

Taking the years 1852 to 1868, inclu

sive, it will be found that the population

of Chicago has increased 5.1 times and

the deaths from all causes 3.7 times;

while the nerve deaths, including the

doubtful classes labeled in the reports

as dropsy of the brain and convulsions,

have risen to 20.4 times what they were

in 1852. Thus in 1852, ’53 and ’55,

leaving out the cholera year ’54, the

deaths from nerve disorders were re

spectively to the whole population as I

in 1149, I in 953 and I in 941; whilst

in 1866, ’67 and ’68 they were I in 505,

I in 415.7 and 1 in 287.8. Still omitting

1854, the average relation of neural

deaths to the total mortality was, in the

first five years beginning with 1852, I in

26.1. In the five latter years studied—

that is, from I864 to 1868, iriclusive—

this relation was 1 nerve death to every

9.9 of all deaths.

I have alluded above to a class of

deaths included in my tables, but con

taining, no doubt, many instances of

mortality due to other causes than dis

ease of the nerve organs. Thus many

which are stated as owing to convul

sions ought to be placed to the credit of

tubercular disease of the brain or to

heart maladies ; but even in practice the

distinction as to cause cannot always be

made; and as a large proportion of this
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loss of life is really owing to brain affec

tions, I have thought best to include the

whole class in my statement.

A glance at the individual diseases

which are indubitably nervous is more

instructive and less perplexing. For

example, taking the extreme years, the

recent increase in apoplexy is remark

able, even when we remember that it is

a malady of middle and later life, and

that Chicago, a new city, is therefore

entitled to a yearly increasing quantity

of this form of death. In 1868 it was

8.6 times as numerous as in 1852. Con

vulsions as a death cause had in I868

risen to 22 times as many as in the year

1852. Epilepsy, one of the most marked

of all nervous maladies, is more free from

the difficulties which belong to the last

mentioned class. In I852 and ’53 there

were in all two deaths from this disease :

in the next four years there were none.

From I858 to ’64, inclusive, there were

in all 6 epileptic deaths: then we have

in the following years, 5, 3, II; and in

1868 actually I7 deaths. Passing by

palsy, which, like apoplexy, increases in

1868—8.6 times as compared to I852,

and 26 times as related to the four fol

lowing years—we come to lockjaw, an

unmistakable malady. Six years out of

the first eleven give us no death from

this painful disease: the others, up to

1864, offer one only apiece, and this an

nual period has but two. Then it rises

to 3 each year, to 5 in 1867, and to I2

in 1868. At first sight, this record of

mortality from lockjaw would seem to

be conclusive, yet it is perhaps, of all

the maladies here mentioned, the most

deceptive as a means of determining the

growth of neural diseases. To make this

clear to the general reader, he need only

be told that tetanus is nearly always

caused by mechanical injuries, and that

the natural increase of these in a place

like Chicago may account for some part

of the increase. Yet, taking the record

as a whole, and viewing it only with a

calm desire to get at the truth, it is not

possible to avoid seeing that the growth .

‘ remember that the brain is apt to go onof nerve maladies has been inordinate.

The situation of Chicago would alone

make it deadly, were it not for the sa

 
gacity and civil courage of its present

health officers and its bountiful supply

of pure water. The qualities, in many

respects admirable, which have built this

great city on a morass, and made it a

vast centre of insatiate commerce, are

now at work to undermine the nervous

systems of its restless and eager people.

With what result, I have here tried to

point out, chiefly because it is an illus

tration in the most concentrated form of

causes which are at work very widely

throughout the entire land.

I have thus made clear, I trust, the

inordinate growth in a great city of that

class of diseases which largely depend for

their production upon the strain brought

to bear on the nervous system by the

toils and competitions of a community

growing rapidly and stimulated to its ut

most capacity. Probably the same rule

would be found to apply to other towns,

but I have not found time to study their

statistics; and for reasons already giv

en, Chicago may be taken as a typical

illustration.

I have very little doubt in my own

mind that the wearing, incessant cares

of overwork, of business anxiety and the

like do not only produce directly dis

eases of the nervous system, but also

that these, and the habits growing out

of them, are fertile parents of dyspepsia,

consumption and maladies of the heart.

How often we trace all the forms of the

first-named protean disease to these

causes is only too well known to every

physician, and their connection with

cardiac troubles is also well understood.

Where organic disease does not im

mediately result from too prolonged and

too heavy business cares of various

kinds, we are apt to witness that form

of disorder of which I have already

spoken as cerebral exhaustion; and be

fore closing this paper I am tempted to

describe briefly the symptoms which

warn us of its approach or tell of its

complete possession of the unhappy vic

tim. Why it should be so difficult of

relief is hard to comprehend, until we

doing its weary work automatically and

despite the will of the unlucky owner;
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so that it gets no thorough rest, and is in

the hapless position of a broken limb

which is expected to knit while still in

use. Where overwork has worn out the

spinal or motor centres, it is, on the other

hand, easy to enforce repose, and so place

them in the best condition for repair.

This was often and happily illustrated

during the war. Severe marches, bad

food and other causes which make war

so exhausting, were constantly in action,

until certain men were doing their work

with too small a margin of reserve-power.

Then came such a crisis as the last days

of McClellan’s retreat to the James river,

or the forced march of the Sixth Army

Corps to Gettysburg, and at once these

men succumbed with palsy of the legs.

A few months of absolute rest, good

diet, ale, fresh beef and vegetables re

stored them anew to perfect health. I

have seen but few cases of this kind in

private practice.

Now let us see what happens when

the intellectual organs are put over-long

on the stretch, and when moral causes,

such as heavy responsibilities and over

anxiety, are at work.

As a rule, one of two symptoms ap

pears first, or perhaps both come to

gether. Work- gets to be a little less

facile: this astonishes the subject. espe

cially if he has been under high pressure

and doing his tasks with that ease which

sometimes comes of excitement. With

this, or a little later, he discovers that

he sleeps badly and that the thoughts

of the day infest his dreams, or so pos

sess him as to make slumber difficult.

Unrefreshed, he rises and plunges anew

into the labor for which he is no longer

competent. Let him stop here: he has

had his warning. Day after day the

work grows more trying, but the varied

stimulants to exertion come into play,

the mind, aroused, forgets in the cares

of the day the weariness of the night

season; and so, with lessening power

and growing burden, he pursues his pur

pose. At last come certain new symp

toms, such as giddiness, dimness of sight,

neuralgia of the face or scalp, with entire

nights of insomnia and growing difficulty

 
in the use of the mental powers; so that

to attempt a calculation or any form of

intellectual labor is to ensure a sense of

distress in the head, or such absolute

pain as proves how deeply the organs

concerned have suffered. Even to read

is sometimes almost impossible; and

there still remains the deception arising

from the fact that under enough of moral

stimulus the man may be able for a

few hours to plunge into business cares

without such instant pain as completely

to incapacitate him for immediate activ

ity. Without fail, however, night brings

the punishment; and at last the slight

est exertion of mind becomes impossible.

In the worst cases the scalp itself grows

sore, and a sudden jar hurts the brain,

or seems to do so; while the mere act

of stepping from a curbstone produces

positive pain.

Strange as it may seem, all of this

may happen to a man, and he may still

struggle onward, ignorant of the terrible

demands he is making upon an exhaust

ed brain. Usually by this time he has

sought advice, and, if his doctor is worthy

of the title, has learned that while there

are certain aids for his symptoms in the

shape of drugs, there is only one real

remedy. Happy he if not too late in

discovering that complete and prolonged

cessation from work is the one thing

needful. Not a week of holiday, or a

month, but probably a year or more

of utter idleness may be absolutely es

sential. This alone will answer in cases

so extreme as that I have tried to de

pict, and even this will not always en

sure a return to a state of active work

ing health. ’

I have chosen, for obvious reasons, to

draw a general picture. It would have

been as easy to tell the story of life after

life—of youth, vigorous. eager, making

haste to be rich, wrecked and made un

productive and dependent for years or

for ever; of middle age, unable or un

willing to pause in the career of dollar

getting, crushed to earth in the hour of

fruition, or made powerless to labor

longer at any cost for those who were

dearest. S. WEIR MITCHELL.
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I.

FORTH.from the smoke and carnage

and thunder of the tremendous third

day of Gettysburg there staggered a be

wildered fugitive, wounded, fevered and

half blinded by pain and blood. His

faded, torn and tattered clothing (once,

perhaps, a uniform) was blood-stained

here and there, and his hatless forehead

was marked by a bleeding cut. His left

hand, wrapped in bloody bandages, rest

ed in a sling, and he limped as he went

with a labored gait. He bore no arms

nor knapsack: these had already been

flung aside; and now, as he pursued his

way, he divested himself hurriedly of all

his accoutrements, one after another, and

cast them impatiently to the ground. He

took no path. He pushed on with un

steady yet rapid strides through bushes,

over rocks and fences, straight ahead,

with lips compressed in silent agony.

His apparently wild and aimless flight

had carried him some miles from the act

ual conflict (which was not yet decided),

when his fast diminishing strength was

shown in his feebly-tottering steps and

in the difficulty with which he kept from

plunging headlong to the earth. At this

moment he came in view of a farm-house,

and the sight stimulated him to renewed

effort. Forward he toiled, full of fresh

hope, when, half-way between him and

the goal of his exertions, there arose a

high, broad stone wall. It seemed to

him insurmountable, and he groaned in

anguish. Nevertheless he essayed to

clamber over the obstacle. More than

once he fell back from the attempt, but

at length, as if with his last expiring

energies, he managed to drag himself to

the top of the wall. Dizzily he looked

about him, as he thought to rest himself

a moment; but suddenly all grew blank

and he became unconscious.

He fell fainting and insensible to the

ground on the inner side of the wall,

with a despairing cry for “ Water !”

He had luckily fallen near a spring

 

house, and a startled girl, pail in hand,

heard his exclamation and beheld his

fall. She at once approached him, put

water to his lips, and washed the blood

from his face. She continued her min

istrations until animation began to re

turn to the seemingly lifeless form. He

opened his eyes and gazed at her.

Smiling faintly, he fondly murmured,

“Indiana !”

His fevered brain evidently mistook

her for another. Closing his eyes, he

lapsed suddenly into a deep sleep.

Taking advantage of this, she hastily

proceeded to the farm-house, whence

she soon returned with the old farmer

and his wife. Spreading a blanket, they

placed the wounded soldier upon it and

with difficulty bore him to a bed.

“ He is a rebel,” said the old man.

“ But he is a fellow-human,” remarked

his wife.

“ And he is wounded—dying, perhaps,

far from home and friends,” added the

girl, who was obviously the daughter of

the aged couple.

On the fourth day of July it was known

to all that Lee was beaten and retreating.

That general had fallen back into Vir

ginia when the wounded soldier whose

fortunes we are following became aware

that he had been left behind in the ene

my’s country. He found himself ten

derly cared for in the house of Mr.

Ordolf, a plain but substantial farmer,

whose wife and daughter were assiduous

in their humane attentions to the dis

abled Confederate. They were mother

and sister to him in his forlorn con

dition, and his grateful affection for them

grew day by day as he experienced their

unselfish kindness. Toward Mary Or

dolf, the daughter, his feelings rapidly

grew to be of a holier and more tender

character. What she was in form and

feature would have been sufficient ex

cuse for this ; and then her simple daily

life, exhibited in all its gentle purity be

fore him and in his behalf, was enough
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to subdue the most obdurate of mascu

line hearts. It did not take him long

to learn that his love was returned, and

before he became strong enough to leave

his room he and his fair nurse were

“engaged.” Was it a baleful conjunc

tion, this of the “ loyal” maiden and the

“ rebel” lover? We shall see.

As soon as John Randall (such was

the young Confederate’s name) was

strong enough to march, he felt that he

could no longer remain where he was:

he had to choose between a Federal

prison and an attempt to escape to the

Confederacy. He promptly made choice

of the latter alternative. Giving his

“ parole” to the elder Ordolfs and a

kiss of eternal fidelity to the weeping

Mary, he bade them all farewell and

made the venture. He was successful,

reaching Richmond safely, and, being

shortly declared duly exchanged, took

his part in the remainder of the war till

the surrender of Lee. In the mean time,

however, the Ordolfs heard nothing of

him We leave it to the imagination of

her s to conceive the emotions, ever

varying from hope to despair, experi

enced by Mary Ordolf under these cir

cumstances. On the third of July, 1865,

she was sitting on the root of a huge oak

which shaded the spring-house, thinking

mournfully of that day, two years before,

when the fainting Confederate fell ather

feet appealing for succor. In the midst

of these reminiscences she thought she

heard a noise on the stone wall near her.

Turning to look, she saw a man in the

act of leaping to the ground. She recog

nized him in an instant.

“ Mary !’’

“John !”

And the long separated were once

more united. Within a fortnight they

were married. I

Randall did not long remain with his

young wife—his business, he said, call

ing him to Virginia—-and he left her with

her parents upon the pretext that his

home was not quite prepared for her.

He was absent two months, correspond

ing regularly with her, however. At the

end of this period he came again, staying

some weeks, and again leaving her on

 
the same plea. These comings and de

partures were repeated several times,

until Mary and her parents began to

suspect that Randall, for some reason,

was either ashamed or afraid to intro

duce his wife to his own family. Mary

had been shocked to hear the gossiping

whisper that her husband had another

wife in Virginia, and she had to acknow

ledge that his conduct was not above

suspicion, notwithstanding his plausible

assurances. On his last visit the old

farmer insisted that Randall should at

once decide either to settle down there

with his wife or to take her with him.

Irritated by the apparent lack of confi

dence in him, he at once avowed his

determination to carry her to Virginia,

and making hurried preparations for the

journey, they soon went South together.

It was during the trip that Mary first

found resolution enough to show her

husband a letter which she had received

some months before from his home in

Virginia. It ran as follows :

“ MARY: I have chanced to see a

letter addressed to Mr. John Randall,

Beeville, Virginia, by you, in which you

claim that gentleman as your husband.

As I am an intimate acquaintance and

near relative of his, I am surprised at

your pretensions (whether well or ill

founded), for he is still considered a

single man here, where he was born and

reared, and passes himself as such. If

he is married to you or anybody else, I

assure you that he keeps the matter a

secret here, and I am certain that neither

his father nor mother knows anything of

it. Tell me all about it, and you will

oblige INDIANA.”

“ That girl is my evil genius!” ex

claimed John Randall, excitedly, when

he had read the note. “ She is my first

cousin, and has always loved me from

childhood with a sort of fierce passion.

When I first saw you, Mary, I was ’en

gaged’ to her, and I have never had the

courage to announce our marriage to her

or to my own family. I have weakly

kept the secret, putting off the evil day

as long as I could, or until my circum

stances would justify me in braving the
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wrath of my parents and all concerned.

But matters have come to a crisis. A

day or two will decide whether we are

to be repudiated or kindly welcomed.”

“John,” entreated Mary, “let us re

turn to my father’s.”

“ And thus confirm the gossips in

their slanders? Neverl The die is cast.

Indiana and her -friends will rave: let

them. Great God! what a creature she

must be! Did you answer her letter?”

“I did, giving her, in self-defence, all

the information she asked.”

“ And, yet, with her full knowledge of

my marriage with you, she has constant

ly been eager for me to consummate my

engagement with her—indirectly urging

it by every means at her command !”

It was Saturday evening when they

arrived at the depot nearest to Beeville,

and stopping at the hotel there that

night, next day Randall hired a convey

ance (driving himself) and started home

ward with his bride.

Monday he returned the horses and

vehicle.

Tuesday night he escorted a young

lady of Beeville to a party, and there

bore himself as gayly, apparently, as the

other young men.

His wife had mysteriously disappeared !

The public of Beeville and vicinity knew

not of her coming, and therefore she was

not missed.

Where was she?

'II.

TEN days after, the body of an unknown

woman was found in the woods a few miles

from Beeville. A pistol ball was found

buried in her neck; on her throat were

the marks of a murderous clutch; and

from head to foot she had been beaten

and bruised in the most cruel manner.

The jury of inquest was not able to

identify her, nor was there found any

likely clue to lead to the detection of her

murderer. Descriptions of the murdered

woman and her dress were published.

and rewards were offered for the appre

hension of her murderer, but all in vain.

The body was buried, and within a few

weeks the excitement occasioned by the

dreadful horror had completely subsided.

It seemed a hopeless mystery, for ever

impenetrable.

Meanwhile, the Ordolfs heard regularly

from Randall. His first letter explained

why Mary did not write: “ You will un

derstand why Mary employs me as her

amanuensis when I inform you that she

was so unfortunate as to have her right

hand severely bruised by a slamming car

door on our way here. She cannot use

it at all at present, but we are in hopes

that it will soon be well. With this ex

ception we are enjoying ourselves here,

and have every prospect of doing well.

Mary is delighted with her reception by

my relations and friends, and desires me

to assure you of her content.”

The next letter from Randall still

harped upon the injured hand: “ Mary

has caught cold in the hand that I told

you had been hurt, and it is much in

flamed, causing her great pain. A doctor

has been called in, who expresses fears

as to the result unless great care is taken.

But he is noted for making a case appear

worse than it really is, and we are not

alarmed.”

There was some delay in the next

letter, causing the simple and confiding

Ordolfs much uneasiness. At length it

came, fulfilling their wildest fears: “ May

Heaven help you and all of us to bear itl

Our darling Mary is gone: she is dead!

Five days ago she was seized with lock

jaw, and expired next day, in spite of

every effort to relieve her. She was

sensible to the last, but speechless. She

was buried yesterday. You may faintly

imagine my grief and desolation. You

have lost a daughter, but I have lost in

her all that was dear to me. God help

us all !

“I am too unnerved to write now.

But I must beg, as a last favor, that you

allow my darling’s remains to rest here

undisturbed. I will care for them, and

water the flowers on her dear grave

with my frequent tears. As soon as I

have the heart to undertake the task,

I will send you all her clothing, etc., re

serving to myself only a few memen

toes. May Heaven bless you and sus

tain you !”
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The aged couple were heartbroken at

the loss of their only child, and mourned

with a grief that refused to be comforted.

Ah ! it was not long before they would

have thanked God that their daughter’s

fate had been no worse than they at first

believed.

The rewards offered for the discovery

and apprehension of the murderer of the

woman had stimulated one man to a

patient and ceaseless investigation. He

was a sort of amateur detective, named

Tinsley, who had no special fitness for

his self-assumed office, except an intense

curiosity and a persistent brooding that

would sometimes bring form and pur

pose out of chaos. He haunted the spot

where the corpse was found, and medi

tated upon all the circumstances of the

case with the dogged pertinacity of stu

pidity. A brighter person would have

yielded the task in despair, but his very

dullness kept him at it, and at length

gave him a clue that he slowly but

steadily followed up. Near the scene

of the murder he one day found a chi

gnon of coal-black hair. The dead wo

man’s hair was auburn, and when found

she wore a clulgvwn of the same color.

Close to the clnlgnon lay a piece of mud

dy paper. It proved to be an old letter,

dated “ Near Gettysburg, Pa.” It was

simply addressed to “ My dear husband,”

and was signed, “ Your affectionate wife,

Mary.” Nobody but Tinsiey would have

attached any importance to these dis

coveries, but it being his habit of mind

to refer everything to the case then in

hand, he at once believed that he had

found the key to the awful mystery.

Yet how easy it was to account for the

presence of those things there! Hun

dreds of both sexes, from far and near,

had visited the noted scene, and it was

very probable that some of these had

lost the clujgnon and the letter. Tinsley,

however, was not at all impressed with

this view of the matter, and he thought

it worth his while to go to Gettysburg

and inquire for “ Mary.” He did so.

It was a weary hunt, and would have

seemed a fool’s errand to most people;

but at length Tinsley got on the track

of “ Mary,” and he pursued it till he was

 

welcomed by the Ordolfs as a friend and

neighbor of—john Randall! He already

knew enough to convince him that John

Randall’s wife was the murdered woman

found near Beeville, and that John Ran

dall was her murderer. He had already

seen the minister who married them, and

now he read Randall’s letters written

since the hellish deed, and be thrilled

with horror at their cold-blooded du

plicity and atrociousness. The evidence

was appallingly overwhelming. We cast

a veil over the scene that occurred when

Tinsley told that old, bereft couple what

he believed to be the true story of their

daughter’s end.

All Beeville and the country around

was amazed when it was announced that

John Randall had been arrested for the

murder. It was incredible. His cha

racter was excellent, both as a citizen

and soldier, and he was noted for his

abstinence not only from the vices but

from the follies into which young men

commonly fall. Yet when all the damn

ing developments appeared, it seemed

impossible to doubt his guilt. As he

had once been high in public estimation,

so now he fell, like Lucifer. The popu

lar indignation rose against him in a

tempest, and he was threatened with the

summary vengeance of an excited mob.

On the trial it was positively estab

lished by the identification of clothing

and ornaments that the dead woman was

Mary Randall, once Mary Ordolf; that

the prisoner married her in 1865, and

had since strangely kept that fact a

secret, not only from his acquaintances

at Beeville, but from his own family;

that, in short, he brought her to Virginia,

and was last seen with her in a carriage

driving through Beeville on the Sunday

we have already noted; that at the ho

tel, on the Saturday night before, he

told his wife that he intended next day

to take her to his uncle, whose house

she never reached ; that he was engaged

to be married to Indiana Randall, his

cousin; and that he had cruelly duped

the Ordolfs into believing that his wife

had come to a natural death. There

was a cloud of other testimony to the

like effect, and though he was eloquently
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defended, the jury did not hesitate in re

turning a verdict of “Guilty of murder

in the first degree.”

When asked if he had anything to say

why sentence of death should not be

passed upon him, Randall simply an

swered,

“ Nothing !”

His counsel appealed, but in vain

besought executive clemency, but with

out avail. The day before that set for

the execution of the condemned man, the

following communication appeared in the

Beeville Gazette .

“ EDITOR GAZETTE: I do not claim to

be the only person in town who impar

tially and critically heard and examined

the evidence submitted in the case of

Randall, who is so soon to be hanged;

but such seems to be the fact. While

I must admit that the mass of that testi

mony appears to bear fatally against the

condemned, there are certain odds and

ends of it that point away from him to

another or others. The man who first

found the body said that he saw no

tracks of a man near it, only the tracks

of a woman or of women. Not distant

from the spot was an old well into which

the body would have been thrown by

the condemned had he killed her: the

presumption is that he did not kill her,

but that she was killed by some one un

able to convey her corpse to that place

of concealment. A freedman testified

to seeing two females pass that way on

the Sunday in question. Mr. Tinsley

found a coal-black ch/lg/ton near the

scene,' which was not claimed as Mrs.

Randall’s. A certain young lady wit

ness with raven tresses, possessed at

least of a motive quite equal to that al

leged against Randall, admitted that she

knew Randall was married, had seen a

letter from his wife to him, had written

to her, etc. Is it not barely possible

that her information of the marriage may

have been derived from the very letter

found by Tinsley, dropped there by

some one—not Randall?

“These things that I have briefly men

tioned are, of course, inconclusive, but

they are terribly suggestive, and I could

 
not let John Randall die before bringing

them to public notice. JUSTICE.”

On the day of execution Randall’s

counsel published a card, in which they

said:

“ The communication in yesterday’s

Gazetle, signed ‘Justice,’ indirectly im

putes to us a gross negligence in the de

fence of our client. We can only say,

in self-justification, that the line of argu

ment indicated and the course of inves

tigation suggested by the facts alluded

to, were peremptorily objected to by Mr.

Randall himself, and were accordingly

abandoned by us.”

Randall was hanged in accordance

with his sentence—dying without con

fession or denial.

III.

AFTER the execution the sheriff for

warded to Mr. Ordolf a sealed letter

from Randall, written on the eve of his

death. We give an extract:

“I did not do it, nor consent to it,

nor know of it until the awful deed was

done beyond remedy. I would willingly

have sacrificed a thousand lives for her,

as I now sacrifice life and reputation to

screen the one who is really guilty.

With Mary perished every desire in me

for life. I long for death—even the

death of the gallows. But I would not

die leaving you for ever under the hor

rible belief that I am the murderer of

our darling. Oh I adjure you to credit

me when I swear here, in the presence

of God and eternity, that I am innocent.

Mary, who knows me guiltless, will meet

me joyfully beyond the tomb.”

Indiana Randall was said to be a rav

ing maniac. From the first arrest of

John Randall she had exhibited symp

toms of a mind unsettled by the weight

of sudden and overwhelming grief. Her

family gave out that the loss of her lover

under such fearful circumstances had tem

porarily affected her physical and mental

health, and friends and acquaintances

were requested to forbear their visits

until her recovery was announced. She

was seen rarely, and then under the
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closest surveillance. As the day of

Randall’s execution approached, it was

rumored that she grew worse, and on

that day it was whispered that she was

so violent as to require strong restraint

and constant watching. And it was so.

She was mad, but there was a terrible

method in her madness. She sought to

break from her confinement and rush to

the place of execution. She shrieked

aloud avowals of her own guilt and

declarations of the innocence of John

Randall. She prayed to be permitted

to rescue him and die in his stead. Alas,

poor wretch! she was already beyond

the vengeance of law. Could her guilt

have been established beyond a doubt,

she was now insane, and it was too late

to save the condemned.

“I knew,” she cried, “ that he had

gone to see his wife, perhaps to return

with her, and I watched daily for his

coming back. Constantly alone in these

watches, I managed to get one of John’s

pistols from his room, and this I carried

with me, but only for self-defence. I

met them that Sunday afternoon, and

my soul was in a tumult of emotions as

John accosted me and introduced me to

his wife. His wife! Yes, I knew it was

she before he told me. I had known

for months of his secret marriage. Sup

pressing my feelings as much as I was

able, I endeavored to be calm. We had

met just beyond the path which leaves

the main carriage-road and cuts off about

a mile of the distance to the house. As

we all could not ride, I suggested that

she and I should walk through by the

path, while John drove around by the

road. John strongly objected to this,

but she seemed anxious to accompany

me, and he at last reluctantly consented.

“I had no idea of hurting her. The

wish was strong in my heart that God

would strike her dead, but I had no in

tention of raising my own hand against

her. As we proceeded, talking as well

as my state of mind would allow, we

came to the spot where her body was

found. There the path became so nar

row that we had to go singly, and it so

chanced that she went before. It flashed

upon me like lightning from hell! The

 

place was desolate and lonely. There

she was, a few feet in front of me,

all unconscious and at my mercy. It

was a mad impulse, but in a moment I

drew the pistol and fired! She fell, but

attempted to rise. I sprang upon her in

a frenzy of excitement, and kicked, beat,

bit and choked her until she lay quite

still—dead !”

“ My child,” said her pale and trem

bling father, “these are but the dis

tempered fancies of fever. You have

brooded over this unhappy matter until

it has Quite upset you. Doubtless you

wish to save j0hn——so do we all—but it

is folly for you, or any of us, to seek to

become a substitute for him. My child,

take our assurances that all this circum

stantial account of your killing that un

fortunate woman is the mad work of a

disordered mind. Calm yourself. In

a few days you will be better, and will

have forgotten all this that you now in

sist on so vehemently.”

“ Ah, father,” she exclaimed, “it may

suit your purpose to argue that I am

mad. Perhaps I am. ButI know my

guilt, and I will no longer conceal it.

You all know it, too. Who, that fatal

evening, kneeled to the furious and

distracted John and besought him to

silence? Whose entreaties prevailed on

him to adopt the very course which has

brought him to the scaflbld? To save

me you will allow him to be sacrificed!

I have been deceived long, but it is not ‘

yet too late. I will proclaim my guilt

to the world: I will take his place on

the gallows! Loose me !” But her

cries and struggles were in vain.

Thus she raved of her real or imagi

nary part in the horrid tragedy, giving

now a coherent version, as plausible as

it was astounding, and anon a confused

and silly jumble of impossibilities that

aroused naught but pity and incredulity.

The scaffold from which John Randall

had been launched into eternity was still

standing in the jail-yard, when one night,

close on the stroke of twelve, the guard

beheld with terror the noiseless approach

of a form arrayed in white. Awed to

silence by the apparition, the guard

watched its motions with breathless at
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tention. Entering the yard, it proceeded

at once to the scaffold and mounted it.

In a few moments the staring guard be

held the figure suddenly sink through

the platform to the shoulders, where,

after some convulsive motions, it re

mained stationary. To that guard it

was the ghost of Randall, and he fell

fainting with alarm. In his fall his

musket was discharged, and this bring

ing the jailer and others on the scene, it

was speedily discovered that the ghost

was a woman ! Eluding her guardians,

and providing herself with a cord, Indi

ana Randall followed the man she loved

through the same exit he had taken!

Was he alone guilty?

Or was she alone guilty?

Or were both guilty?

W. C. ELAM.

FUEL.

HE civilization of the present is a

rich one, abundant in resources, and

under deep obligations to the providence

of Nature in the past. But it is a waste

ful civilization, heedless of the needs of

the future, sustained by a rapid consump

tion of the earth’s reservoirs of force, and

failing to borrow from the physical world

its grand principle of economy. This is

emphatically the age of Steam. The

expansion of water-vapor is the power

that moves the modern world. But wa

ter is simply a vehicle for the expansive

force of the heat set free from consumed

fuel. Hence the world’s capacity of

production is dependent upon the extent

of its stores of fuel and its economy in

their employment.

Latent forces permeate all nature, but

man has had, as yet, very slight success

in rendering them available for his pur

poses. These interior forces of matter

all tend to act toward a centre, which

tendency can be overcome only by the

employment of some superior outward

attraction. This outward acting force

usually takes the form of heat; but heat

is so volatile that to be profitably em

ployed it must be produced rapidly, and

used at the moment of its production.

Thus far, only the combustibles have pre

sented the necessary conditions to this

end, and in considering the world’s pow-.

ers of production the quantity of com

bustible material available for man’s pur

 
poses becomes a subject of primary

importance.

The earth originally contained im

mense stores of fuel. The atmosphere

probably held vast volumes of hydrogen

gas, set free from the interior of the

earth, and bursting into flame wherever

it came in contact with oxygen. This

primeval atmosphere was heavy with the

carbon which now forms the bulk of our

beds of coal and lakes of petroleum, and

which enters in a large percentage into

the vast beds of limestone, chalk and

marble which are so widely distributed.

This too was burned with intense heat,

and changed into its present form of

carbonic acid. Other highly combustible

substances, as phosphorus and the metals

calcium, potassium, sodium and others,

existed in immense quantities, most of

them perhaps as atmospheric vapors, in

which state they still are found in the

solar atmosphere. The voracious ele

ment oxygen, however, rapidly cleared

the air of all combustible matter, its

stubborn enemy, nitrogen, alone main

taining its freedom.

Our world contains only the ashes of

this strange world of the past. Thus the

vast sea-basins are filled with the ash of

one of these pristine combustions, water

being the result of the burning of the

element hydrogen. So the immense de

posits of magnesia, soda, lime, potash,

etc., in the earth and sea result from the
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burning of the above metals, and show

vividly the mighty conflict of forces that

was of old waged upon this terrestrial

sphere. Common salt, that highly im

portant constituent of the earth and sea,

is the product of a combustion of the

metal calcium in another gas, chlorine.

A very necessary extension of this list

of combustibles is to the element, silicon,

whose ashes, known to us as sand,

quartz rock and sandstone, form half the

solid crust of the globe. The burning

of another element, aluminium, gave rise

to vast deposits of clay and slate. We

may also mention iron, whose oxide

forms two per cent. of the earth’s crust.

ln fact, oxygen, the great consumer,

ages since reduced the whole surface of

our planet into ashes, or, to speak more

scientifically, oxidized the crust of the

earth. We may gain some idea of the

extent of this operation from the fact

that one-half the present surface of the

earth is composed of this element, sand

being more than half oxygen, limestone

and clay about half, and water containing

nearly ninety per cent. of it.

Hence, without some other agency,

we would be utterly powerless, all force

being locked up beyond our reach. ln

fact, organic existence itself is utterly

dependent upon the presence of com

bustible matter, the animal body being

simply a furnace, whose fire, once

quenched, can never be rekindled.

Thus our lives depend upon a constant

combustion of fuel.

Fortunately, the earth is in receipt of

an ample supply of force from without,

and this force in direct antagonism to

oxygen. The beams of the sun are

incessantly employed in rescuing carbon

from the grasp of its insatiate foe, and

hoarding it up in an available form.

This decomposition of carbonic acid by

the influence of sunlight is the main

action of the vegetable form of matter,

the freed carbon being deposited in the

cells of the tree.

During all those immense reaches of

time antedating man’s appearance upon

the earth, Nature was thus busily em

ployed in laying up vegetable treasure in

the storehouses of the rocks.

Man is heedlessly improvident—Na

ture essentially provident. For ages,

to us numberless, she toiled, building

mountains of coal, and pouring into the

cavities of the earth lakes of rock-oil,

which we are rapidly turning into smoke

and ashes. Our centuries undo the work

of Nature’s epochs. That grand edifice

which the sun wrought millions of years

to build is being rapidly burnt to the

ground in a vast conflagration, embracing

the civilized earth and never ceasing, the

heat of this great combustion being skill

fully applied to change Nature’s rude

materials into forms of beauty and utility

to mankind.

But the coal deposits, though deep

and wide, are not inexhaustible; nor is

man yet capable of utilizing them to the

fullest extent. Ignorance, improvidence

and lack of combination unite to render

the employment of fuel wasteful in the

extreme. We are all at school yet, and

but in the alphabet of this grand lore of

Nature. It is to be hoped that man

may learn to make the most of his ad

vantages before it becomes too late to

avail himself of his knowledge. We

must not look upon the earth as on the

brink of destruction. The probable fu

ture stretches before us toward an illimit

able horizon, bounding, not centuries, but

millenniums. How long will the coal de

posits sustain the increased consumption

of an advancing civilization? Already

the cry comes up from England that

her coal-beds are rapidly disappearing.

Though the coal measures in other parts

of the earth appear to be literally inex

haustible, a few centuries will probably

make this seem otherwise. We are apt

to reckon from the present rate of con

sumption, forgetting how rapidly this rate

is increasing—how great it will become

in that advancing future when the steam

engine shall be everywhere employed.

While the world wears upon its finger

the black diamond it is all-powerful, and

civilization must move onward with rapid

strides. But when comes that inevitable

day in which coal and petroleum shall

cease to be, what will become of modern

civilization? Shall the world retrograde

to its Greek and Roman conditions, in
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which the manual labor of the people

supported in luxury a small governing

class? or shall some new source of

power, unknown to us, be opened, and

all mankind achieve patrician comfort

and luxury ?

Let us inquire what probable sources

of power remain. We employ that por

tion of the solar energy which has en

tered into the organization of the vege

table form of matter. This, however, is

but an insignificant fraction of the solar

forces which are radiated upon the earth.

A large portion of these forces is em

ployed in producing an endurable tem

perature. Again, they operate in lifting

vast masses of water-vapor from the

ocean, and -giving rise to that whole

succession of clouds, winds, rains and

streams so indispensable to mankind.

The tides and currents of the ocean pre

sent other vigorous displays of solar and

lunar energies. Here are forces which,

could they be employed, would prove

really inexhaustible, because constantly

renewed.

The wind. as yet, has not been ren

dered available as a powerful agent, and

its variable character will probably pre

vent its being ever extensively used,

though undoubtedly capable of far more

than is effected by the present rude

windmill.

Water, which, in its long progress

from the clouds to the sea, gives out

again those mighty energies used in lift

ing it from the sea to the clouds, is un

doubtedly a grand reservoir of power,

which has already been used to a con

siderable extent. Whether it may prove

possible to utilize the force of flowing

streams from their sources to the sea is

a question to be left to that future age

when, through coal exhaustion, such a

result may become desirable. That

there is great room for extension in this

direction no one can doubt. The tides

present a grand source of power, which,

however, is probably incapable of being

rendered useful. In the tidal wave re

sides an energy whose friction and back

ward drag are supposed by some to be

gradually destroying the diurnal rotation

of the earth. These are gross sources

of power, yet, unless they can be other

wise replaced, their unquestionably great

energy will need to be in some way util

ized by our coal-less successors.

Thus far in the history of mankind

the solar forces have kept the physical

world in operation, and supplied all those

various phases of power which have been

made available in mechanical production.

Nowhere can we find an exception to

this, for the work of man’s own hands is

as truly and almost as directly a conver

sion of solar forces as anything accom

plished by steam. The simple process

in this utilizing of the forces of the sun

beam consists in causing them to pass

through special channels ere they escape

into the air as sensible heat. Ordinarily,

radiant force is solely employed in heat

ing the earth and air, passing away as

atmospheric temperature. Vegetable life

retards this change and condenses the

radiant into latent force. This may be,

by combustion, changed into sensible

heat, or by another natural process may

enter into animal life, becoming the mus

cular force of animals. But by man’s

devices the heat of consumed vegetable

matter is transferred to water-vapor. It

next changes its form and becomes me

chanical motion, and finally passes away

as atmospheric heat. It is while pass

ing through this intermediate form of

mechanical motion that it does work for

man.

The portion of the solar energy thus

retained, however, is but an insignificant

fraction of the whole, by far the greater

portion of the sun’s radiance changing

directly into sensible heat of the atmo

sphere, or employing itself to raise the

temperature of the earth and sea. The

energy thus occupied is very great, as

we may perceive by its effect in the

evaporation of sea water and in the pro

duction of wind and currents. It be

comes, then, an important question, in

view of man’s possible needs in the

future, and also of present economy of

power, whether by any means this escape

of force can be retarded, and the flying

beams be chained down and forced to

aid man in the achievement of his count

less purposes.
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This intermediate employment of the

sunlight has been already attained in the

photographic process, the swift rays, as

they pass, painting our portraits with a

speed and fidelity that seem the work

of magic. Various other chemical changes

are effected by the direct action of sun

light; and who in this age of wonders

shall say that the sun has no marvels in

store for the time to come ?

The work of rendering the sunbeam

directly subservient to the moving of

machinery has not been neglected by our

eager savants, and a very promising

measure of success has been attained.

M. Mouchet, of Paris, has been for some

years experimenting, and in 1866 had

succeeded sufficiently to work a small

engine by the direct heat of the sun.

Ericsson, the eminent Swedish en

gineer, to whom we already owe the hot

air engine, has applied himself to this

branch of research with his usual energy

and success. He has constructed several

engines, in some of which he applies

the sun’s heat to the formation of steam,

while others are worked on the hot-air

principle. By aid of lenses and other

optical contrivances he has rendered

heat-concentration simple and inexpen

sive, and professes to collect the solar

beams with facility from acres of surface.

His success gives him the right to speak

with authority on the amount of this

force, and his researches enable him to

declare that the solar heat falling upon

a surface of ten feet square will, when

concentrated, evaporate four hundred and

eighty-nine cubic inches of water per

hour—a force exceeding that constituting

one horse power. Extending this cal

culation, he finds that the rays falling

on a Swedish square mile of surface will

supply sixty-four thousand eight hun

dred solar engines of one hundred horse

power each.

Of course this power is only available

in clear weather, but engineers have ex

pedients for the storage of force which

would enable them during the prevalence

of clear to prepare for cloudy weather.

Moreover, there are many portions of

the earth’s surface where perpetual sun

shine reigns, so that the field for the

constant employment of the solar engine

is a large one, and the energy thus ready

to be utilized immense and inexhaustible.

But the world now sees abundant

promise in other directions than that of

the solar forces. It is discovered that

we have reservoirs of force on our own

globe far surpassing in intensity, if not

in availability, aught that we receive from

the sun. In this direction the eyes of

investigators are now turned, with a

thorough understanding that if success

is once achieved, man will have a force

supply for his future needs which can

never fail while the earth remains.

In every atom of matter this force re

sides, known to us under the various

names of electricity, galvanism, magnet

ism, etc._its potency visible in nature in

the fearful forces of the lightning flash,

its intensity shown in the announcement

of Faraday that a single grain of water

can be made to evolve electricity suf

ficient to form a powerful flash of light

ning. It is but little over a century

since the scientific mind began to thor

oughly investigate these hidden sources

of power, and the results already attained

are neither few nor unimportant. We

may specialize the electric telegraph as

the most important of these—that mar

velous phenomenon of matter which en

ables us to project our thoughts with a

speed surpassing that of light. Another

grand branch of industry created by the

galvanic battery is that of electro-plating,

which has enabled many results to be

cheaply attained which could scarcely be

performed at all under old processes.

These, however, are but incidental

advantages in the line of electrical dis

covery, and have little bearing on the

question of rendering the battery a

source of mechanical force. Almost

numberless efforts have been made in

this direction, and important results fre

quently announced, only to be immedi

ately discredited. Already, however, the

possibility of producing an electro-motive

force is firmly established, several electro

magnetic machines having been invented

and successfully worked.

There are, however, two grand diffi

culties to be yet overcome—that of lack
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of economy, and that of the insufficient

amount of force produced. As the first

of these flows from the costlinesss of the

materials employed, and as new materials

are being constantly made available in the

battery, while old ones may at any mo

ment be more cheaply produced, the first

of these difficulties is far from insuper

able. The chief difficulty lies in the

second direction, no machine having yet

been worked much beyond a single

horse power. But it must be considered

that this art is yet in its infancy. The

significant fact is the production of mo

tion at all. That this motive force will

gradually be made more powerful no one

can doubt who is versed in the history

of mechanics. Great advance has been

already attained on the energy of the

original machines, and the path lies open

for a continued progress in both direc

tions of force and cheapness.

We must consider, too, the fact that

the science of electricity is yet young, and

that discoveries are constantly making

in it. Two very important discoveries

have been announced within a few years

past. One of these is the Wilde mag

neto-electric machine, which displays

an electrical energy far surpassing any

former achievement in this direction, and

which has produced light so intense as

to rival sunlight and affect photographic

paper much more powerfully than the

noontide beams. The other of these dis

coveries is the Holtz electrical machine,

which, by the employment of a slight

motive force, furnishes a constant flow

of frictional electricity utterly surprising

even to experienced electricians.

At what moment, then, may not some

of our busy investigators chance upon a

discovery in this growing science highly

adapted to the improvement of these

electro-motive machines? Such a dis

covery, for all that can be said to the

contrary, may be even now hidden be

hind some well-known electrical fact, at

any moment to reveal itself and revolu

tionize our force-producers.

The principle involved in these in

vestigations is not so distinct from that

of ordinary combustion as at first sight

appears. The force produced is in fact

Von. IV.— 33

as really the product of combustion as

that obtained from the burning of coal.

This oxidation, however, lacks the in

tense action of ordinary burning, and

presents a greater analogy to that slow

process of combustion known as decay.

In the one case the wood, in the other

the metal, combines with oxygen, yield

ing force, whose amount in either case

is found to be in direct proportion to the

amount of oxygen consumed. The chief

difference is, that in one case this force

takes the form of heat, in the other that

of electricity. But modern science is

far on the road to a demonstration that

these two are but different forms of one

force. If we burn a metal in oxygen

gas, an intense heat is given offi If the

same metal be oxidized in the battery,

very little heat, but a large amount of

electricity, appears. It scarcely needs

the connecting fact, that the electricity

can be directly converted into heat, to

prove that they are really two phases of

a single force contained in the combining

substances, the question whether heat

or electricity shall be developed being

governed by the apparatus of combustion

employed.

The force, then, being really the same

as that operant in our steam-engines, it

needs but a proper apparatus to render

it equally useful, the whole difficulty

turning upon the construction of such

an apparatus. And at once we perceive

two elements of advantage in this elec

trical force over our heat-engines. These

latter are restricted to the employment

of a limited range of fuel, which, as we

have seen, is liable to become extinct.

The battery, on the contrary, is capable

of burning a wide and increasing range

of substances utterly useless in ordinary

combustion and obtainable in unlimited

quantities. Again, the heat-engine is

necessarily wasteful of force. In the first

place, at least twenty-five per cent. of

the coal mined is in the useless form of

dust (though there is a furnace now con

structed which renders this dust perfectly

available for metallurgical purposes), and

of the heat of combustion only about

ten per cent., at most, is utilized, the re

maining ninety per cent. escaping from
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our most perfect engines. In the bat

tery, on the contrary, all the electricity

produced can be employed. It is strictly

confined on its wire conductors, and can

be made to exert its full energy upon any

machine to which it can be applied.

Though discovery now tends to ren

der useful more of the heat of carbonized

fuel, it will probably be a long time be

fore anything like this perfect utilization

is attained. Whatever be the result of

these efforts at motive forces, we have

seen sufficient to perceive that the world

need by no means despair in view of a

possible extinction of cheap combusti

bles, for, what with increased use of wa

ter power, with solar engines and mag

neto-electric machines, the future is at

least full of promise. We have reason

to believe that an easily controllable,

safe, inexpensive and sufficiently vigor

ous power is to be the moving force of

future civilization.

CHARLES Moa1-us.

A CATCH.

SUNG BY THE CLOWN IN THE INTERLUDE OF “NO FOOL LIKE AN OLD FOOL.”

NCE the head is gray

And the heart is dead,

There’s no more to do

Make the man a bed

Six feet under ground:

There he’ll slumber sound.

Golden was my hair,

And my heart did beat

To the viol’s voice

Like the dancers’ feet.

Not colder now his blood

Who died before the flood.

Fair, and fond, and false

Mother, wife and maid

Never lived a man

They have not betrayed!

None shall ’scape my mirth

But old Mother Earth.

Safely housed with her,

With no company

But my brother Worm,

Who will feed on me,

I shall slumber sound,

Deep down under ground.

R. H. STODDARD.
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BEYOND THE BREAKERS.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

WHAT THE CAPTAIN SAW ON THE SNO\V.

“ When deep sleep falleth upon men; in slumber

ings upon the bed: then God openeth the ears of men

and sealeth their instruction.“—JoB xxxiii. :4.

“ OU will come to see him, Mr.

Harper?”

“ Surely, my child. I did purpose to

call on Betty Carson this morning, but

that will do later.”

“ It will be such a kindness to us! I

don’t know what to think of father’s

state.”

It was Ellen Tyler who spoke. They

were sitting, on a bright, fresh morning,

toward the end of May, on Harper’s

woodbine-shaded porch.

“ What are the symptoms, Ellen?”

“ I’m afraid you’ll hardly believe me;

sir, they are so strange. I suppose he

must have dreams at night about that

awful boat-burning. Anyhow, we can’t

let him sleep without locking the door :

he told us to do it himself. The reason

was, he had got up two or three times in

the middle of the night and rushed out

into the yard, as if the house was on fire.

Last night I heard a noise in his room:

he had raised the window and was try

ing to undo the shutters. When I ran

in and did my best to wake him, he

cried out: ’Quick, quick, Nelly! Don’t

you see the flames?’ Oh, Mr. Harper,

only think if he had jumped out! You

know our house stands on the edge of

the steep bank, and he would have gone

down, eighteen or twenty feet, into the

mill-race. I never was so frightened in

all my life.”

“I am glad you came to me, dear

child.”

“ I wouldn’t have troubled you indeed,

sir, if I had thought I could manage it

myself.

comes to see father, though we don’t

belong to his church; but he’s at Mount '

Sharon this week. ’Seems to me father

has something on his mind that vexes

him; and then—oh I’m sure he thinks

Preacher Larrabee sometimes ‘

he’s going to die. You’re such a good

man, Mr. Harper, and I know you can

do him good.”

He smiled and laid his hand kindly

on her head. “ Wait here,” he said:

“ I’ll go with you.”

In an adjoining paddock was Trooper

comfortably browsing. I-Iis master en

ticed him, with a tempting ear of corn,

into the stable, harnessed him to the

ancient gig and drove round to the front

gate.

“ Come, my child,” he called to Ellen.

“ Mr. Harper,” the girl said as she

came up, “ let me walk home. I’d rather

father should think you came to see him

accidentally.”

“What’s that you’ve been buying in

the village ?”

“ Some stuff to make a soft cushion for

father’s arm-chair.”

“ Get in, then. I picked you up re

turning home. I’ll tell him so.”

The good man was quite unprepared

for the sad change in Tyler’s appearance,

but evincing no surprise, he conversed

a while on commonplaces, and then said :

“Your daughter tells me you haven’t quite

got over that terrible accident. You must

have passed through scenes such as few

men have witnessed.”

“ That’s a truer word than you think

for, Mr. Harper. Nelly dear, I want to

have a good talk with the minister, and

maybe he’ll stay and take a bite of dinner

with us. Nell brags on her strawberries,

Mr. Harper—Hovey seedlings, I think

she calls them: her sparrowgrass is

pretty much over, but her peas are in

their prime—”

“ Strawberries and peas are too great

l a temptation. I’ll stay and see what

, sort of gardener Nelly is.”

“ Now, Nell,” said her father, “ put

your best foot foremost ;” and the girl,

delighted, ran off on her mission. “I

didn’t want the lassie to hear what I’ve

got to tell : she has trouble enough

, already. I’ve had a call, Mr. Harper.”
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" A call ?”

“A notice that I’m not long for this

world.”

“ Tell me about it.”

Tyler related the story of his escape,

the vision he had during his trance be

neath the waters of Lake Erie, and the

numerous and minute coincidences be

tween what he dreamed and what actually

happened at the time in his mill-yard at

home. Then he added: “I dare say

you can’t believe it, Mr. Harper, and I

won’t think a bit hard of it if you say so.

Sometimes I think I don’t more than

half believe it myself.”

“A single year ago,” replied the min

ister, *-I might have acted the Sadducee

in such a matter: but I have had a

strange experience since. Last autumn

my Methodist friend, Mr. Larrabee—and

he is a pious and truthful man—told me

a story just as wonderful as that. But

you said that you had had some notice

that you were soon to die. How was

that ?”

**Wasn’t that vision notice enough ?”

“I must tell you Mr. Larrabee’s

story, Tyler, and then you can judge for

yourself.”

He did; and afterward, at Tyler’s

earnest request, wrote it out for him, as

follows :

THE METHODIST PREACI-IER’S’STORY.

During the early years of the present

century, Captain John Pintard, then a

young, unmarried man, was master and

part owner of a small schooner belong

ing to Shrewshury, New Jersey, and

trading between New York and Virginia.

On one occasion, during the month

of January, returning from Norfolk laden

with oysters, the vessel was driven on

shore, by stress of weather, between Cape

May and Great Egg Harbor. The cap

tain and crew succeeded, by strenuous

exertions, in reaching the land, much

exhausted, however, by exposure, espe

cially the captain, who had been at the

helm for nearly twelve consecutive hours.

By this time it was quite dark.

The spot where they got on shore

being only about forty miles from where

Captain Pintard lived, he was familiar

 
with the neighborhood, and knew that

there was a tavern about a mile distant.

He pointed out the direction to his men,

and through a dismal tempest of snow

and sleet they commenced their journey

toward it.

The captain took the lead, but thor

oughly chilled as well as exhausted by

his long vigil and exposure to the bitter

cold, he had not proceeded far before he

felt creeping over him that overpowering

torpor which to the wintry traveler has

so often been the precursor of death.

He knew his danger and sought to shake

otT the lethargic feeling. In vain. He

threw himself on the snow, and bade his

men hurry on to the tavern and send

back assistance. At first the brave fel

lows refused to do so. Two of them

sought to drag him along, but after a

time, warned by approaching drowsiness

in themselves, they became convinced

that his safety as well as theirs required

. that for the time he should be abandoned.

His sensations when they left him he

ever after described as soothing and

pleasurable. He felt as one enjoying

the luxury of a comfortable bed, and

was soon wholly insensible to cold and

tempest.

The next thing he remembered was

that he seemed to be getting over the

fence on the back part of the lot on

which stood his mother’s house. He

saw the door open and his mother, sister

and aunt Nancy come out toward the

well. The aunt went in front, carrying

a lantern; his mother followed with a

pail in her hand, and as she approached

the well, a sudden gust of wind blew off

her hood. “What a terrible night!”

he then heard her say: “ it blows a hur

ricane. Pray God my poor boy be not

out in it !”

“ Oh no,” replied the aunt: “ even if

he was off the coast, he must have seen

it coming on arid made for some harbor.”

The captain was very anxious to speak

to them and assure them of his safety,

but the first attempt failed, and before

he could renew it, mother, sister, aunt

and his paternal home all faded away,

and he felt sudden and excruciating pain.

Next he became sensible of voices
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around him. At last he distinguished

the words, “He’s comin’ to: rub away,

boys! Captain John’s good for many a

year yet.” He recognized the voice as

that of a pilot with whom he was well

acquainted. “Can I be at the -old

tavern?” he thought. After a time he

opened his eyes, and they met those of

the pilot looking at him. This latter

was a jovial old fellow, but somewhat

profane withal: the captain and he had

often been boon companions.

“Halloa, Captain John!” he cried.

“ Come back, eh ?” The reviving man

tried to speak, but could not. “I say,

old fellow,” continued the other, “ been

on a cruise down below? Seen’ Old

Davy there? What’s the news from

hell anyhow, Captain John ?”

A second strenuous effort to articulate

was more successful than the first, and

the captain, catching his old companion’s

tone, replied: “I heard there was a

great demand for pilots there.”

The retort caused a roar of laughter

from all present, and none joined in it

more heartily than the object of the

joke.

The men, it seems, having safely

reached the tavern, had instantly des- _

patched aid to bring in the inanimate

body of the captain. The usual restora

tives had been employed for some time '

. me to do; but, with God’s help, mother,

I will.”

in vain—at last successfully. After a

few hours’ sleep the sufferer was com

paratively well. When he awoke next

morning, the strange dream he had had

during his trance recurred to his memory

with all the vividness ofa real occurrence.

He could scarcely persuade himself he

had not actually been at home and seen

his relatives and heard their conversation.

Pondering over this matter, his impa

tience became so great that he bade his

first mate look to the condition of the

schooner; and then, hiring a convey

ance, he set out for his mother’s house

to have his doubts solved.

The old lady’s joy at sight of her son

was great, and to the bad news he

brought she replied cheerily: “ God

will give you the means to buy another

schooner. He didn’t forsake you when

you lay in that trance on the snow.”

 “ Mother,” said the captain, “ did you

go out to the well, last night, late ?”

“ Yes, my son. Why do you ask ?”

“ Tell me what happened, but try to

remember everything you said and did,

no matter whether it was important or

not. Was any one with you ?”

The old lady reflected: “ Yes, Nancy

was with me, and your sister. It was

pitch-dark, and Nancy carried a lantern.

I remember, too, the wind was very

strong and blew off my hood. I thought

I should have lost it.”

“ Did you say anything, mother?”

“ Yes. I prayed God you might not

be out in such a fearful night.”

“ And I,” said Nancy, “ told her I was

sure you must have seen it come on and

made for some port or other.”

The captain sat deep in thought.

“ I’ve been very wicked, mother,” he

said at last. “ My first word, when I

woke from that trance, was a profane

jest. But I did not know, then, lmw

merciful He had been. He showed me

last night that I had an immortal soul.

While my body lay on the snow He

brought my spirit here, home to you. I

saw you and Aunt Nancy and sister

come out to the well: I saw your hood

blow off: I heard every word you said.

I have been a wicked, careless sinner:

I’ve never sought religion, as you wished

His mother, a devout Methodist, was

delighted. Her son kept his word. He

became a noted member of the Meth

odist Church, and a constant frequenter

of prayer and exhortation meetings. At

these latter it was frequently his habit

to relate, as the most remarkable inci

dent in his religious experience, the

story of his trance on the wintry snow

and his spirit’s visit to the maternal

home.

When Mr. Harper had told the miller

the above story, in substance as here set

down, the latter asked: “ But do you

think it can be depended on? It must

be nearly fifty years since it happened.”

“I like to follow up such things,”

said Mr. Harper. “ Last winter, as I
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was going to New York, Mr. Larrabee

gave me a letter that put me on the

track. Captain Pintard, I found, had

been dead a good many years, but his

widow, Mrs. Phoebe Pintard, a hale,

hearty old dame, confirmed to me all the

main incidents. I found a niece, also,

Mrs. Maria Douglass, of Middletown,

New Jersey, who had heard the partic

ulars, more than once, from her uncle

himself; and she, after reading the story

just as l have it, allowed me to use her

name in attestation of its truth.”

This set Nelson Tyler to thinking.

“ How long did the captain live after

that vision?” he asked.

“ Over thirty years.”

A deep sigh of relief attested the mill

er’s satisfaction. That little fact out

weighed, with him, the longest philo

sophical argument. “ But it’s all very

strange,” he said at last.

“ Very strange, yes. We are fear

fully and wonderfully made. Yet I see

nothing unlikely in it. Skeptics and

scoffers are increasing among us, and

God may choose this method of helping

our unbelief. You were very near death,

Mr. Tyler. Your spirit may have been

asserting its independent existence a

little in advance, and borrowing of the

near Future one of the faculties to which

it is born heir. I do think you have

been favored by witnessing one of those

experimental proofs—rare and precious

—that confirm to us the soul’s immor

tality—one of those inestimable phe

nomena, the character of which enables

us to solve, by crucial test, the divine

problem ofa world to come.”‘

" I agree with good Mr. Harper as to the import

ance and the need of such experimental proof. Many

excellent persons, pious and strictly nursed in faith,

have been overtaken by Giant Despair and led captive

to Doubting Castle. In the rectory of Epworth, oc

cupied a century and a half ago by Samuel Wesley,

father of John, the founder of Methodism, there oc

curred at that time certain strange physical disturb

ances which the family found it impossible to refer ex

cept to an ultramundane source. Emily, the eldest

sister of John, narrating these in a letter to her broth

er, wrote: “ I am so far from being superstitious that

I was too much inclined to infidelity; so that I heart

ily rejoice at having such an opportunity of convincing

myself past doubt or scruple of the existence of some

beings besides those we see.“—1lIemoirs of the lVes

ley Family,” by ADAM CLARKE, LL.D., F. A. S.,

voL i., p. 270.

 “It set me thinking about that more

than I had ever done before,” said the

miller.

Ellen came to announce dinner. The

sight of the peas and strawberries proved

a pleasant diversion from the greater

mysteries of Nature they had been con

templating; and when the good pastor

remounted his gig his young hostess said

to herself, “ How much more cheerful

father is! I haven’t seen him look so

like himself since the day he came back

from that awful journey.”

In the evening, all motive for conceal

ment being now done away, the miller

related to his wondering daughter both

his own experience and that of the Jer

sey captain. As in the father’s case, so

in Ellen’s—the effect was to quicken

religious sentiment and bring home more

vivid convictions touching the reality of

a future state.

Up to this time, Nelson Tyler, though

he usually attended divine service, had

not been a “professor,” but on the week

following be and Ellen joined Mr.

Harper’s church.

Mr. Harper, meanwhile, revolving in

his mind what he had just heard, drove

slowly back to Chiskauga and stopped

at Betty Carson’s door.

Betty was a little out of sorts. A

new washerwoman, Nance Coombs, had

taken off some of her customers. This

was due to the exertions of Mrs. Wolf

gang, who had resented the tone Betty

assumed in defence of Celia and her

parents. The villagers were beginning

to take sides on the Pembroke and

Ethelridge controversy, and the contest

promised to wax warm. Betty spoke to

Mr. Harper of the great kindness Mr.

and Mrs. Pembroke had shown her.

“ And then I was always such a favorite

with little Miss Celia: she was a jewel

of a baby, sir. And Mr. Pembroke, he

set store by me. One day he made me

write my name to a paper of his—for a

witness, I think he said.”

“ Why, Betty,” said Harper, smiling,

“I knew you could read, but I didn’t

suppose you could write too.”

“Just me name, sir. He was a rale
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kind man—was my husband—afore he

took to drink. He was a good scribe,

too; and he used to set me a copy—

Betty Carson—till I could write it most

as nice as himself.”

Mr. Harper did not think of asking

Betty what sort of paper it was she

witnessed.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

'THE mra.

THERE was a Mite at Mrs. Hartland’s.

When a village has two clergymen, it

is fortunate if they happen to be friends.

As the Methodists of our little village

did not feel able to support a resident

pastor, Mr. Larrabee preached on alter

nate Sundays at Mount Sharon (the

county-seat) and at Chiskauga. He and

Mr. Harper being on the best terms,

their respective congregations were wont

to act in harmony.

There was a ladies’ sewing society,

for example, composed of Presbyterians,

Methodists, and persons who were neith

er, the members of which had several

times helped to eke out Mr. Larrabee’s

scanty salary by contributions, in labor

or in money, to the comfort of his fam

ily. Just at this time, the Presbyterians

having purchased a cabinet organ, on

which a hundred dollars was still due,

the society held weekly “ Mites,” as they

were called, at which each person con

tributed ten cents or more toward the

liquidation of the deficiency. Mr. Har

per, Mr. Larrabee, Mr. Hartland while

he lived, Mr. Sydenham and others had

a standing invitation to these meetings,

and while the ladies plied their needles

one or other of these gentlemen often

read or spoke to them.

About six weeks after Hartland’s death

his widow offered the society the use of

her spacious parlors during the afternoon

for one of its weekly assemblies, and

Sydenham agreed to attend. He found

some fifty or sixty ladies.

and Celia, busy at school, were not of the

number: they were working, just then,

under considerable discouragement, near

ly one-fourth of their pupils having been

withdrawn. '

But Ellinor .

 

Sydenham read to the society from

the life of Oberlin, the Alsatian philan

thropist and benevolent pastor of Ban

de-la-Roche. Adverting to the effects

of his fifty years’ labor of love among a

primitive people, he reminded his au

ditors how, by public instruction, whole

communities may advance in civilization.

Then, in few words, he took occasion to

commend the Chiskauga Institute. It

was managed, he remarked, by two la

dies of rare qualifications and admirable

judgment, and ought to have a hearty

and united support. “I have visited

schools and colleges,” he went on, “ in

many of our States, and in most of the

kingdoms of Europe, and I know that

this institution compares favorably with

the best of its class. Few villages in

any country are as fortunate as we in the

matter of teachers. I have heard with

regret,” he added, after a pause, “ that

idle or ill-disposed persons among us have

circulated mischievous stories regarding

these teachers—stories that are either

irrelevant or without any foundation

whatever. So far as these tend to im

pair the usefulness of public function

aries, it is a war against the best inter

ests of the place—an unprincipled war,

too. One of these young ladies has spent

her entire life among us. Blameless

you well know that life to have been.

Against her it is alleged that she is an

illegitimate child, and as such should not

be countenanced. If that were the fact,

it would be a most cruel injustice to visit

such a misfortune on the innocent. But

it is not true. Miss Pembroke is as

strictly legitimate as any one to whom I

have now the pleasure of speaking.

“ As to the other lady in question, I

happen to know that of which we must

charitably suppose her detractors to be

ignorant. The reverse of fortune which

caused Miss Ethelridge to seek a home

among us resulted from no misconduct

of hers. The manner in which she has

borne it, the courage and ability with

which she has maintained herself, and

the good she has done us, are above all

praise: they entitle her to esteem and

honor. Her conduct ought to obtain for

her—will obtain for her among all just
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and well-disposed persons —protection

and encouragement. I should not,” he

subjoined in a quieter tone, “ have taken

up your time with these remarks if I did

not feel that the reports to which I have

alluded are an injury not only to those

who disgrace themselves by retailing

them, but to all of us and to our children.

Will you allow me to recommend, ladies,

that you meet them with a demand for

proof, which you will find is not forth

coming ?”

Sydenham left soon after speaking,

and the circle gradually thinned till fif

teen or twenty only remained; among

them, Mrs. Wolfgang, Mrs. Creighton,

Leoline, and our friend Norah, who had

joined the society oh Leoline’s invita

tion, and who proved to be as deft at

needlework as skillful in butter-making.

The ladies naturally dropped into talk

on what Mr. Sydenham had been saying.

At first the opinions expressed were fa

vorable. That roused Mrs. Wolfgang,

whose countenance had been gradually

darkening at each successive commenda

tion of the school and its teachers. “ For

her part,” she broke out at last, “ she

thought there ought to be a line drawn

between morality and immorality. What

did they know about Miss Ethelridge,

except that Mr. Creighton had been ac

quainted with her before she turned up

here? She knew, for the postmaster had

told her, that letters in Mr. Creighton’s

handwriting had come to the lady year

after year. Was she engaged to him?

She ought to be. But it didn’t look

like it: she went about with other men.

Was that to be called decent behavior?

She held her head high enough, as any

hussy might. What of that? She had

relations, no doubt, yet not one of them

took the least notice of her: she never

heard of a letter coming to her in a

lady’s handwriting. It was all very well

for Mr. Sydenham to say there was

nothing wrong. If there was nothing

wrong, why didn’t he let them know all

about it? A bad sign when things

won’t bear the light! And if he didn’t

know any more about her than he seem

ed to know about Celia Pembroke, she

(Mrs. Wolfgang) wouldn’t give much

 for his opinion. S/ze knew, if Mr. Syd

enham didn’t, that the girl’s mother nev

er was' legally married: she had seen

letters from the father to Mr. Cranstoun,

confessing it. Wasn’t that proof? Others

might send their children to the daugh

ter of a kept mistress if they liked: she

had too much self-respect, and too much

regard to the morals and the reputation

of her poor innocent girls, to trust them

in the hands of any such creature. ‘Like

father, like son,’ was a good old proverb,

and it applied just as much to daughters

as to sons. Then, too, what were they

to think of an offence so scandalous that

it needed downright lies to support it?

If the child of a man’s mistress wasn’t a

bastard, she’d like to know what a bas

tard was ?”

Leoline, our readers may remember,

had said to Celia, as they were return

ing from Grangula’s Mount after the

public speaking, that if she was “hard

put to it” she thought she could make a

speech herself. She was hard put to it

now. While Mrs. Wolfgang was abus

ing Celia and Ellinor she had sat still,

choking down her indignation, calling to

mind her father’s warning to Mademoi

selle Murat, taking stitches each long

enough for two, and curbing with all her

might her eagerness to retort. She

would have succeeded—for the girl,with

all her impulsive warmth, had a good deal

of self-control when occasion called for

it—she would have succeeded in keeping

silence, but for the last hit, the imputa

tion against her father. That was the

drop too much. She started involun

tarily to her feet, dropping her needle

and crushing in her left hand the gar

ment she had been sewing.

“ Mrs. Wolfgang,” she burst forth,

“ you called papa a liar.” Then she

stopped, trembling from head to foot

and struggling desperately for compos

ure. “ You called him so because he

said dear Celia was a legitimate child.

Yesterday I asked papa to show me the

law. I saw it: I read it. It said that

even if a marriage is not legal, the chil

dren shall be legitimate. Mrs. Pem

broke’s marriage was not legal, but Celia

Pembroke is legitimate. The law of the
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land—the authority next to God’s—says

she is. Who knows best—the law or

Mrs. Wolfgang? Who is the liar now,

and what is the liar’s portion?” Here

she checked herself. “ That mayn’t be

just. Perhaps she knows no better: it

may be sheer ignorance, but ignorant

people ought to hold their tongues. And

this is the woman that wants somebody

to tell her all about Miss Ethelridge

from the time she was a baby in long

clothes, so that her wisdom may en

lighten us, and we may get to know

whether it’s quite safe and proper for us

to countenance our teacher! She wants

to sit in judgment on Ellinor Ethelridge,

and settle who may write letters to her

and who may not! Why, nobody can

look for an instant at the two faces with

out seeing which is the scold and which

the Christian and the lady. I want to

know what good Mrs. Wolfgang has

ever done among us to entitle her to be

judge and ruler? Has she lifted her

finger to help on the education of the

place? Has she entered the walls of

the school she’s been trying to ruin?

Never since I’ve been a pupil there.

What has she ever done for Chiskauga?

Nothing that I know of, except to back

bite the best people in it, and set her

neighbors by the ears. Christ tells us

that the peace-makers shall be called the

children of God: I wonder whosé child

Mrs. Wolfgang ought to be called ?‘ I

know I’d as soon have a viper in my

house. No wonder good Madame Mey

rac turned her out of doors. Poor Celia,

poor Ellinor !—to fall into such merciless

hands as hers!”

I-Iere Leoline broke down for a mo

ment, bursting into tears. But she

dashed them indignantly away, and turn

ed from Mrs. Wolfgang to the other

members: “ I’m ashamed of myself, and

I’m so glad papa wasn’t here to hear me!

I know I oughtn’t to have spoken as I

did before ladies so much older than I.

I hope you’ll forgive me. I never could

stand injustice and cruelty; but I’m

very, very sorry I spoke at all : I wish

somebody else had done it.”

Before she could say more, Mrs.

Creighton crossed over, took her in her

 
arms and kissed her. “ You’re a brave,

generous girl,” the old lady said; “ but

when you’ve been a few years longer in

the world, you’ll find out that it’s not a

bit worth while to vex and agitate one’s

self so about bitter tongues. Get your

hat and parasol and come with me.

You’re a darling, if you did ’speak out

in meeting,’ like the old woman that

didn’t intend it.”

For the moment Mrs. Wolfgang had

been fairly cowed into silence by Leo

line’s im etuous char 7e u on her, but'
p s p

as they went out her voice was heard—

in an undertone, however — denouncing

the insolence of upstart misses.

CHApTER XL.

THROUGH A KEYHOLE.

WHEN Norah returned from the Mite,

she had just time to prepare supper be

fore Terence came in from the farm.

At table she told him all that had passed,

and she observed that it made him very

grave. When the dishes were washed and

the children out at play, Terence said,

“ An’ couldn’t I tell Mister Sydenham

mor’n he knows about Miss Ethelridge ?”

“ An’ how did ye come to know any

thing about a lady like that ?”

“Sure, an’ wasn’t I Cap’n Halloran’s

groom in the ould country, and didn’t

she come to his rooms, and didn’t I see

her there ?”

“ Did she know ye, Teddy, when ye

took Derry and Cathy to school ?”

“ Sorra bit. I guess she’d a knowed

me fast enough when I. was behind the

bar, and didn’t wear no burd nor mus

tashes. But me that’s a rough fellow

now, with me face all hairy, and a farm

er’s coat on—that’s another thing. Ye

ought to ha’ seen me in them days, in the

captain’s curricle, wi’ them black-legged

bays, and a heap finer dress than the

captain’s own. I wouldn’t have had to

coort ye nothin’ like as hard as I did.

Ye’d have took to me right off, Norah,

and jist dropped into me arms.”

“I expec’ ye thought, them times, wi’

the lace on yer coat and on yer hat, and

yer shiny, white-top boots, that it was
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the iris’ lace to ask ’ou and not on ' was the groom.
g p ). I =

I mver could abide lthem. Set ye up!

impudence, and I wouldn’t have had sich

a stuck-up fellow to save him. But what

did ye know about Miss Ethelridge ?”

“It isn’t Miss Ethelridge—it’s Miss

Talbot.”

“ Well, Miss Talbot, then. Was it

good or bad ye knowed about her ?”

“ It was bad I knowed o’ the master,

and good I knowed about her. She’s a

trump—she is. The captain wanted to

have his wicked will of her, but she was

too many for him.”

“I’d tell Mr. Sydenham about it ef I

was you, Teddy.”

“ I’ll do it, this blessed night. Haven’t

ye got some butter for Miss Leoline ?”

“ An’ isn’t there two pounds and a

half good, that I churned jist afore I

went to that Mite ?”

It was put up with scrupulous care,

Pennsylvania-fashion, in a snow-white

napkin, the produce of Norah’s own

spinning and weaving and bleaching in

her maiden days. With the basket on

his arm Terence trudged to Rosebank.

When Sydenham admitted him to his

study he was somewhat embarrassed:

“I dunno’ ef it’s the right thing for

me to be troublin‘ ye, Mister Sydenham.

But I hearn they were speaking ill o’

the schoolmistress, and—and I knowed

somethin’ about her myself in the ould

country.”

“ Get yourself a chair, Terence. I

take an interest in anything that relates

to Miss Ethelridge.”

“Thankee, sir; that’s just what No

rah tould me.”

“ What did you know of her ?”

“ Ye see, Mister Sydenham, me ould

faither had a shealin’ and a bit garden

spot on Squire Halloran’s place: that

was in Connaught. The Squire, he had

lots and lots of land, and he had a son

that was a cap’n in the army. He was

a- wild young man, was master; but I

didn’t never think he’d have been half as

bad as he got to be ef it hadn’t been for

a divil of a black-coated Frenchman that

put him up to all sorts o’ tricks. The

fellow was the cap’n’s jintleman, that

waited on him and dressed him ; and I

 

I hated that French

man. His name was Vealmong, but I

think they spelled it Vileman; and he

was jist right named at that.”

“ Were you staying in London ?”

“Near St. James’—yes. I think it

was through the Frenchman somehow

on a race-course maybe—that the cap’n

got acquainted with a jintleman that cut

a great dash and was a’most as wild as

master was—Sir Charles Cunningem,

they called him. One day me and the

master went to his house and took two

ladies a-drivin’ in the Park : one of them

was Lady Cunningem, and the other was

Miss Talbot: I think she was a cousin

to Sir Charles. I had a good look at

them thin; and though it was mor’n a

year and a half after that, I knowed Miss

Talbot in a minnit when the‘cap’n

brought her one evenin’ to his rooms.”

“ Miss Talbot ?”

“That’s Miss Ethelridge. She look

ed bewildered-like, as if she didn’t know

where she was or what she was doin’;

and master, he hurried her into the par

lor a’most afore we had time to see

her. Then he came out and sent the

Frenchman off on an errand. Thinks I,

there’s some rascality on hand; and I

slipped into the cap’n’s bed-room, that

was next to the parlor, wi’ a door be

tween. I locked the door— the lock

went very easy—for fear he might come

in on me, and I got sight o’ them through

the keyhole. I ain’t no eavesdropper,

Mister Sydenham, nor niver was: I’d

scorn sich a meanness; but I knowed it

wasn’t fair play they was after, and I

knowed that Vealmong must be at the

bottom of it; an’ sure enough he was.

An’ I kep’ a-thinkin’ a young thing like

that ought to have a chance, ef so be

they had set some of their divil’s traps

for her.”

“You’re a good fellow, Terence.”

“ Sure, an’ ef it had been me own sis

ter wouldn’tI have gone down on me

knees to anybody that would ’ave gi’n

her a helpin’ hand ?”

“ But what happened ?”

“ It was sort o’ curious, Mister Syd

enham. I niver jist understood it.

Seemed she wasn’t herself at first : she
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looked stupid-like. It came across me

maybe he’d had her somewhere to get

soda water or ice cream, or somethin’,

and drugged it: there wasn’t no wicked

ness that Frenchman couldn’t put a man

up to. Any way, for a while she didn’t

hardly look able to speak. The cap’n,

he put his hands up to her, but she kep’

him off all she could. At last, says she:

l Cap’n Halloran, ef ye keep me from

goin’ back to me cousin’s, I’ll alarm the

house !’ Says he, ’ Me sarvants is too

well trained for that: they niver come

till I ring the bell !’ With that she

made a spring at the bell-rope, but the

cap’n, he was too quick for her. He got

her be the hands and forced her back.”

“ Is such villainy possible?” broke in

Sydenham.

“ Indade, an’ it is,” resumed the

other: “it’s every word as true as the

blessed Gospel. The cap’n, he says to

her then, ‘Ye can niver go home no

more. Ye came here wi’ me alone and

o’ yer own accord.’ ”

“ ’ O’ me own accord?’ says she. ‘O’

me own accord ? How dar’ ye say that?’

“ ’ Me sarvants saw ye come in,’ says

he, as cool as ye like: ’I can get them

to witness that no force was used. Ye’re

disgraced for ever. Ye’ve played me

fast and loose, Miss Talbot, long enough:

ye’re in me power now. But I’m a jin

tleman. I’ll send for another clergy

man, ef ye’ll promise not for to go to

insult him, like ye did the last I got ye.’

The poor thing sunk down on a sofa,

and I couldn’t hear what she said. But

it sort o’ stirred him up, and says he:

‘It’s yer only chance to go from here

an honest woman.’ With that she sprung

up and looked all round her like a wild

thing. ’ Ye needn’t look,’ says he: ’the

door’s locked.’ And thin he sprung to

the chamber door and tried it. ‘ Lucky !’

said he: ’that’s locked too.’ She ran

to the window, but he snapped the spring

over it, and that was so high it was out

of her reach. Then she seemed like she

gi’n it up, walkin’ away, slow and des

perate—like, to the fire-place. There, on

the mantelpiece, bless the luck ! was

lyin’ a dirk—the prettiest little thing ye

ever seed, Mr. Sydenham—”

 

“ Thank God !” his auditor ejaculated.

“ It was in a blue velvet sheath, and

when the cap’n went on some o’ his

wild sprees o’ nights he mostly took it

along. She had it in her hand in a mo

ment : I seed the blade flash in the light.

Then she was as quiet as if she’d bin in

her own drawin’-room. It was grand to

see, Mr. Sydenham. The cap’n, he was

a-goin’ up to her, but I think she scared

him—and he wasn’t no coward, naither.

She didn’t say a single word, but she

raised her arm as steady as if it had

been a fan she was holdin’; and I guess

he saw in her eyes what would come

next. Anyhow, he started back, and

says he: ’For God’s sake, Miss Tal

bot!’ She jist lowered the dirk a little,

and says she, soft-like, as if she’d been

a-speakin’ to some nice young man at a

party: ’ For your sake, Cap’n Halloran.

I don’t think yer soul’s ready to appear

afore its Maker; but it might ha’ bin

there by this ef ye’d come one step

nearer. Ye expect a life o’ pleasure, I

suppose, and ye wouldn’t like to have it

cut short to-night. Take care !’ Mr.

Sydenham, I never heerd soft words cut

so since me mother bore me. Thin I

saw her touch the point of the dirk, and

there was blood on her finger when she

drew it away. But she sort o’ laughed,

and she said to him, jist as easy as if

she’d been talkin’ uv his white vest:

‘ It’s lucky the gallants, now-a-days, don’t

wear no shirts o’ mail anaith their doub

lets. Nothin’ less’ll turn that edge.’

Ye better believe, Mr. Sydenham, she

had made him feel it was dead earnest.”

“ Well ?” cried Sydenham, as Terence

paused in his story.

“I saw the cap’n was a’most at his

wits’ end. He walked back and forth,

and I heard him cussin’ to hisself. One

time, when he came close to the door I

was at, he said somethin’ about taming

wild birds in a cage. Then he made for

the other door to unlock it. And didn’t

I make tracks for the street door, to be

ready for him? When he came along,

says he: ‘Teddy, don’t let nobody in

but Vealmong, ef ye vally yer place.’

Then he turned as he was goin’ out and

says he to me: ’That poor lady in the
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parlor is clane out of her mind. I’m

goin’ for the doctor. Nobody must go

near her or say a word to her. She’s

dangerous when she gits in them fits.’

“I waited till I knowed he must be

out o’ sight, and thin I jist quietly un

locked the bed-room door. She was

standin’ a-gazin’ at the fire ; and says I,

’ Miss Talbot, ef so be ye want to go to

yer own folks, it’s me that’ll help ye

away.’ Oh, Mr. Sydenham, I niver was

so beshamed in all me life. The poor,

sweet cratur went down on her knees to -

me, that wasn’t nothin’ mor’n a sarvant,

and jined her hands, and the tears was

in her eyes; and when she said, ’God

bless ye l’ I ’most cried meself. But it

wasn’t no time for cryin’, for the cap’n,

he might come back any minit. So I

took her down the back stairs and let

her out at the sarvants’ door, and says I :

‘An’ is it a cab ye’d be needin’, miss?’

for I wanted to see her safe out of his

sight. But says she, ‘Ye mustn’t go

for a cab. Ye may be missed, and I

don’t want nobody to lose his place for

me. I’ll find my way.’ She made me

take a sovereign from her, and I watched

her all the way down the street; but

she didn’t take the road to Sir Charles’,

and I hearn she never got there.”

“ Did the captain,” asked Sydenham,

“ suspect that you had let Miss Talbot

out ?”

“Jist at first—yes. I-Ie axed, as mad

as fire, ‘Who went and unlocked that

bed-room door ?’

“ ’The Divil, he knows,’ says I. And

sure that wasn’t no lie, Mr. Sydenham,

for there’s not a bit o’ doubt he was

helpin’ the cap’n and knowed all about

it. But master, he looked hard at me,

and says he, ’ I’m thinkin’ there’s some

body else knows it, forbye the Divil.’

M True for you, cap’n,’ says I ; ’for

the lady must ha’ knowed it too. May

be she pried the door open wi’ a knife or

somethin’ ?’ The cap’n, he gin a look at

the mantel, and there was no dirk there;

and thin he went to the door and shot

the bolt, and looked at it keerfully.

“ ‘ By God,’ said he, ’ it’s true! She’s

the divil.’

u Now ye see, Mr. Sydenham, jist as

 

' he had heard. Poor Ellinor!

soon as I‘d let the lady out, I went up

to the bed-room, an’ I took a strong,

sharp knife, and I dented and scratched

the door-bolt till a man would ha' sworn

somebody had been tamperin’ wi’ the

thing. And that was the way the cap’n,

he got chated. But two days after, when

I hearn the poor young cratur was lost,

I couldn’t nohow keep me tongue in me

head afore that Vealmong, an’ I tould

him to his face it was him that was the

head divil o’ the whole villainy. An‘ he

was hoppin’ mad, and got the cap’n to

pay me off. But the black varmint did

_ me a good turn, for all, for I might ha’

stayed in the ould country an’ slaved

till me fingers was worn to the stumps

an’ me bones was old and stiff, and niver

had no sich lovely place to live in, nor

no sich nice jintleman to work for as

jist yerself, Mr. Sydenham.”

“You’ve been to Blarney Castle,

haven’t you, Terence?” asked Syden

ham, smiling.

“An’ is it at the Blarney-stone ye

think I larnt to tell the truth, Mr. Syd

enham? Sure, I niver was in county

Cork, at all, at all. An’, Mr. Sydenham,

don’t ye think yerself that’s a lovely

place, wi’ the graveyard quite convanient,

and all the white marble shinin’ through

the trees up there, and the waterfall

singin’ a‘most like the sea, and the creek

for Derry to sail his boat on? And

thin, doesn’t the whole country-side know

what a jintleman ye are, Mr. Sydenham,

and all that ye’ve done for them as needs

it, Mr. Sydenham—let alone them as

doesn’t? That’s naither new nor strange.”

“ Well, you shall have it your own

way,” said Sydenham, laughing. “I’m

glad you like the place, and I’m well sat

isfied with the way you manage it. As

for Norah’s butter, it can’t be surpassed.”

“ Thin, if ye’re continted, so is me and

Norah; and I hope we’ll live long to

serve yer honor and Miss Leoline.”

“It would have been a pity and a

shame,” thought Sydenham, as Terence

took his leave, “if that fine young fel

low had died in a prison.” Then his

thoughts reverted to the strange story

Brave

Ellinor l
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Later in the evening, another visitor

came— Mr. Harper—to see Sydenham

as Celia’s guardian. He had been to

Dr. Meyrac’s, where he met Ethan, and

where they had been talking over Celia’s

fortunes, and speaking of the possibility

that Mr. Pembroke might have made a

will, which had been suppressed. Then

Ethan had said the only chance of get

ting at it was to find one or other of

the subscribing witnesses. As Harper

walked home, Betty Carson’s story about

signing a paper for Mr. Pembroke came

suddenly to his mind: so he continued

his walk to Rosebank and laid the mat

ter before Sydenham.

“I am greatly indebted to you,” said

the latter. “ This may be important. I

shall see Creighton about it to-morrow

morning.”

He did so. Creighton proposed that

they should go to Betty’s at once. She

told them, word for word, what she had

told Harper.

“ Did Mr. Pembroke say anything

else, except that he wished you to wit

ness the paper?” asked Creighton.

“ Not as I remember, sir.”

“ You don’t know what sort of paper

it was ?”

“No, sir; only the sheets was long.

I can’t write nothin’ forbye me name;

nor I can’t read writin’.”

“ Who was in the room at the time ?

—Mrs. Pembroke?”

“No, sir. It was in Mr. Pembroke’s

room up stairs. Mrs. Pembroke was

givin’ Miss Celia a lesson in the parlor

below. There was nobody but us and

Mr. Cranstoun in the room.”

“ How did you happen to be there?”

“ Mr. Cranstoun met me at the front

door, and says he: ’ Betty, Mr. Pem

broke wants to see ye about the starchin’

of them shirts 0’ his’n !’ So-I went up.”

“ Did Mr. Cranstoun know you could

write your name ?”

" Yes, sir. He axed me wance to sign

a note along wi‘ Matthcw—that’s me hus

band that was—and says I, ’I can sign me

name, and I guess it’s all right, Mr. Cran

stoun, but I can’t read a word of it.’ It

wasn’t all right, though, Mr Creighton,

for I had that note to pay twice.”

 
" Did Cranstoun witness that paper

of Mr. Pembroke’s, too?”

“Yes, sir.”

“ Did Mr. Pembroke keep the paper

and put it away ?”

Betty considered a little: “ Now I

think of it, sir, we heerd Mrs. Pembroke

on the stairs sayin’ somethin’ to Miss

Celia: and Mr. Cranstoun, he looked at

Mr. Pembroke, and says Mr. Pembroke,

hasty-like, ’ Take it, Cranstoun ;’ and he

grabbed it and put it under his coat, and

buttoned his coat up; and I remember

I wondered what it could be that Mrs.

Pembroke wasn’t to see.”

“ When was this?”

“ Well, sir, it was in winter—I expect

three or four weeks afore Mr. Pembroke

died.”

“ Was he ill at that time ?”

“ Not to say very ill, sir, but he was

confined to his room, and his wife was

desperate uneasy about him.”

“ Now, Betty, I want you to consider.

Do you think it was Mr. Pembroke’s

will that you witnessed ?”

“ Well, now,” said Betty, with a start,

“ in course it was. And wasn’t I stupid

not to think of that before? Yes, Mr.

Creighton, sure enough, an’ it was his

will he had made; and he didn’t want

his wife to see it, for fear she’d think he

was goin’ to die right off. Sich a good,

considerate man as he was!”

“ But did he my it was his will?”

"I guess he must have, Mr. Creigh

ton. What else could it be, and he sick

and soon to die? It was his will, sure,

and nothin’ less. I could a’most take

my Bible oath on that.”

That was all they could get. After

they left the house, “ It’s no use,” said

Creighton to Sydenham. “ It’s a lost

ball. It would be the easiest thing in

the world to persuade that old woman

that Mr. Pembroke told her it was his

will she was asked to witness. I’d only

have to suggest just what he was likely

to say, and repeat that three or four

days, and stick to it that Iwas quite

sure he must have told her, because it

was his duty to tell her, and because he

wasn’t a man to neglect his duty. I

haven’t any doubt she would swear to it
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conscientiously. But it would be a lie.

He didn’t tell her. One could see that by

her surprise when I suggested it. The

idea never had been in her mind before.”

“ But you have no doubt it was the

will ?”

“ Not any. Observe the facts. Cran

stoun selects Betty because he knows

that, though she can sign her name, she

cannot read manuscript. He watches

her arrival, meets her as she comes

in, makes an excuse to get her to Mr.

Pembroke’s room. When they hear

Mrs. Pembroke coming, the husband

bids Cranstoun take the paper, and he

conceals it. I am satisfied it was the

will, and equally satisfied that we shall

never be able to prove that a will was

made at all. Cranstoun has burned it

long ago—unless, indeed,” he added after

a pause, “ the rascal may have laid it by

as a card which, some day or other, if

the game goes against him, he may play

with the chance of winning a trick.”

They walked on for some time in

silence, when Mr. Creighton suddenly

stopped and turned to his companion:

“No, Mr. Sydenham: that will wasn’t

burnt. Cranstoun was sure to preserve

it—to be used, in case of accident, in

the event that Miss Pembroke accepted

him—as no doubt the scoundrel dared

to presume she would—as her husband.

But, so far as we are concerned, it might

as well have been burnt years ago, for I

don’t see the smallest chance of getting

at it.”

So that hope died out.

CHAPTER XLI.

THE MlLLER’S DAUGHTER.

“ Hear, Fathcr—hear and aid l

lfl have loved too well, ifl have shed,

In my vain fondness, o’er a human head,

Gifts on Thy shrine, O God, more filly laid

" lfl have sought to live

But in one light, and made a mortal eye

The lonely star of my idolatry

Thou, that art Love, oh pity and forgive !”

HEMANS.

AN unwonted excitement pervaded

Chiskauga. News had arrived, early

one morning, that Tyler’s mill, dwelling- 1

 

house and all the outbuildings were

burnt to the ground ; that the miller and

his foreman Goddart had perished in the

flames ; and that they didn’t know what

had become of the daughter. Various

corrections gradually modified this re

port, until, by midday, the most incor

rigible newsmongers were fain to admit

that it was the mill only that was burnt,

and that nobody was hurt except Hiram

Goddart, whose hands had been some

what scorched in a fruitless attempt to

drag out part of the personal property.

Even this last version of the story,

however, needed correction. The miller

had, indeed, received no personal injury

at the fire; yet before two days had

passed his daughter began to fear that

worse had befallen him.

She slept in the room next to her

father’s, and, still anxious about him, her

sleep, on the night of the fire, had been

unquiet and easily disturbed. A flicker

ing light shining through her chamber

window had awakened her. She went

out as quietly as possible, roused God

dart, who alarmed the other hands; and

by great exertions they succeeded, with

in half an hour, in checking the flames.

It was for the moment only, however:

they soon broke out afresh, and spread

so fast that it became evident the build

ing (a weatherboarded frame, with shin

gle roof) must go.

Then Ellen bethought her of her

father. Since the attempt he had made,

one night, to escape from his bed-room,

they had secured both the windows by

stout bars outside, across the Venetian

shutters, besides locking the outside

door. There was a second door, com

municating with Ellen’s room, so that he

could knock in case he wanted anything

during the night, but that also she locked

when she retired to rest.

When she unlocked this door on her

return from the fire, she was terribly

frightened. The glass in both the win

dows was shattered, a chair broken to

fragments lay on the floor, and beside it

her father, apparently insensible. Ap

proaching with the candle, she perceived

stains of blood on the floor. Then she

came very near fainting, but love over
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came fear; and when, with trembling

hands and tear-dimmed eyes, she had

examined his condition, she became sat

isfied that the blood came only from his

hands, which had been cut in several

places, apparently by the glass, in his

vain endeavors to force the windows.

The door also bore the marks of heavy

blows, dealt with the stout wooden chair,

which had evidently gone to pieces in

his hands.

She dragged a mattress from the bed,

and contrived to place him on it. When

she had sprinkled water on his face’ he

revived, and his first words were : “ You

can’t swim, Nell, but I can save you:

I was once a capital swimmer. Come!”

and he tried to rise, but fell back pow

erless.

“ Father dear,” said Ellen, “you are

at home. This is your own room. See!”

“ But the fire, Nelly, the fire! .D’ye

think I can’t see through these cursed

shutters, if they are barred? The boat

is on fire. Don’t I hear the flames

crackling? Quick!”

“ Father, father, hear what I tell you.

There’s no steamboat. The mill’s on

fire—that’s true; but the wind’s north

east, and Hiram says there’s no more

chance of the fire catching this house

than if it were a mile off. I’m afraid

the mill’s gone, past saving: I’m very

sorry for that. But you’re safe, father,

and we’ve a house still over our heads.

God be thanked for that!”

If he had been able to rise, she

couldn’t have kept him there, but his

desperate exertions to escape by door

or window had completely exhausted

him. Gradually, by dint of iteration,

she appeased him: and when Goddart

soon after came in and reported that

the mill could not be saved, it seemed

to relieve him, and the delusion grad

ually vanished.

“ So ye won’t get burnt nor drowned,

my little Nell. Let the gear go! Kiss

me, my child.”

The wounds on his hands were slight;

and when Ellen-had dressed them, and

they had lifted him to bed again, he

sank into a heavy sleep.

It had been a great shock. The good

 

that Harper did had been undone. At

a time when the miller’s mind had been

slowly regaining its tone, all the horrors

of that dreadful night on Lake Erie had

come back on him in full force. And

with these came back the fancy that God

had sent him a premonition of death.

The logic of Preacher Larrabee’s story

was clear, indeed, but nerves already

shattered and terribly shaken by a sec

ond agitation beclouded logical deduc

tions. The father, tender of his daugh

ter’s feelings, succeeded, however, in

concealing from her this superstitious

relapse.

Well did Ellen merit the old man’s

regardful care. Weak in her judgments

because of inexperience and imperfect

culture, the girl had a strength such as

few strong men have, deep-rooted in her

afTections—a dangerous strength in a

world like this. Imprudence to any ex

tent she might commit, but one act of

deliberate selfishness, never.

Her love for Mowbray was an idol

atry, but because it was not a selfish

idolatry, so neither was it exclusive.

Never since her tiny arms were first

stretched to the proud father in infant

recognition had she loved that father as

now—all the more warmly and devotedly

because of the warmth and devotion of

her love for another. The angel that

had stirred the depths of that young

heart was of the holiest in Heaven’s

host. Duty was more sacred now, grat

itude more tender, good-will to all men

felt with livelier glow. The waters from

that mystic fount. motionless till the

angel came, now irrigated with freshen

ing influence all her life’s little domain.

When a fortnight had passed, and the

miller was still unable to sit up more

than two or three hours each day, vigil

and anxiety began to tell on the poor

irl.
g “ Ellen,” the father said one day,

“you’ll be sick yourself if you wait on

me so much. You need the fresh air.

Take Joe: he’s quiet to ride, and we

don’t need him now. Willie can stay

by me, if you’re uneasy about leaving

me alone.”

When she came to see how he was
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before she set out on her ride, she kiss

ed him, saying: “I promise you never

to do anything to make you sorry again.

You know I won’t. Don’t you, father?”

“I know you’re an old man’s darling,

Nell, and as good as gold. I’d let you

do anything—anything in this world that

I thought would make you happy. But

to keep company with a young man that

—that never asked you to marry him

that would make you miserable, Nelly—

miserable, mayhap, as long as you live.

That’s all I’m afraid of: I want you

never to do that.”

“I never will.” And there she stop

ped, on the very point of telling him that

Mowbray and she were engaged. But,

as once before, she put it off with the

thought, “ When he’s better and strong

er.” And she only repeated, “I never,

never will.”

“I know you won’t, Nelly. God for

ever bless and protect you, dear child !”

Thenceforth Ellen usually rode out

two or three afternoons in the week.

Of course, Mowbray got to know it, and

of course he sought to meet his prom

ised wife.

To Mowbray’s questions, repeated

each time they met, as to her father’s

condition, she returned desponding an

swers. His brow clouded—E]len thought

from sympathy. One day he said, “ Ellen

dear, have you ever told your father that

we’re engaged ?”

“I was afraid, he’s so weak.”

“ But we couldn’t marry without tell

ing him.”

“ Marry ?”

“ Isn’t a girl that’s past nineteen old

enough to marry?”

“ How can we be married and father

so ill ?”

“I don’t see what’s to prevent it.

He might be ill for months or years.”

“ You wouldn’t like, Mr. Mowbray—”

“ Evelyn, dear Ellen.”

“ Evelyn”—hesitating and blushing—

“ you wouldn’t like your wife to spend

half her time nursing a sick father.”

He would have controlled his coun

tenance had he been able. Ellen read

its expression and added, “ You see it

wouldn’t do.”

 

“Why couldn’t we have a careful

nurse for him? You could go and see

him when you chose.”

“ Oh, Evelyn, how can you ?”—voice

trembling and tears springing to her

eyes. “God himself couldn’t love me

if I forsook father.”

“ The Bible says a man shall leave

father and mother and cleave to his wife.”

“ Oh don’t, don’t! He has nothing

left but me. It’s fourteen years since

mother died: he has never said one

angry word to me since then, not even—”

it flashed over her that it wouldn’t do to

talk of that. “I’ve often vexed him,

poor father! I’ve been thoughtless and

careless, and he’s been, so good! I

think he always felt Ihad no mother,

and couldn’t bear to thwart me or deny

me anything. If you only knew, Eve

lyn! I’m sure the Bible never meant

that a girl like me, that used ’most to ‘

forget her mother was gone—he nursed

and petted and loved me so—it never

could mean that I was to go and leave

him on his sick bed now. And he’s so

weak and helpless ! If you were to see

him, Evelyn! His hair’s as white as

snow. He’s such an old man now !”

She said it plaintively, dreamily

pausing. Then, with sudden impulse,

“I won’t leave him !” Mowbray started,

and something in his face made her

add, “ Dear, dear Evelyn, I can’t.”

“ Of course you must do as you

please, Ellen.”

“ As I please? You think Idon’t

love you ?”

“ Not as well as you love your father,

it seems.”

Ellen wept like a child. Mowbray

tried to soothe her: “I know you love

me, dear Ellen: I didn’t mean that I

doubted your love.” He would have

been a wretch ifhe had doubted it under

the look of those sad, reproachful eyes.

All she said, as Mowbray assisted her

in mounting her horse, was : “ He would

die if I were to leave him.”

During the long summer afternoons

Tyler usually lay in a lethargic state.

Very, very mournful thoughts filled the

silent hours that Ellen spent by his bed

side. Never for a moment did she re
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pent her resolution. “ He shall not die

if I can save him :” that was her one

thought as to her father. Yet she made

to herself a sort of reproach, pitying and

excusing her lover.

“ It’s not his fault”—such were the

thoughts that swept over her solitude—

0-it’s very natural he should feel put out

about it. What have I ever done for

him except to love him ?—and I couldn’t

help that. He makes all the sacrifices.

Don’t I know I’rrj no fit match for him ?

Couldn’t he marry the best lady in the

land? Then we’re so much poorer now

than when he asked me: all the ma

chinery burnt on the boat, the mill gone

too; yet he never said the first word

about it. And then that talk of the vil

lage ! When others left me and insulted

me, he was always the same. And now,

the only thing he ever asked me I had

to refuse him. Poor Evelyn! I know

he must think I don’t care for him as he

cares for me. If he could only look into

my heart !”

Then she began to think, could she

ever do anything—make any sacrifice—

for him to prove her love? She was

romantic in her way, this simple miller’s

daughter; and she felt that if her father

no longer needed her it would be noth

ing to risk her life or lose it for Evelyn;

but how could he ever know that? It

was only in novels that lovers had a

chance to give their lives for one another.

He had seemed to wish that she should

tell her father of their engagement. She

could do that, at least. So one day she

did, adding, “I can live without him as

long as I’ve you, father; and may God

forsake me if I leave you till I see that

you don’t need me! I told him I never

would. But if you—if you go to mother

and I am left here—I shall want to die

too unless I’m his wife. I love him so,

and he’s so good, father — you don’t

know.”

It was another shock, though he strove

to conceal that from his daughter. Still,

he received the news with mixed feelings.

The presentiment of death had been

gaining on him; and who was to pro

tect the orphan when he was gone? He

gazed on that sweet, sad face—felt that

Vo|.. IV.—34

 

the heart of love and trust that spoke

from it was in the keeping of another

past recalling; and the thought came to

him: “ Nobody but a mean coward

would injure her; and the proud peat,

with all his uppish ways, is no coward.

And then he has made up his mind to

marry the miller’s daughter. Anybody

might be proud of Nelly. Maybe he

will.” So the kind old man, thinking

how soon he might be where he could

never show earthly kindness more, could

not find it in his heart to say no to his

child’s love.

One only condition he attached to his

consent: “It’s best you should both

have time to know your own minds.

You’re not twenty yet, Nell. In a little

more than a year you’ll be of age. By

that time either this useless father of

yours will be well again and able to

spare you, or else—”

Ellen would not let him go on. She

had been touched to the heart by his

prompt consent: it was a load taken off

her mind; and it was with a gush of

joy and gratitude she said:

“You’re going to get well, father:

I’m sure you are. But come what will,

I take God to witness that I will not

marry Evelyn Mowbray till I am twenty

one years old. And if I ever do marry

him, I’ll come and see you every day:

he said I might.”

No concealment from her father now:

it lightened Ellen’s heart; but her

father’s, alas !—though the girl knew it

not—was loaded down with one grief the

more. How could he have confidence

in Mowbray ?

Accumulating burdens were becoming

too much for the old man’s waning

strength. Before the fatal journey to

Buffalo he had fortitude, courage to meet

any reverse of fortune. He had escaped

from that burning horror—one of seven

who had made their own way to shore.

But he had escaped, as soldiers often do

from the dangers of a hundred fields, to

return home broken-down, unmanned.

health and hope and energy gone.

The lethargic symptoms increased.

An hour or two a day was as much as

he could bear to sit up. Ellen became
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thoroughly alarmed, and rode into town

for Dr. Meyrac. When the girl, on their

way back, related to him the particulars

of the shipwreck, the effect on her father

and the relapse on the night the mill

was burnt, he looked grave, but merely

said that it was a very remarkable case

—such as he had read of, but never met

with before.

Alone with the miller, the latter said,

“I shall not live long, doctor.”

“ That may be. Yet I find not any

disease pronounced. De nerves are

shaken: de forces are feeble. If you

have not hope to live, it may arrive that

you vill die. All the same, you may

yet survive. The courage is there for

much ;” meaning, probably, that courage

had much to do with his patient’s chance

of recovery.

The miller briefly related to him his

trance and its correspondence with real

ities at home. The man of science

smiled with good-natured incredulity:

“It is hazard only. Dere are dreams

very singular, but dey prove not any

thing. Let not discourage yourself for

dat.”

Harper’s view of the matter had done

much more to quiet the miller’s mind

than Meyrac’s skepticism did. Chance?

He knew that couldn’t be so. Then he

brooded, more and more, over the idea

of a death-warning. The needed courage

that Meyrac had spoken of failed.

Ten days later his mind began to

wander. He was haunted by the recol

lection of the man who had clung to him

as he first rose to the surface. He ap

peared to re-enact the scene, struggling

desperately, striking out his clenched

fist, as if at an opponent; and then,

drooping despondingly. he muttered,

“What could I do? Is it murder to

strike a man that’s just going to strangle

you ?” After a time he sank into a

comatose state, lasting many hours.

And when at last he came to his senses,

his feebleness was extreme.

Another day the over-excited brain

seemed to reproduce the scene of his

exertions to rescue Hartland. He im

itated the dragging of aheavy weight

till he was bathed in perspiration: then

 

fell into a heavy sleep that continued

all the night through. From each of

these attacks he awoke with diminished

strength. The lucid intervals, too, be

came shorter and less frequent.

But, except during the moments when

fancy recalled the dangers he had passed,

he did not seem to suffer much. The

coma into which he constantly relapsed

became more and more deep. They

scarcely knew when he passed away.

Ellen sat, for the last two hours, his

hand in hers, and not a movement—not

the slightest convulsive twitch—gave in

timation of pain or struggle. Half an

hour before it was all over she heard him

say, in a tone that awed her—so solemn,

so utterly different was it from his usual

manner—“ Deal with me, O God! as

Thou wilt, but let that man love her:

let him cherish her.” Then the very

last, low words of all—two only : -- Dear

Nell!”

No need to speak of the orphan’s des

olation. For days after her father’s

death one wish was uppermost—that she

had died with him. Even her lover was

half forgotten.

It was two weeks before she saw him;

and the first time they met nothing of

moment occurred. He spoke kindly

and sympathizingly, doing what he could

to comfort her, and evincing deep regret

that there had ever been any difficulty

between her father and himself.

At their next interview she told him

that she had informed her father of their

engagement, and that he had acquiesced.

He expressed pleasure at this.

Then they talked of the future. “ How

forlorn you must be,” he said to her,

“ all alone there, with nobody to care

for you !”

“ Hiram’s as kind and attentive as he

can be. He seems to guess all I need

before I ask him. And then I’ve little

Willie to care for.”

“ That mustn’t go on, Ellen,” a little

sharply. “ Of course we must let some

weeks or months pass, but sorrow can’t

call back those that are gone; and if we

could now know your father’s wish, I’m

sure it would be that you should be hap
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py, and have some one who had a right

to protect you as soon as possible.”

Then she had to-tell him of the sol

emn promise she had made to her father

on his deathbed.

('He rebelled at once. How cruel,' in

its results, is often the affection, even _

the self-sacrifice, of weak, fond parents l

All the strength of the young Widow

1\Iowbray’s love, inconsolable under be

reavement, had centred blindly in her '

His very faults so much resemboy.

bled those of the husband she had idol- '

ized throughout their few short years of

marriage that she could scarcely find it

in her heart to reprove them. In her

little household everything had given .

way to him. In all things the child and

his will and his caprices had taken pre

cedence. They were poor: she had to

do much of her own work, but if the

little sluggard lay in bed two hours after

the breakfast-hour, he was never dis

' turbed; and when at last he sauntered

carelessly down, she broke off whatever '

she was about, to see that he had a

warm, comfortable meal. In the same

way she saved him. year after year, every

exertion, every annoyance, at expense of

double exertion and double annoyance to

herself. When he grew to manhood,

and expenses necessarily increased, it

was she who must be stinted that'he

might dress like a gentleman, wear fresh,

delicate kid gloves to balls and parties

and smoke the highest-priced Havana

cigars. When the young man began to

long—as youth, ever since Virgil’s days,

has always longed—for a horse, their .

scanty capital had to be encroached on

to build a stable ; and it was the mother,

not the son, who undertook additional

labor—labor beyond her strength—to

pay bills for oats and corn that the idle

fellow might spend half his days in

pleasure rides.

Selfishness is a weed needing little

culture, and Mrs. Mowbray had uncon

sciously nursed its growth for twenty

four years in her son Evelyn. He grew

up utterly impatient of contradiction, and

feeling it as an injury—almost as an in

sult—when another’s comfort, or will, or

sense of duty even, crossed his own good

' strain.

 
pleasure. Who can calculate the effects,

springing from devoted kindness, yet

tending from sin down to crime, of .such

a training ?

“ Nonsense. Ellen!” Mowbray broke

. out when she had made her confession.

“ How old are you ?”

*- In less than three months I shall be

twenty.”

“ And you mean to say you’ve gone

and promised not to marry for nearly

fifteen months ?”

“ Yes,” though the poor child had

hardly courage to say it.

“ Then you did a very foolish thing:

that’s all I can say.”

“ Oh, Evelyn, think ! If your mother

had been dying. and she had asked you

not to marry me till you were twenty

' five, what would you have done?”

“Mother never would have been so

silly. She knows how unhappy it would

have made me; and she never crosses

me.”

“ Father didn’t want to make you un

happy, Evelyn.”

“ Then what did he make you promise

that for ?”

Ellen was not ready with an answer.

“ It would make me unhappy if you

were to keep your promise, Ellen ; and

if your father didn’t want that, then it

would be wrong in you—”

“ Don’t say that, dear Evelyn.”

“ Why not? Why does it make me

unhappy to wait? Because I love you

so dearly. \’Vhat would it signify to me

whether it was fifteen days or fifteen

months if I didn’t care for you? If you

cared—”

He was looking at Ellen as he said

this, and her eyes, brimful of sorrow and

of love, would not let him go on in that

So he said, “Don’t you think

your father wanted me to love you dear

' ly, Ellen?”

“Evelyn, Evelyn! But I never told

you. Half an hour before—before he

went to mother and left me alone—that

was his dying prayer. The very, very

last word on his lips was my name. And

you want me to disobey him ?”

Was she listening to hear those last

words of the dying repeated again? She
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looked up to heaven, and the expression

that lighted her face overawed the man,

self-indulgent and impassive to spiritual

influence as he was.

“If father had not wished you well,

Evelyn,” she went on after a time,

“ would he have let me marry you? I

don’t know why he made me promise as

I did. I never can know now, except

that I’m sure it was out ofhis love for me.

I only know that I did make that prom

ise, and that God heard me call His

name to witness that Iwould keep it.

And then, Evelyn—”

“ Well, dear?” the tone getting im

patient again.

“I think father can hear and see us

now. When he was lying hundreds of

miles away, all but drowned, his spirit

saw everything I did and heard all I

said, one morning at the well, to Hiram

Goddart.”

“ What did you say to him ?”

“ He spoke of proposing a partner

ship in the mill. When father came

home he told me the very words.”

Mowbray laughed incredulously. Then

his brow darkened: “ Did your father

hear Hiram propose a partnership to his

daughter too ?”

“You’rc cruel, Evelyn, and Hiram’s

as good as he can be. He couldn’t help

loving me, any more than I can help

loving you.”

“ If you think me cruel, and Hiram

Goddart the best man that ever was, I

suppose you can’t help that either?”

They were sitting on a mossy bank,

under the deep forest shade, Mowbray’s

arm around her waist. He withdrew it.

The action, as much as the harsh words,

overcame her. She shuddered, as one

stricken with ague, and when she could

speak for weeping, she said, “I don’t

know what I’m saying, Mr. Mowbray.

I didn’t mean you were cruel: when

others were cruel, you’ve always been

kind. And all I meant about Hiram

was that he is kind and good. Surely,

surely you know that I love nobody but

you.”

“ Why do you call me Mr. Mowbray,

if you love me ?” .

“ Did I call you so? I think it must

 
have been because I didn’t know if

you would ever be more to me than

that.”

“ Ellen, whatever I ask you, you re

fuse me. Are you going to break off

our engagement and marry Hiram?”

That was the drop too much. With

an uncontrollable impulse she threw her

arms round his neck and hid her face in

his bosom, her frame convulsed with

sobs.

“If you knew, Evelyn,” she faltered

out at last—“if you only knew how it

breaks my heart to refuse you anything !

But see! Father mustn’t be angry with

me, up there in heaven—he and mother.

I think it won’t be long till I see them

there; and I ///ust be able to tell the

old man—him that never spoke one un

kind word to me-—that I didn’t break

my word to him—what I promised him

when he was dying. Oh, Evelyn, I

must, I must! You’re good, Evelyn:

you’re so good—so good to me! You

don’t want me, when I die, to be think

ing that the first word to them will have

to be that I lied to father just before he

left me, with a prayer to God for me on

his lips.”

He did not reply, but he soothed and

caressed her, as she lay in his arms, till

the sobs gradually ceased and she re

covered, in a measure, her tranquillity.

After a time she spoke again: “You

said z’fI cared for you, Evelyn. I know

I’ve never done anything for you. If I

only knew—if I could find out—what a

poor orphan like me could do to show

you what sort of love it isI have for

you !”

It was a perilous state of feeling.

Ellen did not know that such affection

as hers once prompted Arria to suicide;

and is not suicide a sin ?

“ That promise I gave to father,” she

pursued: “it’s the only thing. Ask me

anything else, Evelyn—anything. There’s

nothing I would deny you but that.”

“ Nothing?” A base, coward thought

just glanced through his mind as he said

it—so base that the man, selfish as he

was, shrank from it as from a serpent.

Vice had still its “ frightful mien” to

him.
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“ No, Evelyn, nothing.” Sweetly,

calmly said. No dream of evil. Purity

itself in that trusting smile. No inkling

of wrong in those loving, guileless eyes.

How sharp the rebuke so unconsciously

given l

Had the girl been less generous, less

faithful, more given to thinking of evil,

her danger would have been much less

than it was then.

In their after meetings Mowbray did

not again bring up the subject of Ellen’s

promise, nor further insist on marriage

before the time her father had set.

I know it is the world’s way, when

some poor young creature strays from

the path of peace. to settle it that she sins

at the prompting of selfish, incontinent

passion. Alas! that happens some

times. But far, far more frequently the

TI-IE SATISFACTION

HAT shall we say of a practice

that has been sanctioned by the

most distinguished men of modern

times? Condemned alike by religion

and by common sense, but upheld by

fashion and a (so-called) code of honor,

established by men who themselves were

but too ready on all occasions to ignore

the obligations of Christianity, it has

held its ground for centuries, and is yet

far from being abandoned. It is fash

ionable and popular in France, especially

among military men and editors of news

papers. Very recently several personal

rencontres have taken place, and some

of the most sanguinary duels on record

have been fought in that country. But

in Ireland, which was at one time, par

e.rcellence, “the happy hunting-ground

of satirfactian,” dueling has gone very

much out of fashion. So in Iingland,

which has also contributed its quota to

the sanguinary record; and in this coun

try, where the native originality has so

 temptation is one in which selfishness

has no part. Sometimes it is abject

poverty that rules : dishonor is incurred

to prolong the life of helpless father or

mother or to win bread for orphaned in

fancy left. to a sister’s care.

Sometimes—and this sad truth almost

eludes attention—the motive is traceable

to romantic self-sacrifice, wild eagerness

to prove the reality of a love arrested,

perhaps, for the time, in its placid, le

gitimate course. Few men conceive of

such a sacrifice. It is often made for

men when they know it not. God for

give the sacrilegious traitors who know

and accept it, bringing to ruin those the

latchet of whose shoes they are not

worthy to unloose! If such obtain Di

vine mercy at the last, what wretch,

blackened with a thousand crimes, but

may hope for pardon too?

USUAL AMONG GENTLEMEN.

1 often displayed itself in “ inventions of

delight,” such as fighting with knives

inside of an empty hogshead, rifle-prac

tice from behind trees, indiscriminate

1 shooting rl 1/olonlé with six-shot revolv

ers, and the like.

It is curious that the combat to the

death should have been a favorite mode

of settling disputes from the earliest

ages, although most of the duels record

ed in ancient history were rather epi

sodes of war than personal quarrels.

Such were the contests between David

and Goliath, Menelaus and Paris, Achilles

and Hector, Turnus and /Eneas, Eteocles

and Polynices, Pittacus and Phrynon, the

I-Ioratii and the Curatii, Scipio Africanus

and the Spanish giant, etc., etc. But in

those early times the challenged did not

always consider themselves bound to

accept the challenge. Thus, when Julius

Czesar was challenged by Mark Antony,

he contented himself with replying, “I

-am not tired of life”—an answer similar



534
THE SATISFACTION USUAL AMO.’\’G GENTLE1lIEN. [Nov.

to that given by Metellus to Sertorius,

and by Antigonus to Pyrrhus. The

mistocles, when struck by Eurybiades,

merely observed, “ Strike, but hear me.”

In modern times very little choice has

been left to the challenged; for inas

much as dueling has been almost exclu

sively confined to what is called “so

ciety”—i. e., the upper ten, the army, the

navy and the professions of law and of

medicine—very few men have had the

moral courage to withstand the sneers,

the tab0aing, the loss of position and of

character (for courage, not for probhjy)

which the refusal to accept a challenge

involves. And thus many a coward has

been driven to “screwing his courage to

the sticking-place,” and braving death

or serious injury to his person; where

as, could he have had his way, he would

have followed the example of Parolles,

and cried,

“ Rust, sword ! cool, blushes! and, Parolles, live safest

in shame 1’’

It is not our intention to reproduce

the hackneyed arguments for and against

dueling. Paley exhausted them long

ago. He correctly pointed out the true

motives which led to the resort to it.

“ As a punishment,” said he, “it is ab

surd, because it is an equal chance

whether the punishment falls on the

offender or the person offended; nor is

it much better as a reparation, it being

difficult to explain in what the satisfac

tion consists, or how it tends.to undo

the injury or afford a compensation for

the injury sustained. The truth is, it is

not considered as either. A law of

honor having annexed the imputation of

cowardice to patience under an affront,

challenges are given and accepted with

no other design than to prevent and

wipe off this suspicion, without malice

against the adversary, without a wish to

destroy him; and generally with no other

concern than to preserve the duelist’s own ,

reputation and reception in the world.”

This is, however, not the Whole truth;

for many duels have been fought solely

to gratify hatred; and we know that

some have also been fought with otherthan vindictive designs; as where the -

j as one to six.

 obstacle to the gratification of lust or the

success of ambitious projects. A mem

orable instance of this was the famous

duel between the Duke of Buckingham

and the Earl of Shrewsbury in the reign

of Charles ll.

Among the duels which deserve to be

recorded is that between the celebrated

Irish barristers, John Philpot Curran and

John Egan, nicknamed “Bully Egan.”

The latter was a man of immense size,

while Curran was slim and short. The

chances of being hit were, therefore, in

favor of the former, for (as Curran said)

it was like firing at a haystack. Cur

ran therefore proposed to equalize the

chances by chalking lines on Egan’s

body, so as to mark out his (Curran’s)

size thereon, and by agreeing that no

shot slmula’ count which too1’ eflécl bul

.\-ide rffthesze lim-s. And ti propos of the

chances of being hit in duels with pis

tols, a well-known writer (Gilchrist) es

timates the chances of being killed as

one to fourteen, and of being wounded

His computation, how

ever, is based upon erroneous premises,

for he takes into account a large number

_ of duels which were terminated by “del

' oping”—i. e., by one of the parties firing

in the air, or by firing wide and then

apologizing; and also those duels in

which the parties appeared on the ground

merely to satisfy the requirements of

society and not to injure each other;

. which kind of duel the Irish term “dumb

shooting.” Very few French or Ameri

can duels have terminated thus; the

reason being, we take it, that the par

ties have generally been in earnest. In

France the code of honor is very strict,

. and society there is so imbued with the

martial spirit of the nation that dueling

may be looked upon as the natural vent

for its sensitiveness. Frenchmen will

go to law in matters of property, but

they despise having recourse to it in

matters of personal insult or injury. In

England the seducer is punished by be

ing made to pay damages, but in France

he may lay his account to a thrust

through the body, and in this country to -

a bullet through the head. Which of

killing of the victim would remove an .1 the two modes is the better preservative
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of the honor of women? It must be

owned, however, that there have been

too many instances of men taking the

law into their own hands, and shooting

their foe when he was unprepared and

perhaps unarmed—a practice which,

however extenuated by the amount of

injury, is dangerous to the stability of

society. It will not do to allow a man

to be the judge of his own cause.

In fashionable society the practice of

dueling has a tendency to maintain a

high tone of courtesy among men and

of deference to women which adds ma

terially to the charm of social intercourse.

Peculation and embezzlement are rare

among public men in France, notwith

standing the fact that many of them have

arrived at eminence through unscrupu

lous political manoeuvring. But whether

this is to be attributed toa chivalrous

aversion to the dishonor which arises

out of pecuniary delinquencies—though

none such is felt to the reputation of

being a spendthrift or a gambler—or to a

well-organized system of administration,

which provides so many checks upon

the acts of public officers that it is diffi

cult for them to go astray, we cannot

undertake to say. It may appear ab- -

surd, at first sight, to assert that dueling

has anything to do with it; but if it be j

true that this muclrcondemned practice

has produced a chivalrous feeling of

honor in the French, it is not unreason

able to suppose that it may influence '

them in their public as well as in their l

private conduct. In strong confirmation

of our views we may adduce the fact that

dueling has recently increased to an un

usual extent in Italy. The bitterness of

political strife in that country, the promi

nence which the army holds there, and

the license of the press seem to have

been active causes of making the duel 1

more than ever the recognized mode of

resenting injuries and insults. There

has lately appeared a pamphlet on the

subject from the pen of Signor Fambri,

a Venetian journalist and politician, in -

which the necessity of dueling is de

plored, but insisted on as the only coun- '

terpoise to the evils of a free press in 1

 

. of the State to do it.

the author’s native land.

Various estimates have been made as

to the number of persons killed in duels.

We are inclined to think it has been

greatby overrated. We read that during

the reign of Henry IV. of France, four

thousand gentlemen lost their lives in

that country by dueling; and that during

the reigns of Louis XIII. and Louis XIV.

scarcely a day passed without several

fatal duels in Paris alone. A little re

flection will convince us that there must

be considerable exaggeration in these

statements. At the rate of even two

hundred deaths a year, the French Court

would speedily have been deprived of

every gentleman in it, which we know

has never been the case. The number

of duels fought in England during the

reign of George III., a period of sixty

years, was only a hundred and seventy

two, and but sixty-nine persons were

killed. This comes more within the pale

of belief. We believe the number of

duels fought in this country to be very

moderate. In the State of Pennsylvania

there has been no duel fought since the

bloodless one between Mr. Binns and

Mr. Stewart in 1805, which occasioned

the passing of an Act of the Legislature

inflicting severe penalties on all who

should engage in dueling; and since

that time, though several Pennsylvanians

have fought duels, they have gone out

Much of the in

vective against dueling, as causing a

wanton destruction of life, falls to the

ground. Many duels have been merely

public modes of apologizing for insult or

injury; and in a very large number of

these cases reparation was obtained from

bullies which could have been obtained

in no other way. Let us not be misun

derstood. We do not admire dueling

any more than we do war, or pestilence,

or any other of the evils which afliict the

human race, but which, nevertheless,

have been permitted to scourge us from

time to time, doubtless for wise ends.

But we believe that where dueling has

been abandoned, and the community has

not proportionally progressed in enlight

enment, the practice has been succeeded

either by a less regard for the feelings

of others, evinced in coarse manners
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and insulting language, or by a greater

amount of litigation, or by resort to vio

lent and unfair means—even assassina

tion—for the gratification of personal

revenge. The celebrated Charles Cotes

worth Pinckney of South Carolina, who

was a brave and distinguished soldier,

labored hard to abolish dueling, and in

duced a number of leading men of that

State to memorialize its Legislature for

stringent laws against the custom. The

memorial embodied, in as concise and

energetic a form as the English language

permits, all the arguments which could

 

be advanced against it; and no Chris

tian could well refuse his assent to them.

Still, as Christians, though they condemn

war, will still embark in it—ay, and carry

it on with savage energy, too—so will

they occasionally resort to dueling, until

a better tone of society and a more

thorough appreciation of the precepts of

the Gospel shall render both unneces

sary. We know of no better and nobler

stand against dueling than that taken by

the Hon. Robert Barnwell Rhett, Senator

from South Carolina, in the personal con

troversy which arose in the Senate be

tween him and the Hon. Jeremiah Clem

ens, Senator from Alabama, in February,

I852. Mr. Clemens had used the terms

“ knavery” and “ treason” in reference to

 

Mr. Rhett, which was sufficient provoca

tion for fifty duels, but he subsequently

added the term “coward.” Ninety-nine

Americans out of a hundred would in

such a case have considered themselves

bound to resort to “ the code of honor:”

not so Mr. Rhett. He boldly stood up

in the Senate and said, “ For twenty

years I have been a member of the

Church of Christ. The Senator knows

it—everybody knows it. I cannot and

will not dishonor my religious profes

sion. If he, or any one else, supposes

that I am so much afraid of his insults,

or the opinion which requires them to

be redressed in the field, as to be driven

by them to abandon the profession of

twenty years, he is entirely mistaken. I

frankly admit that I fear God, and that

I fear Him more than man. Although

desirous of the good opinion of all men

(for our usefulness is very largely de

 

pendent on the good opinion of our

fellows), we can never obtain it by an

abandonment of the principles we pro

fess. True courage is best evinced by

the firm maintenance of our principles

amidst all temptations and trials.” This

was a truly noble example to set, and

has probably not been without its in

flueuce; although many lamentable af

fairs have since occurred, wherein the

party injured, or supposing himself to be

injured, took upon himself to redress his

own grievances, and public opinion sus

tained him in so doing. We are not

now speaking of those savage encounters

which have occurred on the borders of

civilization, where, in fact, no other mode

of redress was to be had than that afford

ed by the rough-and-ready hand of the

settler, but of those scenes enacted in

the very heart of our great cities and

centres of refinement. Such was the

famous duel between Messrs. Cilley and

Graves, near Washington, in 1838, fought

upon a mere point of honor, and one of

the combatants (Mr. Cilley) professing

the highest respect and most kind feel

ings for his adversary, who nevertheless

shot him dead. In this sanguinary affair

the seconds were the parties most to

blame: indeed, the report of the com

mittee of the House of Representatives

appointed to investigate the affair de

clared the case to be “ without any

circumstance of extenuation.” It would

seem that Mr. Cilley had been marked

out for a victim, if we may credit the

following paragraph from the above

mentioned report: “ Early in the day

on which he (Cilley) fell, an agreement

was entered into between James Watson

Webb, Daniel Jackson and William H.

Morell to arm themselves, repair to the

room of Mr. Cilley, and force him to

fight Webb with pistols on the spot, or

to pledge his word of honor to give

Webb a meeting before Mr. Graves;

and if Mr. Cilley would do neither, lo

s/milar his /ig’ht arm. They accord

ingly took measures to ascertain wheth

er Mr. Cilley was at his lodgings, and

finding that he was not, they proceeded,

well armed, to Bladensburg, where it

was said the duel between Mr. Graves
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and Mr. Cilley was to take place. Be

fore arriving there, it was agreed be

tween Webb, Jackson and Morell that

Webb should approach Mr. Cilley, claim

the quarrel, insist on fighting him, and

assure him if he aimed his rifle at Mr.

Graves, he (Webb) would shoot him on

the spot. It was supposed by them that

Mr. Graves, or Mr. Wise, or some of

the party, would raise a weapon at VVebb,

whereupon it was agreed that Webb

should instantly shoot Mr. Cilley, and

that they should then defend themselves

in the best way they could.” The death

of Mr. Cilley before they reached the

ground thwarted their scheme. All this

occurred in \/Vashington only thirty years

ago. It was said at the time that the

duel was agrave thing for Cilley, and a

sil{y thing for Graves.

' Another equally savage affair was the

duel between Major Biddle and Spencer

Pettis in 1831. It took place in Mis

souri. They fought at five feet distance,

and their pistols overlapped each other.

Both were mortally wounded, and they

exchanged forgiveness on the ground.

How much better would it have been to

have done this at first!

Perhaps no duel is more illustrative

of the imperious demands of the code

of honor than that between Henry Clay

and John Randolph, which originated in

the heat of debate in 1826. Both of

these distinguished men really esteemed

each other. Randolph the night previous

ly declared to General James Hamilton

that nothing should induce him to harm

a hair of Clay’s head; and on the ground,

after firing, Clay stepped forward and

said to Randolph, “I trust in God, my

dear sir, you are untouched: after what

has occurred, I would not have harmed

you for a thousand worlds !” And Ran

dolph declared to his second, “I would

not have seen Mr. Clay fall mortally, or

even doubtfully, wounded for all the land

that is watered by the King of Floods

and all his tributary streams !” These

illustrious combatants became fast friends

ever afterward. But was not the whole

transaction a keen parody on the system

which required them to “go out” ? Very

different was the termination of the duel

 
between Alphonso Stewart and William

Bennett, both of Illinois. The seconds

intended to make a sham affair of it, and

it is supposed that Stewart was in the

secret. Bennett, however, suspected a

joke, and after receiving his gun from

his second he dropped a ball into it,

fired and killed Stewart. For this mur

der he was hanged. This affair occurred

in 1820.

The history of dueling has its comic

and its romantic aspect as well as its tragic

and its diabolical. Some of the excuses

given for not fighting are droll enough.

Franklin relates the following anecdote:

A gentleman in a coffee-house desired

another to sit farther from him. “ Why

so ?” said the person thus addressed.

“ Because, sir, you smell.” “ That, sir,

is an affront, and you must fight me.”

“I will fight you if you insist upon it;

but I don’t see how that will mend the

matter, for if you kill me, I shall smell

too; and if I kill you, you will smell

worse, if possible, than you do at pres

ent.” Amadeus V. of Savoy sent a

challenge to Humbert II. of the same

duchy. The latter replied to the bearer

of the challenge: “ That the virtue of a

prince did not consist in strength of

body; and that if his principal boasted

of his strength, there was not a bull

which was not stronger and more vigor

ous than he could possibly be; and

therefore, if he liked, one should be sent

to him to try.” The French poet Voi

ture was a noted duelist, but he would

not always fight. On one occasion, hav

ing been challenged by a gentleman on

whom he had exercised his wit, he re

plied : “ The game is not equal : you are

big, I am little; you are brave, I am a

coward: however, if you want to kill

me, 1 will com'irlar myse/f dead.”

Some curious challenges are recorded.

The French poet Romieu received the

following challenge from a young rival:

“ Sir, I send you with this note a ballad,

which I beg you will read with great at

tention. If you think you can add a

few wonir lo it, and they suit me, I

consent to accept you as a collaborateur.

I have the honor,” etc. The manuscript

was returned to the author with this re
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ply: “Sir, I have read your ballad with

the greatest attention. I leave you the

5lmice a/‘tt’ea;§ons.” The meeting took

place without serious result. Here is

another French specimen: A gentleman

was playing billiards, when a young man

accidentally ran up against him. “ Who

is this abortion that rubs against me ?“

exclaimed the player. The young man

begged his pardon. “I’ll forgive you

when I have run you through,” replied

the player. He had scarcely uttered

these words when a loud voice was

heard saying, “ Young man,.take these

five hundred francs and order a first

classfzuwral for Monsieur ” (nam

ing the player). “ Who are you,” said

the latter, “ that dare speak in this way?”

“I am the Count of Bondy, at your ser

vice,” replied the stranger. The count

was a renowned duelist, and the player

declined fighting; but the count insisted

on his apologizing to the young man,

which he did, and thus the bully was

completely cowed.

In the history of dueling it is inter

esting to notice the national character

istics of the parties engaged. One of

the most striking instances of the pe

culiar bent of the French mind is that

of the two famous duelists— Lagarde

Vallon and Bazanez, who fought merely

because they were jealous of each other’s

reputation. Bazanez sent Vallon a hat,

with the threat of taking it from him, to

gether with his life. Vallon put on the

hat and immediately went in search of

Bazanez. They met and set to with

their swords on the instant. Vallon gave

his adversary a cut on the head, exclaim

ing, “ That’s for the hat ;” then another

 

cut, exclaiming, ‘*That’s for the feather ;” '

and a third, with “ That’s for the tassel.”

Bazanez, however, was not done for:

though bleeding profusely, he rushed

upon his antagonist and got him down,

and drawing his poniard gave him four

teen stabs in the body from the neck to

the navel, exclaiming, “I am giving you

a scarf to wear with the hat: beg for

your life.” “ Not yet, my dear fellow,”

replied Vallon, biting off his adversary’s

chin and smashing the back of his head

with the pommel of his sword. Both

 
fell exhausted and the combat ceased;

yet, though so frightfully wounded, they

both recovered. Duels between women

and of women with men have not been

uncommon in France. One of the most

extraordinary of these stories is that of

Mademoiselle Maupin, an operatic per

former at Paris. On one occasion, be

ing at a ball and behaving rudely to a

lady, she was requested to leave the

room, which she did on condition that

those gentlemen who had taken the

lady’s part should go out with her. The

gentlemen agreed to this, when, after a

hard combat, she killed them all and

returned to the ball-room. The king

(Louis XIV.) granted her a pardon, and

she withdrew for a time to Brussels, but

soon after returned to Paris. where she

died in I707, at the age of thirty-seven.

But of all the duels on record, that

between two officers of the French army,

named Fournier and Dupont, is the

most remarkable. It began in 1794 and

ended in 1813. having lasted nineteen

years. It originated at Strasbourg,

where Fournier had challenged and kill

ed a young man named Blum. Great

indignation was felt against him in the

city; so much so, indeed, that General

Moreau, giving a ball at his quarters on

the day of I5lum’s funeral, thought it ad

visable to exclude Fournier: accordingly

he gave the necessary directions to his

aide-de-camp, Captain Dupont. In the

course of the evening, Fournier present

ed himself, but was refused admittance

by Dupont. The consequence was a

challenge to the latter from Fournier.

They met and fought with swords, and

Fournier was severely wounded, but he

exclaimed as he fell, “That’s the first

touch,” and promised Dupont that he

would soon have another. In a month

he got well: they fought again, and this

time Dupont was grievously wounded,

exclaiming as he fell, “That’s the sec

ond touch: as soon as possible for the

finish.” When Dupont recovered, they

fought again, and both parties were

slightly wounded. They then drew up

a formal agreement to fight whenever

they were within a hundred miles of

each other, each party to go half-way,
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unless prevented by the exigencies of the

service. They crossed swords frequent

ly pursuant to this agreement, but never

seriously injured each other; and they

always shook hands before fighting.

They also corresponded amicably. At

length they were both made generals and

sent to Switzerland. Dupont arrived

late at night at a little village where

there was no inn: not a light to be

seen, except at the window of a small

cottage. He went to it and knocked,

and the door was opened by Fournier.

They at once drew their swords and set

to, conversing amicably as they fought.

Dupont presentlydrove his sword through

Fournier’s neck and pinned him to the

wall, and would have held him there till

he capitulated, but that some officers,

hearing the scufiie, came in and sepa

rated them.

the wound. Some time afterward. Du

pont thought of marrying, but the ob

stacle to his doing so was his agreement

with Fournier. How was he to get rid

of it?

state the case and ask him to settle the

business with pistols. Fournier, being

one of the most extraordinary shots ever

known, was astonished, and asked Du

pont if he was mad ; but the latter pro

posed that they should go into a little

wood near Neuilly. armed each with a

pair of horse-pistols. and having gone

out of sight of each other, they should

track each other as they best could. and

fire at convenience. This having been

agreed to, they adjourned to the wood

and separated. After much dodging,

they caught sight of each other be

hind two trees. To stir was certain

death to either; so, after waiting a few

minutes, Dupont raised the tail of his

coat as if stooping down. Instantly a

ball from Fournier passed through it.

Soon after this Dupont held out his hat

with his right hand and presented his

barrel, as though taking aim. The sec

ond ball from Fournier went through the

hat. Dupont now stepped forward with

both pistols cocked, and told Fournier

that he would not take his life, but that

Fournier recovered from

. horsewhip down

He resolved to go to Fournier, _

 
he must never cross his path again, for

if he did he (Dupont) should claim the

right of putting his two bullets into his

(Fournier’s) brains. And thus ended

this long-protracted affair. Surely, none

but Frenchmen would have carried on

such a tragi-comedy for so long a time.

As a contrast to the sangfroid exhibit

ed by these Frenchmen, we extract the

following account of a duel between two

lrishmen, a barrister and an attorney:

The barrister had in court flung his pow

dered wig in the attorney’s face, and a

hostile meeting was the result. The at

torney fired and missed: the barrister,

who had reserved his fire, then furiously

brandished his pistol to the imminent

danger of the bystanders, and said to his

second: “ Shall I rush upon him with a

shout, afler the manner (flhe ancients?”

Some of the Irish duels were occasioned

by practical jokes, as in the case of

Frank Shelton, who called out an ex

ciseman for ramming the butt-end of a

his throat while he

lay drunk and sleeping with his mouth

open.

Duels have been a great card with

novelists. Lever excels in his descrip

tions of them, as the readers of Har/y

Lo/’/‘eym’r, Clmrlcs' 0’/I/alley, Yack Hin

lvn and Ta//z Burke of Ours can testify.

Sir Walter Scott has also made effective

use of them in The /llonastery, St. Ro

nan’s W'?lI, ’10he Lqgeml of /ll1mlrose and

other tales; but his crowning effort is

in the battle of the clans in The Fair

Mairi of Perth. The duel between

Lovelace and Colonel Morden in Cla

ris.m Harlowe is a masterpiece in its

way. That between Chateau- Renaud

and Fabian dei Franchi in The Carsican

Brot/m's is the most dramatic of all

achievements in the sensation line.

The subject of dueling is capable of

indefinite extension, but our limits warn

us to stop, which we do, hoping that the

time is rapidly passing away when there

will be any occasion for such advice as

that given by Grattan, on his deathbed,

to his son: “ Be always ready with your

pistol.” Josnrn J. Rm-:1).
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THE GREAT FLOOD:

A GRANDMOTHER’S STORY.

OW long ago was it? do you ask,

little Benny? Sixty-one years, if

it was a day. It is June, now: I was

seventy-nine the tenth of last April ; and

that worst day of the Great Flood was

on one other tenth of April, exactly

sixty-one years before. It was my

eighteenth birth~day, too: I remember

that as well as anything else that hap

pened. For that matter, I remember it

all well enough: it’s not very likely I

shall forget such a time as thal was un

till the sods cover me. Come here to

my knee, Benny, and I’ll tell you all

about it.

The country was new then—not so

new that the Indians or the wild animals

troubled us much, for there were only a

few of the Delawares very near us, and

they were so much civilized that they

cared for nothing but whisky; and a

stray wolf or catamount was all that

troubled our pigs and chickens. When

I say it was a new country, I mean that

it was pretty much all woods, with very

few settlements, and not many people in

them. They were mostly along the

banks of this river, for ’most every one

was lumbering or rafting; and that was

what brought father here from Vermont.

Mother died away up among the Green

Mountains; and it always seemed to

me as if he couldn’t bear the old home

stead after that. He grew very rest

less and uneasy; and one day he came

home early in the afternoon and said to

me—

“Daughter, I have a chance to sell

the place at a bargain. Shall I do it?

This hasn’t been much like home to me

for two months: I think I’m wanting

new scenes and new faces to blunt the

grief I have for her that’s left us. Shall

we go to Pennsylvania, Bessy? I’ve a

plan to go into the lumber trade; and

mayhap I’ll make so much money in a

year or two that we’ll go to Philadelphia,

 
and you’ll be a lady the rest of your days.

Shall we go, Bess?”

Poor father! The dear, kind soul

lived and died with the wish nearest his

heart to make me a fine lady. I’m thank

ful that he never saw it accomplished;

but he did see me become a useful wo

man, and, I hope and trust, a good wife

and mother. How that happened, little

Benny, is the story that I’m telling you

now.

Look from the north window, there,

boy: I’d come and look with you, but

my rheumatism is bad to-day. No mat

ter. Do you see that long point of land,

a mile up stream, that runs out into the

river? Yes? Well—look a little closer

at it. Farthest from the shore it spreads

out into an acre of good, high land, but

the narrow neck that joins that to the

shore is commonly almost as low as the

bed of the stream. There are great high

stepping-stones across it now, that father

laid there when we first came; and we

used to walk dryshod over them when

the spring rains had raised the river. I

remember but one solitary time when

the water covered the stepping-stones as

well as the neck of land; and that was

the time of the great flood.

Our little house was built on that high

land, out in the middle of the river—a

two-story frame affair, with two rooms

down stairs and two rooms up; and,

after all, it took all the neighbors to

raise the roof. It was an odd notion of

father’s, putting it there : he used to say

that the day would come when he could

sell off valuable water-privileges all

around his acre. That day hasn’t come

yet, Benny; but sometimes, when I

think of poor dear father, and all his

plans and schemes for me, and of what

has happened, I really think that some

thing like Providence put it into his

heart to fancy that queer little corner

out there in the river, and to build our
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house there. I am going to tell you

what I mean right away.

After the little house was built and

furnished, I stayed at home and kept it,

and father took to the woods with the

loggers. He led a hard enough life from

that time out till he died: summer and

winter he was at work with his men—

sometimes at the loggers’ camp, then

hauling the logs to the river and rafting

them down to the bay, where he sold

them to the contractors. There were

weeks when he wouldn’t be at home a

day but Sunday; but when he was raft

ing I often heard his shout on the river,

and could see him waving his hat from

the raft as it went slowly down the

stream with the current. I hope I was

a good daughter in those days: I tried

my best to do all that I could for him.

I kept the house neat and tidy, and

mended his clothes ; and regularly once

a day I cooked a great mess, which was

taken up hot to the loggers’ camp in a

great tin pail that was got from the city.

I was lonesome-like often enough, for

there were whole days that I did not

see a human being to exchange a word

with, but Ben Sample, who ’most always

came for the dinner. I-Ieigho! It’s long

enough ago that I’m telling you of; and

handsome Ben Sample was then hardly

twenty-one. I don’t know, my boy, but

the lads are as handsome, and sprightly,

and as good now as they were threescore

years ago: if I say not, it may be be

cause I see them through an old wo

man’s eyes, and that I can’t see the

charm that I could once. However that

is, I know I never saw so fine a lad,

every way, as that one was. He was not

over tall, nor yet short: he was of mid

dling height, with broad shoulders and big

hands, and was as strong as any two of

the men—so father said. He had curly

chestnut hair, and red and white cheeks,

like a girl, though sunburnt; and his

eyes were great blue ones, and his teeth

shone so when he laughed (and that was

often) that anybody would have liked

him. And then he was so honest and

so clever, and so kind and obliging, that

before I had seen him many times I

came to like him right well; and one

 
day I happened to say to father that I

thought Ben Sample was an excellent

lad, and that I wished I could have more

of his company. I never saw father look

stern all of a sudden, as he did then;

and I never heard him speak so stern,

either.

“ Better leave him in his place,

Bessy,” he said, very quick and sharp

like. “ He’s naught but a poor lumber

man, after all, and he’s not likely to be

aught else. Don’t be tender with him,

daughter: I bid you not. lfyou’ve felt

any too kind to him, you must check

it in time. Have little to say to him,

daughter; it’s your father’s wish.”

Poor Ben ! There had been no talk

of love between us before this morning,

and I do not know that I had thought

of him at all as a lover; but by and by,

after a few weeks more, when I had tried

hard to obey my father’s command and

treat him coldly, he lingered one day

over the great tin pail long enough to

press my hand and whisper bashfully to

me, “ Dear Bessy!” I snatched my

hand away and looked hard at him, and

told him that he must never say nor

do that again. He left me, looking

as grieved as I ever saw another mortal

look; and when he was gone I went out

to the log-seat by the river and cried as

though my heart would break. I did not

’ know my feelings till then, but if Ben

Sample could have seen me that half

hour!

Ben did not come with the great pail

after that: another man took his place,

and things went on in the old lonely way

all the rest of the winter and through the

next spring. It was in the first week in

March, I think, of that year that father

brought young Mr. Cardle to the house.

Young Mr. Cardle was the only son of

old Jacob Cardle, the millionaire, who

lived in Philadelphia, and who was con

tracting with father for all his logs for

years to come. The old man meant

that young Jacob should succeed him in

business in a few months; and he

thought it would be an excellent thing

to send him up into the loggers’ country

for a while, to get him acquainted with

the different kinds of lumber, and the



542 [Nov.THE GREAT FLOOD.

processes of cutting it and getting it to

market. Father thought it would be a

good thing for himself to entertain him

at the house while he remained ; and so,

for the next five weeks, they were regu

larly at home morning and night, sleep

ing in the house and spending the day

in the woods or on the river. But it

wasn’t hard to see that young Mr. Cardle

grew tired of this very soon ; and pres

ently he began to come back to the house

in the middle of the day, and fish or

shoot in the neighborhood until night.

You’ll want to know what kind of a

man he was, boy. He was pale and

slender, handsome enough for those that

like such beauty as that in men; and

rather foppish with his diamond ring and

his silky moustache. He was very polite,

too, and he would talk and chatter as

city folks can ; but I never thought there

was much heart or good-feeling in any

thing he said or did. Yet he seemed to

like me from the first; and poor father

whispered to me ten times, if he did

once, “ Play thy cards shrewdly, Bessy,

and thou’lt catch him ! I-Ie*ll make thee

a lady, girl, and a rich one !” And

stranger things have happened, I know,

than my marrying him would have been:

surely, affairs were rapidly drifting to

ward it ; and I had almost succeeded in

crushing the thought of Ben Sample out

of my heart, and in playing the part that

my father wished me to play to young '

Mr. Cardle (for I never could have per- ’

suaded myself to love him), when that

fateful tenth of April came that brought

my eighteenth birth-day and the Great

Flood together.

The river had been rising slowly for

a week before it, and there had been

much rain with us.

of tremendous rains in the mountains

two hundred miles north of us, which

lasted for days and days; and the river

continued to rise steadily and slowly,

though up to that day it was not over

the stepping-stones across the neck.

On the morning of the tenth the rain

came down at first steadily, and Mr.

Cardle thought he would not leave the

house. Father went over to the camp

after breakfast, saying that he would re

_ ease for a moment.

We heard reports '

 
turn, as usual, toward night; and so we

two spent the day alone together. I

tried to talk with him and to interest

him, but he was restive and uneasy, and

half the time was idly turning over leaves

or drumming with his fingers on the

window-panes. It was about the middle

. of the afternoon, when I was wondering

what I should do next (and thinking a

little of poor Ben Sample, I believe),

that Mr. Cardle turned short around to

me from the window and said, very

abruptly,

“ l’m going back to the city to-mor

row, Bessy. I want to know if I can

come back here in three months—that‘lI

be the middle of July—and make you

my wife ?”

I looked straight at him, and said not

a word, but oh, my boy, how I did think

of Ben !

“ I’m rich enough for both of us, and

to spare,” he went on; “and you're

everything that I want in a wife. You

_ know you’re handsome, Bessy, and I

suppose you are good. Will you marry

me when I come again?”

I never thought of myself or of my

own feelings : I put all thoughts of Ben

' out of my head, remembered my father,

and said “ Yes”—nothing more. I don’t:

know whether Mr. Cardle would have

kissed me or not: he had no chance;

for hardly had I spoken that word when

there was a knock at the door, and I

opened it to admit—Ben Sample himself!

We were all three of us rather ill at

Mr. Cardle knew

Ben, I suppose, and must have heard

something about his old feelings for me,

for he stepped back to the window and

frowned, never speaking or nodding to

Ben, who stood there with his hat twirl

ing in his hands, awkward and abashed.

He only found his tongue when I asked

him to sit down, and then he said,

“ Nay, I can’t stop. I only came to

bring your father’s message that he won’t

be home to-night The rise in the river

has broken loose the great raft up at Lo

. gan’s Ford, that was to have been floated

down to-morrow, and he’s gone up with

all hands to moor it. He can’t be here

to-night.”
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That was awkward news for me. I

had never thought of staying in that _

lonely place without father; and it was

little consolation to think of Mr. Cardle

as,a protector. Just as I had a ques

tion on my tongue, Ben spoke again.

“ You don’t know how fast the river

is rising,” he said. “Out on the stones

the water is almost up to the tops of my

boots, and seems to be rising higher.”

“ Do you think there is any danger in

staying here to-night ?” I asked, in some

alarm.

“ Maybe not.” he answered, doubt

fully; “ but I never knew the river to

be so high before.”

“ Ben, Ben, what shall I do ?” I

took no thought at all of Mr. Cardle,

and felt no safety except from the pres

ence of Ben. “ Didn’t father send any

other word ?”

“ None at all.”

“ And won’t you stay?”

“ After what has happened, Bessy?

I shouldn’t think you’d wish it.” Then

he must have seen how grieved and sor

ry I looked, and how alarmed I felt, for

he added, right away,

“Yes, I will stay, Bessy, if you wish

it, though I trust and believe there’s no

danger.”

I thanked him with a look, and before

I could say anything more, Mr. Cardle

spoke.

“Do you think there is any danger

of the river unsettling the house ?” he

asked.

“ It surely will if it rises high enough,”

Ben replied. “ Hark! hear that!”

Generally, when the door was open,

we could hear a faint ripple of the cur

rent, but it now had a hoarse, loud sound

that was new to me. Ben looked du

bious as he heard it.

“I don’t like that,” he said.

me go out and see.”

“ Let

He was not gone three minutes, and -

he came back with his face full of trouble.

“ The water is within twenty feet of the

door,” he said. “I don’t suppose I

could wade from here to the bank. We

must leave here at once, and when

you’re safe, I’ll come back and save

some of the things. If the water gains

 
like this, all this floor will be under in

an hour.”

He went out again: I knew what for.

The west foundation-wall of the house

was next the river, and father always

kept a skiff tied there. I understood,

from what Ben said, that he meant to

bring the skiff round to the front and

take us to the shore. I was putting on

my hood and shawl when he came back.

His face was as pale as ashes, and he

never noticed me at first, but looked all

round the room and into father’s cham

ber. “Where’s that fellow Cardle ?” he

asked. I had not noticed that he was

gone: he had been standing by the win

dow just before Ben went out the last

time. “ I thought it,” Ben cried, and his

face looked half sorry, half mad. “Bessy,

do you know what has happened? 77ze

skzjf is gone, and that man with it.”

I looked. terrified, into his face, and

then followed him to the door and looked

out with him. It was almost night, but

what there was of daylight left showed

us a mad. white-capped torrent of water

rushing through the channel between us

and the shore-——so near to us that we

could have stepped off the lower step

into it—and roaring and whirling in a

way that was fearful to see. The rain

had ceased, and I didn’t then see how it

could be that the river could rise so;

but I understood it afterward, when they

told me that it was all owing to a sud

den thaw up in the mountains. that had

melted the snow in the gorges and

poured hundreds of new streams into

the river all at once. We looked a mo

ment, and then came back into the room.

I was afraid, I suppose; but not so much

so as I thought at first. Somehow I felt

a sense of security with Ben Sample

there that robbed the situation of all the

terrors it would have had without him.

I hardly thought of Jacob Cardle, and

how mean and heartless he was to aban

don us so and deprive us of the means

of safety, when Ben wanted to save us

all together. “ Ben will save me,” was

all I could think of; and I suppose I

repeated the words to myself a hundred

times. Once I must have spoken them

aloud, for he said,
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“I will, Bessy—God willing. I will I away into the river by the torrent that

pray for strength that I may.”

He knelt there on the floor and pray

ed, and I knelt beside him and took one

of his hands in both of mine. When we

arose we heard the first low washing of

the water against the east side of the

house, mingled with the louder rushing

and brawling of the torrent beyond.

When it grew so dark that I could not

see Ben’s face, I lit a candle; and we

sat there together in silence, I holding

his hand. My heart was too full for

speech, and Ben said nothing but a word

of comfort now and then.

“ There’s nothing for us to do but to

stay here and hope for the best,” he told

me once. And then he added, “ While

there’s a hope, and when there’s none,

I’ll not leave you, Bessy.”

Dear, noble Ben! I wanted to throw

myself on his breast and tell him my

secret, but something prevented me—I

don’t know what—and I only pressed the

hand that I held.

There was no slackening to the river:

it rose higher and higher every moment,

and by ten o’clock the water was over

the floor where we stood. Ben had

carried the trunks, and the things I

thought most of, up stairs ; and we then

took to the second story. Here we

stayed for two hours more,I listening

all the time for the sound of oars or

voices, for I hoped that father would

come and take us off. Midnight came

and I grew impatient, and complainingly

asked Ben if he could tell why father did

not come and rescue us.

“ I’m afraid I can, Bessy,” he an

swered with a grave face. “ The great

raft went down the river two hours ago:

I heard the voices of the men shouting,

and I don’t doubt your father is carried

away with the rest. But don’t be afraid:

they’re all safe, I hope, and they’l.l get to

shore when morning comes.”

I couldn’t help crying when he told

me that, and I nestled up to him as if I

had been a child, and he put his strong

arm around me. It was not long after

this that we felt the house settling and

tipping, and not much longer when it

careened half-way over, and was whirled

 

had been undermining the foundations.

That was an awful hour, my lad! Ben

held one arm around me, and with the

other hand grasped the window-sill,

while he braced his feet in the corner

of the room; and the rising and falling

of the poor wreck under us, as the

heady current swept us along, gave me

at first the feeling that we were going

straight to the bottom. The wind moan

ed outside, the water beat against the

planks, and the beams cracked and gaped

as though the poor old house was all

falling apart. Long before daylight we

both saw that it was settling down deep

er and deeper into the water, which rose

over the upper floor; and when Ben had

succeeded in knocking out the scuttle,

he dragged me out on the roof—how, I

don’t know. I only know that he did it,

and that but for him my drowned body

would have floated there in that old

wrecked house when the morning came.

And I don’t know much about how

the rest of that dreadful night passed.

Ben sat up on the ridge-pole, and held

me on by main strength; and in the cold

and the darkness I believe I slept: cer

tainly I forgot where I was for a long

time, and forgot I was cold too. But

then I didn’t know, until I woke up at

broad daylight, that Ben had taken his

coat off and put it around my shoulders.

The house had sunk so low that one of

the eaves was tipped clear out of water,

and the other was three feet under.

We were drifting slowly down the centre

of the stream: the shore was almost a

mile off on either side, and there was

not a sail nor a sign of help in sight. I

looked at Ben, perfectly hopeless and

calm in my despair, and he looked back

with hope and courage.

“There’s one hope yet, Bessy,” he

said, cheerily; and his finger pointed to

an object floating, ten rods behind us—

an object the sight of which filled my

heart with gratitude to God, that he had

heard and had thus answered our pray

ers. It was my father’s skiff, with the

oars lying in the bottom of it, following

along in our track as if to save us from

destruction! I understood at once how
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it was: Jacob Cardle had drawn it up on

the shore after deserting us, and the rise

of the flood had carried it out; and fall

ing into the strong current of the neck,

which set toward the middle of the

stream, it had followed us all night.

Ben looked wistfully at it, and measured

with his eye the distance to it. The

roof to which we clung was alternately

sinking and swaying, and the water

sucked and eddied ominously around it.

“ This old thing can’t swim many mo

ments longer,” he said. “ Can you hold

on here alone, Bessy, while I swim out

to the skiff and bring it to you ?” He did

not wait for me to reply, but lifted me

to the place where he had sat, and

showed me how to grasp the bare rafter,

where the boards had been strained off.

When he had done this, he stopped,

just as he was going to let himself off

into the water, and looking at me with a

tender, mournful look that Ican never

forget—no, not if I should live to be

twice fourscore—he said,

“You’ll be safe in ten minutes, I hope:

may God speed me, for your sake! Yet

if anything should happen to either of

us, thatwe shouldn’t meet again in this

world, I must tell you now, Bessy, that

nobody has loved you as I have—that

nobody loves you now as I do. Believe

me, dear, for it is true.”

“I know it, Ben—I know it !” I

sobbed; and I put up my face to his.

He bent over and kissed me, with such

a look of mighty surprise and overwhelm

ing joy as I don’t believe any man ever

had before ; and crying out, “ Hold hard,

Bessy—hold fast, girl !” he jumped into

the river and struck out for the skiff.

Idid not tell him when he left me

that my hands were cold, almost numb;

and I held tight to the rafter and watch

ed him while the pain in my poor hands

and arms was distressing me sorely. I -

saw him reach the skiff, and balance

himself and labor carefully over its side

to get in without overturning it; and

when he had accomplished this my

strength was almost gone. My hands

were giving, slipping: I made one last

spasmodic effort to retain my hold, and

shouted wildly to Ben. I heard the

Vot..IV.—35

 
plash of oars, and his loud, cheery voice

encouraging me: darkness overtook me

as my hands slipped their grasp. Clutch

ing at the shingles, I slid downward,

down, but not to my watery grave. The

skiff shot past me. Ben Sample’s arm

snatched me from my peril, and I lay safe

ly in the bottom of the boat, while his

stout arms rowed me toward the shore.

“ Look there!” he exclaimed; and I

looked my last at the poor old house.

The roof heaved and settled, the waters

washed up over it, and it sank in a wild

whirlpool that sucked it down.

That was the last of our danger. We

got to the shore and found a house;

and before night we had a chance to

take a schooner up the river. In a day

or two father came up with most of his

men; and such a meeting as we had!

The raft had been carried off by the

Hood, as Ben thought, and two of the

men had perished by drowning. And

when I told him the true story of our

night in the house afloat, he took Ben

by the hand, with tears in his eyes, and

begged his pardon for thinking that any

body could be better than such a brave,

noble fellow as he had proved himself.

“ And especially that cowardly sneak,

Cardle,” father added, with a savage

slap of his hand on his knee. “ Plague

take me ! what a fool I would be, some

times, if] had my own way !”

As for Jacob Cardle, I never heard a

syllable more of him. I never wanted

to. I am not sorry that I met him, for

he served to show me the difference be

tween Ben Sample and the little creatures

the world of fashion and wealth calls men.

Welladay! It’s many a long year

since then ; it’s many a long year that I

, lived as the happy wife of that same

Ben Sample; and it’s not many since

God took him home before me. How

old are you, little Benny? Nine, indeed!

Then he died just nine years ago: you

were named for him, boy, for you were

born the morning that he died. He was

your own grandfather, little Ben; and I

can give you no better wish than that

you may be as brave, as strong and as

good a man as was he.

JAMES FRANKLIN Frrrs.
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“ H ,” cries a voice on deck,

“ come up here : we’ve arrived.”

In a minute we all stand .together, gaz

ing at the land. Directly before us, and

apparently much nearer than they really

are, white houses, flat-roofed or capped

with small domes in Eastern fashion,

rise in tiers from the sea, covering a

conical hill, from the base of which the

snowy shore curves north and south for

many a mile. It is .Iaffa. Behind the

houses we get glimpses here and there

of the famous groves of figs and oranges,

and beyond them of the green plain of

Sharon sloping to the foot of the hills,

that fade away yonder, blue in the dis

tance. In front of the town a reef of

rock, projecting from the shore, forms a

sort of harbor, into which small boats

and fishing-craft find their way through

a narrow gap but ten or fifteen feet in

width. Half the time the steamers can

not land mails or passengers; but, for

tunately for us, the weather is lovely,

and the sea, which often lashes the reef

with fury, is washing gently over it and

curling its breakers tranquilly on the

beach. All is bustle and excitement

with those who are to land. Bundles

are hurriedly made, blankets strapped,

and everything crammed into bags and

boxes.

A small boat, manned by four strong,

half-naked Arabs, is already alongside.

Our bags and baggage are lowered into

it: we descend next, and soon, amid the

farewells of our friends on board, pull

away from the ship, as great waves roll

us toward the town. The boat rises

and falls as our turbaned oarsmen pull

stoutly, now on this side and now on

that, until in a few minutes, lifted on the

shoulder of a huge roller, it shoots swift

ly through the narrow opening in the

reef into the smooth water beyond. A

few strokes of the oars bring us to the

wall: we mount narrow stone steps,

green and slippery with constant wash

ing by the sea, and stand at last on the

 

 

sacred soil of Palestine. Leaving our

faithful dragoman enthroned on huge

piles of luggage, the centre of an excited

crowd of Arabs, who offer their services

in every imaginable department, we glad

ly escape the din and follow into the

town a man and boy who have both con

stituted themselves our guides. The

boy, an impudent specimen ofa Syrian

Gavroche, runs in front of us, talking

and gesticulating wildly. On him the

other, an old fellow with a venerable

beard and a melancholy pair of legs that

suggest base-ball clubs with slippers on

them, looks down with evident disgust.

“ The hadgee,” says he, “do not wish

a child to pilot them.” They want him,

the oldest and best guide in Yafa. “ La!”

interrupts the boy, “ no: he is too old ;”

and he runs briskly on before. Follow

ing the two as they quarrel, we enter a

small doorway, cross a little yard, where

a woman, busy with her household cares,

turns her head for an instant to. ask for

“bucksheesh,” and begin to ascend a

dozen or more stone steps in the wall.

The boy on one side and the man on

the other seize each one of the party in

turn, until all stand on the roof. Then,

at the top of their voices, “ Dis,” cry

both simultaneously — “ Dis Simontan

nerlmuse./” Impossible as it is to fix

with accuracy the locality of Peter’s

vision, it was no doubt upon just such a

scene that he looked when he went up

upon the housetop to pray, and grew

weary and lay down to sleep. The wall

of the next house, rising a few feet above

this, makes a pleasant nook of shade.

On the other side a huge fig tree grow

ing in the yard below spreads its shel

tering leaves: soft breezes waft hither

the perfumes of peach and orange from

the gardens without the town, and the

liquid plasb of the waves on the smooth

beach beneath falls pleasantly on the

ear. It is a cool, secluded spot, and the

view of the old town and placid sea is

charming.
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From “Simontannerhouse,” as it is

called in the language of the town, we fol

low our rival guides to the walls. From

the parapet the prospect is beautiful,

looking eastward over the gardens and

the plain to the hills. “ Yonder,” says

our ancient guide, pointing toward the

east—“yonder is El Kads (the Holy).”

After a walk along the walls we de

scend again to the waterside of the

town, to the Augustine Convent. Here

the dragoman meets us. He has made

every arrangement,-he says, and our

tents and baggage are already half-way

to Ramleh.

steps into the convent, where our

luncheon is prepared. A pleasant-faced

brother sits at the head of the table and

offers us wine and bread and cheese.

These, with boiled eggs and fruit, make

our repast. While we are eating the

monk entertains us. His language is a

curious compound of equal parts of '

Latin, French, Italian, German and

Arabic, with here and there a word of

English to season it to our Anglo-Saxon

ears. He was born of German parents

in Venice, he tells us, but left them early ,

to become a monk. He does not know

whether any of his family are living: he

had a brother, and .a sister too, but he

has not heard of them for twenty-six

years. Will he not go to Europe some

day to see them ? we ask. Perhaps:

certainly, if the Superior orders it. He

chatters away, often unintelligibly—now

of Italy and now of Syria. He has been

sixteen years at Yafa, he says, but never

at Jerusalem.

“ Do you not wish to go there?” we

ask.

“ Oh non ! non, monsieur,” he an

swers: “perche ?—%t Y§.fa—ich bin con

tent—de—de continuitre sempre—tou

jours—toujours.”

And so he rattles on till luncheon is

finished.

Our horses are now ready, and with a

farewell “bucksheesh” to our contented

host we mount and leave the convent.

A small, wiry Syrian of light complexion,

with brown eyes and hair, dressed in the

picturesque costume of Beyrout and the

Lebanon, is introduced to us as the

Let us climb the stone.

 
owner of our horses and as our future

guide. “ He is the best in Syria,” says

the dragoman, “and is named Hamoud.

He was with the Prince of Wales, and

is very proud of it.” After many salaams

he leads the way, and we follow in single

file. Up a stairway between high houses

our horses carry us to the upper town.

Then we turn to the left through nar

row streets, where the latticed windows

almost meet above our heads, and pres

ently are passing the bazaars.

For a while we ride between long lines

of shops, where old flint-lock guns and

pistols and scimetars and daggers from

Damascus are exposed for sale, with

pipes and silks, and clothing old and

new, and quantities of fruit and spices;

until, dodging a long line of camels that

have just come in, tied head and tail

together, and pushing our way through

the crowd that struggles in the gateway,

we emerge into the gardens and leave

Jaffa behind us.

For some distance the road leads

eastward between hedges of prickly

pear, through the branches of which we

can see orchards of orange and other

fruit trees; but soon it quits the gar

dens and stretches across the almost

level plain. After riding for an hour we

see a wagon approaching that looks

strangely familiar. It is a plain farm

wagon, with board floor: in it are seated

three bearded men armed with guns. A

fourth rides alongside.

“ Those look amazingly like Yan

kees,” says one of the party as they

approach.

“ Hulloa !” cries the horseman, riding

up in front, “ you’re Americans or Eng

lish, I guess.”

“ And so are you,” is the

“ \-Vhat are you doing here?”

“Why we belong to the American

colony at Jat’fa.”

They are some of those enthusiasts

who embarked in the fall of ’66 from

New England to settle in Palestine.

“ We believe,” says one of them, “that

this country is soon to be the scene of

great doings, and we thought we’d come

over here to help a bit.”

“ One is from Jersey,” adds another,

reply.
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“but most of us are from the State o’

/llaine.” \Even here, on this plain of

Sharon, the citizen of Maine retains his

one great peculiarity: the others are

from “Massachusetts,” or “ Pennsyl

vania” or “Jersey,” but he is from “ the

State o’ Maine.”

We have a few pleasant words with

them, and they ride away. How odd

thus to meet American farmers on the

plains of Syria! Here was the energy

that had tamed the New World in a

century, turning back across the ocean

to recivilize the Old! The youngest

daughter of the Earth stooping to raise

her fallen eldest sister! The sons of

the Pilgrims in this nineteenth century

embarking their families and their house

hold goods, and sailing toward the rising

sun to plant American institutions on

the shores of Palestine! How grand

to imagine these forty families of New

England yeomanry the forerunners of a

new crusade, which, in this later age.

in the light ofa higher civilization and a

purer religion—armed not as of old time

with sword and spear, but with plough

share and pruning-hook—shall roll its

waves across Asia, raising forlorn hu

manity and crushing out the twin tyran

nies of body and of mind—scattering

broadcast the blessings of liberty and

knowledge, and building up in the sep

ulchre of Christ, amid the prayers of the

nations, that new kingdom of Jerusalem

whose name is Peace !

Alas! this is but imagination, after

all. The end is not yet at hand. The

little colony has since this interview been

most unfortunate. Badly treated by the

Turkish government, betrayed and de

serted by their leader, they fell into

unworthy hands, and have at length

dwindled down to a very few, who were

at the last accounts striving to procure

funds to bring them home again. Though

productive of no great results, their ex

pedition is a curious episode in the his

tory of the time.

By sundown we have reached Ramleh,

a small, and, like every other in Syria,

half-ruined town, and are threading its

winding streets. We soon come out on

the plain beyond, and find our tents

 

pitched and everything prepared for our

reception. Horses, mules and donkeys

are picketed close by. Our camp at

tendants are grouped around a large

fire. In front of the “kitchen tent” our

skillful old cook, Hassan, is squatting

on the grass near a curious iron thing

that resembles a gigantic nutmeg-grater

with its concave side turned up. Upon

this, which is filled with burning char

coal, our dinner is cooking. The savory

aroma of roast mutton warns us to be

ready. Seated in our comfortable tent.

we are soon discussing a famous dinner.

Then, after pipes and coffee, maps are

examined: one reads from the guide

book, another scratches a few lines in

his journal. An hour later, a hungry

dog, snuffing among the ashes at the

fire, is the only creature awake in the

whole encampment.

Before the sun has risen above the

eastern hills all is bustle in the camp.

Ere we have finished breakfast the tents

are struck, the baggage packed and a

long train of animals has begun to move

eastward. All is at first confusion. Here,

a stupid donkey, laden with beds and

bedding, wanders o.bstinately from the

road to crop the grass; there, a willful

mule, impatient of labor, bearing an im

mense wicker cage, through the bars of

which peep chickens and turkeys, fruits

and vegetables, persists in turning back

toward Jaffa; or an aged horse, excited

to a memory of his youth by the fresh

morning air, capers about, to the terror

of a small Arab boy who tries to hold

him, and to the threatened destruction

of our kitchen utensils, which he carries

on his back. Red-capped, bare-legged

Arabs, stick in hand, rush to and fro

shrieking and swearing: there is a din

of neighing horses, braying donkeys and

shouting men. But at length order is

restored, the train moves forward, and

as the tops of yonder hills begin to glow

we mount our horses, and passing rapid

ly the long string of beasts of burden,

gallop off toward Jerusalem. For an

hour or two we follow the beaten path

way across the plain of Sharon. Though

it is yet winter, the grass is green, and

here and there patches of flowers of
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varied form and exquisite hue delight the

eye. But soon we are nearing the hills.

The plain, no longer smooth, swells into

billows of green and breaks over the

scattered rocks around with crests of

flower-foam. Presently we come in sight

of a tall hill crowned with a mass of

ruin. We stop, get together and con

sult. Out come maps, guide-books and

the ever-present field-glass. But the

dragoman settles the question with a

word. It is Latron—the Hill of Modin.

Let us dismount for a moment and climb

its sloping sides.

A ruined fortress, built by the Cru

saders, is all that now marks the city of

the Maccabees. The great monument

and the seven pyramids erected by

Simon. which were visible at sea beyond

Jaffa, have disappeared: no stone of the

ancient city remains upon another: the

home of the Lion of Judah has become

a den of thieves. Bands of wild Bed

awin have made it their haunt for many

years, and the place has a bad name.

Indeed, as we reach the summit an old

fellow, gaudily dressed and armed to the

teeth with sword and pistol and long

flint-lock gun, peeps out at us from a

dark, ruined vault, in no good humor at

our approach. But there are four of us,

well armed, and he contents himself with

growling sotlo oace, and we pretend not

to notice him. The view is fine. From

the hills in front it extends back across

the plain to Jaffa, and we can see the ‘

blue Mediterranean as it breaks on the

snowy beach, from the lower hills of the

range of Carmel on the north, south

ward toward Gaza and Ascalon. But it

is already wellnigh noon, and we must

not delay. The path now follows a wind

ing valley between low, stony ridges

sparsely covered with stunted bushes

and a sort of coarse heather. There is

nothing striking in the scenery save its

desolate and savage character, but the

blood beats faster when we hear that we

are riding through the Vale of Ajalon.

Presently we have reached a narrow pass

called “ Bab-el-Wady,” or “ Gate of the

Valley,” and have entered the hills. We

have begun to climb in earnest. The

path is the dry bed of a winter torrent. _

 
Among the rocks and over huge boulders

our sure-footed horses nimbly pick their

way. Up, up we climb for an hour or

two, and at last reach the brows of the

hills. Here there are small groves of

olive trees, and soon, beneath a vener

able patriarch that may have waved his

gnarled and twisted arms above Coeur

de Lion and his mail-clad knights, so

old he seems, we find large rugs spread

for us with a tempting luncheon. But

the sun has passed the meridian. and

after an hour’s rest under these olives

of Beth-horon, we mount and ride on

again. The scenery grows more pic

turesque. Occasionally dwarf oaks, haw

thorns and bushes of various kinds greet

us, or a thicket of prickly pear breaks

the monotony of rocky hillside. Every

step of the way is historic. Beyond

those hills to the north lie Mizpah and

Bethel and the Hill of Gibeon ; far away

to the right, among the rocky ridges of

the south, are Bethlehem and Hebron.

The path turns abruptly, and before us

is an Arab village commanding the nar

row way. Clustering about a kind of

castle hanging on the side of the ravine,

half rock, half masonry, the houses of

Kuryet-el-Enftb frown down upon the

traveler as if sullenly regretting their old

chieftain, Abu Ghaush, who was for

twenty years the terror of the pass. Be

neath them, on a rocky platform, stands

an object which, always beautiful, ap

peals touchingly to the eye of the West

ern stranger in this wild Eastern coun

try. It is a Gothic church-—a relic of

gallant old Godfrey de Bouillon and his

kingdom of Jerusalem. But, although

not yet in ruin, it has long ago forgotten

its noble origin, and now serves as a

stable for the cattle of the Arabs. A

solitary palm tree stands like a sentinel

before its open portal. These robber

houses mark the site of Kirjath-jearim,

and one of them perhaps stands on the

very spot where the ark of the Lord

rested in “ the house of Aminadab on

the hill ” for twenty years.

We have now been seven or eight

hours in the saddle, and are drawing

near the Holy City. In an hour we

reach a little village which is thought to
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be Emmaus, and are riding along the

path on which our Lord walked with His

two disciples as they journeyed from

Jerusalem. As we climb hill after hill,

and see ridge beyond ridge rolling away

before us, we begin to grow impatient.

Faster and faster we hurry along. The

feeling is contagious, and we all push

forward as rapidly as our tired horses

can pick their way among the rocks.

Impatience increases. With bodies bent

forward and eyes strained eagerly east

ward, we urge on our horses and climb

hill after hill in excited silence. Pres

ently a white dome peeps over the ridge

in front. At last it is Jerusalem! Too

deeply stirred to speak, we gallop up to

the summit and gaze forward. Not yet:

it is the tomb of some Arab sheikh, and,

disappointed, we press on again. We

cross another ridge and another: shall

we ever reach the Holy City? But see!

The leader of our party, wild with emo

tion, spurs up the rocky hill and reins

his foaming horse and waves his hat!

Vi/ith a burst of excitement we dash for

ward and the summit is gained!

Bathed in the mellow glory of the

winter sun, beneath us lies Jerusalem!

Girdled with her ancient walls as with a

belt of masonry, Roman fortress and

Jewish synagogue, the mosque of the

Moslem and the Christian’s church, lie

piled together upon Zion. There, where

every age has written its history in

desolation, out of the mass of ruin,

struggling into light, tapering steeple

and square tower and swelling dome

and slender minaret — dumb witnesses

of Jove and Jehovah, and Mohammed

and Jesus—tell of her glory and her _

shame !

It is the hour of sunset. Through

the narrow streets Turkish turban and

Arab tarboush, the Astrakhan head

dress of the Persian and the fur cap of

the Jew, mingle with all the fantastic

costumes of the East. Jew and Gentile,

Turk and Greek, jostle each other as

they hasten along. One after another

the shops are shut. Mindful of the

prowling robber, the merchant hurries

his heavily-laden donkey through the

half-closed gate. On yonder housetop

 

a tall Moslem has spread his carpet and

with his face toward Mecca begins his

prayer. The sweet notes of a bugle

float to us from the citadel of Antonia:

the Turkish garrison is changing guard.

The voices of the muezzin on the

minaret calling to the Faithful mingle

- with the vesper hymn of the monks of

' the Armenian Convent. As the clear

toned, English-voiced bell, reminding us

of home, sounds from the church on

Mount Zion, let us draw nearer. That

massive fortress lit by the red sun is

the Tower of Hippicus; the cluster of

minarets without the walls marks the

Tomb of David; the low, broad dome

_ surmounted by a cross covers the Holy

Sepulchre; that line of yellow masonry

rising from the centre of the city is the

wall of the Haram, the foundation of the

Temple; and beyond, the great blue

' dome lifting high into the twilight the

glittering crescent of the Moslem is the

Mosque of Omar. On the right, the

Hill of Evil Counsel is cut clear against

the sky; eastward, the Mount of Olives

rears its head; and far away between

them, above the blue mist that begins

to rise from the Valley of Siloam, the

mountains of Moab stand out purple in

the setting sun.

We ride slowly down the broad road

and enter the Damascus gate. The sun

sinks rapidly behind the hills. The

hum of the city is hushed, and now, with

noise and rattling of chains, the gates are

shut. The streets are deserted, save

where a Turkish soldier tramps along,

1 his sabre clanking on the stones, or

some half-starved Jew picks his way

through the filth among the shadows to

his dingy hovel. Yonder Musselman

has said his prayer, and sits motionless

upon the housetop with folded arms,

watching the fast-sinking sun. Whirl

ing two or three times about a ruined

tower, a scavenger kite alights on a

broken arch of the palace of the Knights

' of Saint John and folds his wings to

rest. From vault and cave, where he

has lain hidden through the day, creeps

forth the mangy cur, his colleague of

the night.

The voices of the muezzin have died
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away. The bell on Zion is still. The I Mosque of Omar. Darkness puts forth

sweet sound of the vesper hymn has her shadow-fingers from the hills of Ju

melted into silence. Little stars peep dea, and Night—beautiful, solemn Night

timidly over the shoulder of Olivet. The —has fallen on Jerusalem.

pink glow fades from the crescent on the HENRY ARMITT BaowN.

WATCHING FOR DAWN.

AS yestermorn my years have flown away;

But for lost youth there come no new to-morro\\‘s

No lure compels the drowsy joys to stay—

No curtain quite shuts out the bat-winged sorrows.

O my sweet youth! Left I one fruit untasted,

One flower not plucked, on any farthest bough?

Ashes for beauty, dust for fragrance, wasted:

All that was sweetest grows most bitter now.

Then plucked I bitter-sweets, yet plucked again.

Fool! But, 0 man! was I alone in folly?

Each morn renews the opium-dreamer’s pain

Each sigh confirms the poet’s melancholy.

Self-love is mad—grows madder with indulgence:

Angels may weep to see it strive and dare.

Ah! was not Heaven robbed of your effulgence,

Swift, Byron, Shelley, Heine, Baudelaire?

In this dark night of mortal wretchedness

What stars are fixed? I see but comets gleaming:

Without, are sounds of strife and dull distress—

Within, I watch a candle’s fitful beaming.

Yet stars there are, like fires afar off burning—

Still, underneath the horizon, there is day:

Oh for more light to aid my slow discerning!

What can I do but watch, and weep, and pray?

Look! In the east appear some gleams of morn

A breath of sweetness floats upon the air:

Now, while within my spirit hope is born,

A still, small voice gives answer to my prayer.

“ Put out the candle, for the sun has risen!

All other lights, above, below, grow dim:

Go, Soul! like Paul and Silas, from th_v prison:

Christ hath redeemed thee—be zo/rqfilete in Him.”

H. H.
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GEORGE D. PRENTICE.

REMINISCENCES OF EDITORIAL LIFE IN THE WEST.

IT is too often the case that genius is

indolent. The rugged paths to fame

are more frequently traveled by hard

plodding mediocrity than by the really

brilliant.

With Mr. GEORGE D. PRENTICE, the

wit and poet, luckily the road proved a

flowery one. No obstacles presented

themselves, or if they did they were cir

cumvented, not surmounted. If he had

been compelled to learn in sorrow what

he taught in song, he would never have

been a teacher. A sweet poet, a nat

ural wit, a genial humorist, a brilliant

politician and a scathing satirist, his

fame has become coextensive with a love

of literature without an effort of his own.

His poetry drops from his lips, his wit

ticisms, though conned hard, are conned

as a labor of love, politics are his de

light and satire is a field in which he

roams for pleasure. He has become

one of the ablest political editors in the

Union, and has done the State great

service, but neither has involved much

exertion. With his lifelong experience

and his careful analysis of American

politics, he might be a power in the land

when all its powers are needed, but he

prefers to accept the good things that

are given him without the trouble of

seeking.

For many years previous to the war,

Mr. Prentice, as editor of the Louisville

Your/ml, held the people of the South

west in the hollow of his hand. He

thought and decided for them, and his

politics became theirs. A great distrust

has come between them, however, and

his paper, at one time a very autocrat

of the press, has been consolidated with

an old rival under the name of the Cou

rier-.7aurnal, while Mr. Prentice himself,

bereft of his proprietorship, holds his

place upon it as a salaried subordinate.

During the first Lincoln campaign,

Mr. Prentice, with his .’7ournal, advo

 cated the election of Bell and Everett,

the representatives of a fine old con

servative party that did not live long.

On the election of Mr. Lincoln, however,

a council not only with his editors, but

with such Kentucky statesmen as John

J. Crittenden, Robert J. Breckinridge,

Lovell Rousseau and others, induced

him to follow his own inclination and

support the incoming administration.

The aspect of the country was gloomy

and threatening, and no one felt it more

acutely than Mr. Prentice. I have seen

him weep bitterly over the ordinances

of Secession as they came, one precipi

tating another like a row of bricks, and

have heard him, in conversation with

staunch old Union men of that section,

utter lamentations loud and deep over

the threatened fate of the country.. “ My

God !” he would say, “I have heard

Henry Clay predict this.” There was

no hypocrisy in his sorrow. It was the

genuine deep grief of a true patriot.

At the time of the call for seventy-five

thousand men by Mr. Lincoln after the

outrage on Sumter, the .‘7ournal violent

ly denounced the call, although without

Mr. Prentice’s knowledge. The despatch,

it seems, came late at night, and was re

ceived by the editor on duty, Paul R.

Shipman, a brilliant essayist and student

of belles lettres, who was, however,

hardly practical enough for the post of a

leading editor on a live newspaper. He

wrote a short and pithy editorial de

nouncing Mr. Lincoln’s call, and urging

the people to rise in their indignation

and thrust the “ tyrant ” from his seat.

The people, it will be remembered, did not

rise to any great extent for that purpose,

but Mr. Prentice rose in his indignation

next morning and came very near thrust

ing Shipman from his seat. He stormed

and raved furiously at him, and outside

the room in which he held forth could

be heard frequent volleys of oaths and
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the words, “You’ve ruined us, sir !” But

Shipman’s voice was heard in calm re

buttal, and, as he was considered in

dispensable in the heavy and abtruse

editorials, the matter blew over with no

very serious consequences to either him

self, the journal or the “ tyrant.” Mr.

Prentice, however, seized the first oppor

tunity to change the position thus forced

upon him, and after going through the

forms of neutrality and submission, he

became an active advocate of coercion.

Mr. Prentice’s forte as an editor con

sists in his wit and sarcasm. At his

table, with his spare notes and a rapid

amanuensis before him, he pulls forth

strings of witty sayings from his brain

as a magician pulls forth coils of silken

ribbons from a hat. Whenever a point

suggests itself he will jot it down, no

matter where he is or ’what accommo

dations for jotting down are at hand.

He generally has a pencil and a slip of

paper, sometimes only the débris of an

old envelope, about him, but for a desk

he will with equal readiness make use of

his hat or a dead wall or a lamp-post.

The note, consisting probably of only a

word, is then consigned to apparent ob

livion in the depths of a pocket or the

inside of his hat, to be brought out only

by chance among a number of boon com

panions in the same place. When he

feels inclined to wit, he takes from re

ceptacles where he has placed his more

fortunate notes, thick slips of tiny manu

scripts, with bare suggestions of a joke.

On these he commences a process of

incubation that is quite as rapid as that

of the famous hen-persuader. He dic

tates in a slow and serious manner,

with his eyes fixed alternately on his

own little slip of paper and on the ceil

ing, punctuating as he goes, never halting

to supply a word or two to embellish a

figure, but straight on as fluently as

Wendell Phillips or Susan B. Anthony

answers a retort. His conversational

powers, strangely enough, are very de

ficient. He becomes painfully dull and

awkward when brought into brilliant

company. Introduce him to a noted

wit, and although he may laugh at the

jokes of his new acquaintance, the laugh

 
is partially forced, and his replies, if he

attempts any, are irrelevant and point

less. He is shy of making any attempt

at wit and humor, and seems strongly

inclined to discountenance such an at

tempt on the part of another. His wit

is apparent only in the columns of a

newspaper, for it requires to be pruned

and finished before it is presentable.

He does not say things that are bright,

but he thinks and writes a great many.

During the days just preceding the

war, Mr. Prentice became a great favor

ite with the hardy backwoodsmen of

Kentucky, who usually came to see him

when they were in Louisville on busi

ness; not that they were acquainted

with him, but, as they themselves would

tell him, just to see what he looked like.

Such visits were of course pcculiarly

painful to a sensitive nature, though Mr.

Prentice had no recourse but to en

dure them. Reception-rooms are not

generally in use among the “provincial”

newspapers, and a knock at the door is

the only intimation of a visitor before he

enters the room. One of these enthusi

astic individuals shook Mr. Prentice

warmly by the hand one day, when he

had come, as he said, on a visit of

“ curiosity,” and after scanning the edi

tor’s features in various lights, drew him

self up and said :

“So, you’re old George D. Prentice,

air you? \Vell, I’m mighty glad to see

you. Jim Dodd bet me you was good

looking, and I bet you wasn’t; and I

think [’em won it.”

Mr. Prentice probably enjoyed that

visit even less than usual.

Years ago, Mr. Prentice’s right hand

became partially paralyzed from continu

ous writing, and although the entire arm

is available for other purposes, his fing

ers are stiff and will not obey the leaders

promptly enough to admit of his writing

as rapidly as his flow of ideas requires.

He seldom attempts more than his auto

graph or a short letter intended to be

very private, and then his clutch upon

the pen becomes vice-like in its tenacity,

while the outer fingers of his hand stretch

themselves involuntarily in every direc

tion, very much like the antennae of an



554 [Nov.GEORGE D. PRENTICE.

exaggerated beetle. To remedy this, he

made use of a writing-machine, which he

worked by means of his whole arm. It '

served him very well for a time, but he

finally discontinued it, for fear that he

might lose the use of his arm as well as

of his hand. Since then he is compelled

to employ an amanuensis. His first em

ployé in this capacity was a young lady,

but as he is a very gallant old gentle

man, she diverted his attention too much

from business, and did not prove a suc

cess. Among the first young men whom

he employed thus was Calhoun Ben

ham, his brother-in-law, who afterward

became conspicuous as a second in the

famous Terry-Broderick duel in Cali

fornia. John J. Piatt, the poet, held the

position for a time, and was graduated

as editor of the Mac-a-cheek (Ohio)

Press, which he published in connection

with Richard Realff, of John-Brown-raid

notoriety, and Wm. D. Howells. He

returned to the position, however, and

finally left it fora clerkship in the Treas

ury Department under Mr. Lincoln’s first

administration. Mr. Piatt’s first attempt

at poetry was published in the Louin/ille

.‘7ournal, and that paper was indeed the

alma maler of many of the sweetest poets

that the West has produced. Alice and

Phoebe Cary wrote for it when they were

comparatively unknown, and I am not

certain but that the foundation of their

reputation was laid in its columns. It

also counts among its famous graduates

Sally M. Bryan (now Mrs. John J.

Piatt), Lizzie Conwell Smith, Emma

Alice Browne, Caroline A. Warfield,

Rosa Vertner Johnson, Delle Mason

Ward, Amelia Welby, Mr. Forceythe

Wilson, and others whose names are

not so well known.

Mr. Prentice is resistless in his satire,

and when he descends to abuse he be

comes merciless. Nothing stands in his

way. He pays no respect to age, sex

or color. He accuses and vilifies in

terms sometimes hardly fit for publi

cation, and departing entirely from the

well-trodden, legitimate paths of abuse,

he invents terms of vituperation which

are as unique and original as they are

effective. Mrs. Sally Rochester Ford,

 
the estimable wife of a Baptist clergy

man who went South during the war,

incurred his wrath by indulging in some

invective against him for his decided

stand for the Union. It is charitable

to suppose that Mr. Prentice was in a

less pleasant humor than usual when he

read it, for he at once launched forth

into a storm of denunciation and invec

tive that was outrageous. He capped

his climaxes by ridiculing her personal

appearance, laughing at her figure and

making jokes upon her homeliness. An

other individual who incurred his wrath

was named R. R. Bolling, who at the

time was running on an opposition ticket

for some State office. As an opposition

candidate, stereotyped phrases, such as

villain and liar, would have been consid

ered abuse enough for the offence, but

when in an evil' hour Bolling denounced

Mr. Prentice personally on the stump,

the abused editor let loose all his thun

derbolts. He employed all his inventive

genius in the coinage of new epithets,

and in the culmination both of his rage

and his invention he branded poor. Boll

ing as a boil, a running sore and a fis

tula. The people could not conscien

tiously have a fistula in office or endure

one in society, and Bolling lost both his

coveted position and his independence

among his fellows.

The law of libel has killed many a

good newspaper invective. Emphatic

abuse is inconsistent with a careful use

of the word “alleged” or the substitu

tion of fanciful for real names. In the

great cities of our Eastern seaboard,

where libel laws are stringent, real down

right editorial in vectives are seldom used.

Editors cannot trust themselves to be

severe, lest they should also be unpar

liamentary. To be sure, Grattan once

conclusively showed Corry in the Eng

lish House of Commons how to do it,

but that was a long time ago, and editors

now-a-days are not Grattans as a general

thing.

In Western and Southern communities

they arrange these matters differently.

The last resort of an individual outraged

editorially would be a suit for libel.

'Whatever statutes there may be upon
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the subject have become null and void

through long disuse. The courts would

probably look upon a case of the kind as .

ridiculous and the plaintiff as a man of

no spirit. His suit would be lost through

want of sympathy on the part of the

jury, or else he would receive a nominal

verdict, which would neither line his

pocket nor plaster his wound. An ed

itor, therefore, untrammeled by formalities

or parliamentary decorum, can use vitu

peration without stint, printing his terms

in provokingly clear type. without the

fear of Chancery before his eyes. llut

it is quite likely that he will be called

out or shot on sight, or knocked down

at any moment on the morning of pub

lication. This mode of procedure is

considered far preferable to that in New

York, for instance, where, if the same

editor entered the arena with the same

weapons of abuse, he would most prob

ably be compelled to devote all his spare

substance to paying the costs of a libel

suit.

It may well be assumed that Mr.

Prentice, although comfortably exempt

from all vexatious lawsuits, was fre

quently involved in dangerous personal

rencontres. He does not know how

often he has been shot or how often his

life has been despaired of. ln all his nu

merous rencontres he has seldom if ever

come out second best. Many of them

were sought by himself in retaliation for

abuse heaped upon him by rival editors,

for, free as he is in his abuse of others,

he is peculiarly sensitive to abuse heaped

upon himself.

Reuben Durrett was editor of the

Louiwi/le Courier, the principal local

opponent of the Yournal, in 1858, and

kept a sly paragraph in its columns, for

several days, intimating that Mr. Pren

tice, while “ under a cloud,” had fallen

from a gangplank of a steamboat into

the water. Mr. Prentice was intensely

aggravated by this little paragraph. He

did not deny its truth. It might have

been true, but it was certainly no less

objectionable on that account. Probably

he felt that even his great command of

language would not permit him to do

justice to the subject. He simply an

 
nounced that if the paragraph appeared

again he would hold the editor personally

responsible. Of course the paragraph

appeared next morning. Mr. Prentice

immediately waited upon Mr. Durrett,

fired twice at him, received two shots in

return, the police interfered, honor was

satisfied, the paragraph was “ canceled,”

and each editor had a ball extracted

from under his hide.

William E. Hughes, another rival

editor, sent his belligerent card up to

Mr. Prentice during a popular excite

ment, and received the following reply:

“ Tell Mr. Hughes that I will be

down as soon as I load my pistols.”

Hughes, however, unwilling to give

his enemy every advantage of ground

and preparation, withdrew in haste. The

popular excitement at the time was in

consequence of a Know-Nothing elec

tion, which, in Louisville, was a contest

of muscle more than anything else, and

every prominent politician felt bound by

the obligations of party to shoot or dis

able some prominent man of the oppo

sition. The day of election was a day

of blood, and is yet known as “ Bloody

Monday” in the annals of the city. Mr.

Prentice undoubtedly assisted in allay

ing the popular tumult, and probably

saved a rival office and a very fine

Catholic cathedral from destruction. On

several occasions, however, he has him

self been compelled to flee before the

wrath of the people. During the Ward

riots, when Matt. Ward, who murdered

the school-teacher Butler, was the object

of vengeance, Mr. Prentice, who defend

ed Ward in his columns for reasons

never definitely known, took horse at

midnight and galloped to a place of

safety.

When the news of the Bull Run fight

reached Louisville. the intensest excite

ment prevailed, and the rebel population

paraded the streets swearing vengeance

against all loyal men who came in con

tact with them. The Yournal office had

long been floating a United States flag

from a staff on the roof, but the staff

being too short for the flag, a carpenter

had been sent for early in the day to put

up a longer one. He arrived at the time
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quite a threatening demonstration was

being made in front. The Courier office,

which was on the opposite side of the

same street, was intensely rebel, and it

was bruited about that a Confederate

flag would be hoisted upon it during the

day. The crowd between the two offices

was clamorous for the raising of one

flag and the lowering of the other. At

this juncture, Mr. Prentice was informed

by an excited employé from the counting

room that somebody was on the roof

pulling down the flag. The old man’s

eyes flashed fire.

“Then, by G—,” said he, “go up

there and throw the scoundrel down

among the mob.”

Up rushed the willing employé. The

flag was already half-masted, and the

carpenter, intent mainly on earning his

wages, though not insensible to the cries

of the admiring crowd beneath, was

busily engaged in untying it from the

halyards. To his infinite disgust, how

ever, before his work was completed, he

found himself hurled backward by a

strong hand, which in the next breath flirt

ed the flug again to the peak and tied the

halyards in an insoluble knot to the staff.

The honest carpenter was then lustily

kicked down the skylight, and thrust the

rest of the way down two pairs of stairs

to the street door, where he received an

energetic parting salute, and found him

self landed among his late admirers,

without having a single chance to re

ceive or tender an explanation. This

bold stroke touched the generous im

pulses of the mob, if they had any, and

all demonstrations against the :7Ull/’/lal

and its flag ceased. The crowd, in fact,

turned its ridicule on the unoffending

carpenter, who with difficulty made his

way to his shop with unbroken bones.

Notwithstanding his frequent personal

rencontres, Mr. Prentice never accepted

a challenge or fought a duel. James B.

Clay, the son of the Sage of Ashland,

once challenged him for remarks made

in his paper in animadversion on Clay’s

sale of his father’s homestead. ln his

reply declining, Mr. Prentice made prob

ably the most effective argument ever

urged against dueling. After offering as

 

a side issue the fact of his arm being

paralyzed and young James being the

son of one of his dearest friends, he

urged that the anxious nights preceding

a duel were tortures that he could not

endure. He would be willing to fight on

sight, but he could not deliberately plan

how, when and where.

Wordy retorts between rivals of note

generally make pretty good reading in

newspapers that contain but little start

ling news and few solid editorials, and

they become particularly interesting

when all parties are personally known

to nearly every reader. Mr. Prentice

was an adept in the art, and usually

found foemen worthy of his steel among

the editorial fraternity in Kentucky.

Shadrach Penn was one of these wor

thy foemen, and the battle generally

raged fiercely between the two. He

and Prentice were intimate friends and

almost continually together, but they

would time and again violate each other’s

most sacred confidences for the purpose

of some paltry joke or home thrust. On

one occasion the two were bathing in a

“sanitarium,” and Mr. Prentice fell fast

asleep in his bath-tub. Penn saw him,

and laughing immoderately at the pros

pect of a good joke the next morning,

betook himself to his office, where he

prepared an elaborate sketch for publica

tion, detailing the fact that Prentice was

drunk in a bath-tub. He had no fool

ish scruples about mentioning names.

Prentice, however, was awakened by

Penn’s prolonged laughter, and, be

clouded as his brain was, he immedi

ately comprehended the situation. He

also returned instantly to his office and

prepared an elaborate account of the af

fair, embellishing and coloring it to suit

the desperate circumstances under which

he labored, but substituting the name of

Penn for Prentice in the cast ofcharacters.

Both paragraphs appeared next morning,

each in its respective sheet, but as Pren

tice’s was the most highly colored, the

people gladly accepted it as the true

narrative.

On one occasion, however, Mr. Pren

tice was the victim of a shrewder joke

than any he had practiced on others. For
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a long time he was engaged to con

tribute weekly to the A’ew York Leafger

a half column of “Wit and Wisdom,

original and selected.” For this he re

ceived one thousand dollars annually,

which, in times of gold and silver, and

considering that the wit was more select

ed than original, was very good pay.

Jasper H. Johnson, a queer genius and

a rare humorist, who has said many

funnier things than Prentice, Artemus

Ward and the army of humorists put to

gether, and who does not know his own

worth, was an editor-of-all-work on the

Courier at the time. and succeeded ad

mirably in burlesquing Prentice’s half

column in the Le1fger by a similar half

column in the Courier. The Ledger is

usually out two or three weeks before its

natural time, being dated well into the

future. Johnson saw in this a chance

for a point, and after intimating several

times that the public and the Lerlger

were swindled by wholesale olagiarisms

from the Courier on the part of Mr.

Prentice, he sprung his mine by publish

ing in the Courier of May I the precise

wit and wisdom already given to the

world in the Le/l.’.£[e/0 of May I4. He

again taxed Mr. Prentice with plagiarism,

and held up these “ damning proofs” to

the public. Prentice, who seldom look

ed at the Ledger, except to see that his

contribution was in its accustomed place,

was nonplussed by this coup de ,1)lume,

and it is doubtful if he ever accurately

understood how the thing happened.

After the Ward riots, Mr. Prentice

found his subscription list woefully de

pleted by the withdrawal of subscribers

who censured the course he had taken

during the trial. In order to retrieve

this loss, he published daily for a week

or two several columns of letters from

imaginary subscribers who, having with

drawn, were anxious to subscribe again.

These writers declared that they had

been afflicted with terrible pains and

“ miseries” in the chest or head or stom

ach, or with rheumatic and consumptive

ailings, and solemnly took oath that one

reading of the Yournal cured them com

pletely. One individual declared that he

 

had a tricky horse, but that he com

menced taking the Yournal again and

the animal became mild enough for a

country doctor. Such good-humor had

its effect. The old subscribers laughed

in their sleeves and subscribed again.

When his course in favor of coercion

was decided, his Southern subscribers,

who were in a large majority on his list,

dropped off rapidly, but the large cities

of the North sent him long lists of new

ones. He vented his ridicule on his South

ern deserters in many instances through

his columns. Here is one instance:

“UNIV. Vracmm, May 17, I861.

“ PRENTICE :

“ Stop my paper; I can’t afford to

read abbolition journals these times: the

atmosphere of old Virginia will not ad

mit of such filthy sheets as yours has

grown to be.

“ Yours, etc.,

“ GEORGE LAKE.”

“ LOUISVILLE, May 24, 1861.

“ LAKE:

“I think it a great pity that a young

man should go to a university to grad

uate a traitor and a blackguard—and so

ignorant as to spell abolition with two

#s. G. D. P.”

Prentice and William G. Brownlow,

until a few years ago, were devoted

friends, and during the early years of the

war, when the fate of the latter and his

Tennessee compatriots hung in the bal

ance, Prentice suffered no little uneasi

ness on their account. He had a great

regard for Maynard and Etheridge, who

were closely allied at that time with the

present Senator from Tennessee. But

he was especially anxious about Brown

low. I was in his room with him, act

ing as his amanuensis, when he met

them after their escape. He was dic

tating when a knock came at the door,

and not wishing to be disturbed, he call

ed a deep frown to his brow to warn un

welcome intruders ofl'.

“ Come in,” he said, snappishly. The

door was quickly opened and three rath

er rough-looking figures stood in view.

“ Prentice, my old friend, how are

you ?” said a hearty voice.
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“ Brownlow !”

The two leaped forward and clasped

one another in a genuine embrace.

“Etheridge! Maynard!” and a hearty '

shaking of hands greeted the others.

But to Brownlow, Prentice immediately

turned his eyes and his attention. At

intervals, even in the midst of the con

versation that ensued, the two, as if by

one impulse, would grasp each other’s

hands and look affectionately into each

other’s eyes. Since the war these two

old friends have become bitter enemies

politically. I cannot say that the old

affection does not still exist. It is, how

ever, highly improbable that they will

ever embrace so cordially again.

Mr. Prentice as a partisan editor has

been uniformly successful, but he has '

never been a recipient of the spoils of

office. He was once offered the nomi

nation for governor of the State, and

again for Congress, but on both occa

sions he declined the honor—which would

have ensured an election—on the ground

that his greatest wish was to be editor

of the Lam’.n/ille Yournal, and that he

could do his party more good in that

capacity. In fact, he knows nothing of

business outside of his editorial duties.

He cannot promptly indite a police item,

nor even fill out a check for a few dol

lars. He will, however, go almost any

length for his party friends or his paper.

Under Mr. Lincoln’s administration, al

though he had stoutly opposed the Re

publican party in the previous campaign,

he received the bestowal of several of

fices on account of his bold defence of

coercion when coercion needed bold de

fenders. These he gave to his friends—

Col. Wallace, one of his editors, becom

ing Assistant Secretary of the Senate

under Emerson Etheridge, John J. Piatt

receiving a clerkship in the Treasury

Department, and A. M. Hancock, one

of his friends, the consulship to Malaga.

His poetry is of the highest and sweet

est order. His “ Lines at My Mother’s

Grave” are among the most affecting,

heartfelt expressions of love and sorrow

ever uttered. They are the overflowings

of a full heart which often throbs with

fine and worthy sentiment. His poems

 
are not very extensive, and of late years

do not usually evince his old ardor. On

the unveiling of the Clay Statue in Lou

isville on the Fourth of July, 1867, a

poem replete with the tire and pathos of

his youth was written by him and sung

by a hundred voices. More recently he

published a “ Greeting to Greeley,”

which was remarkable mainly for its

platitudes, and as a convincing indica

tion of how little heart Mr. Prentice

gives to his present advocacy of Demo

cratic principles.

His prose literary works are few. “ A

Life of Henry Clay” was written long

ago, but never proved a success, and has

now gone completely out of print. He

lived with Clay at his home in Ashland

for several months in order to complete

the work, and became a bosom friend

of the great statesman. He also pub

lished, about nine years ago, a book of

witty paragraphs entitled, “ Prenticeana,”

but it was a tasteless rehash of the short

witticisms that had appeared from time

to time in the ifournal, and which, being

clipped of their personal or political

bearing, lost their prominent points.

The book proved a complete failure.

He regretted seriously that he had ever

permitted its publication, and protested

strongly against the title, “Prenticeana,”

which his publishers had substituted for

his own more modest designation. He

also had two or three lectures, which he

was in the habit of delivering during the

season, but they were not in his best

style and none of them claimed to be

witty. On the contrary, they were dull

and didactic. His audiences, from his

general reputation, had a right to expect

a bright, humorous discussion, and were

consequently seriously disappointed on

being treated to a dry essay on the

aspect of American politics.

In appearance, Mr. Prentice is short

and rather stout, but he has a splendid

head. His forehead is massive and full,

and his eyes are very black and of the

medium size, although they are so over

shadowed by his shaggy eyebrows that

at a glance they are supposed to be

small and snaky. His nose is shapely,

his cheeks are full, and the whole con
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tour of his face is round. His hair re

tains a jetty blackness. but is thinly dis

tributed over his head, although only a

small space of the scalp is actually bald.

He is careless about his clothes, and

feels utterly desolate in full dress, which

he is sometimes compelled to undergo

on state occasions. '

Mr. Prentice was born in Preston,

Connecticut, on December 2, 1803, and

is consequently nearly sixty-six years

old. He was graduated at Brown Uni

versity at the age of nineteen, and be

came principal of a high school in Hart

ford. He afterward edited the Hartford

Ret/iew, and became a personal enemy

of Mr. Gideon Welles, who at the time

was a rival editor in the same town. In

1830, however, he established the .’7aur

nal in Louisville, and remained chief

proprietor and editor of it until a few

months ago, when, by a strange con

catenation of circumstances, he lost his

partnership. The paper since then has

been consolidated with its oldest rival,

and he is employed upon it as an assist

ant editor. The last ten years of his

life have been full of trouble to the old

man. During the war, notwithstanding

his Unionism, both his sons went to the

 
rebel army. The elder was killed in

battle. The younger, in a personal affray

in Virginia, killed a comrade and was

tried by military commission for murder.

The old man obtained leave from Pres

ident Lincoln and from Jeff. Davis to

pass through the hostile lines, and re

mained at his son’s side in the rebel

camp during the trial, which resulted,

partly through his efforts, in acquittal.

His wife, who was a musical com

poser of considerable note and a leader

of the ton in his city, died only about a

year and a half ago. Apparently, the

flowery paths through which he wander

ed to poesy have become thorny and

rugged at the end. He teaches in sor

row what he learned in song. He has

still the old fire, and his genius would

yet be dominant in Kentucky politics,

but, forced by circumstances to adopt a

creed in which he has no faith, he does

not work with his old spirit. He lets

younger heads and stronger wills usurp

his accustomed place. His j7ournal was

his idol, but it has been taken from the

temple where he worshiped, and he and

his idol are none the better for the

separation.

CHARLES G. SHANKS.

THE FIRST AND THE LAST OF THE BUCCANEERS.

IN the nursery legend, in story and in

song the name of William Kidd has

stood forth as the boldest and bloodiest

of buccaneers. The terror of the ocean

when abroad, he returned from his suc

cessive voyages to line our coasts with

silver and gold, and to renew with the

Devil a league cemented with the blood

of victims shot down whenever fresh re- '

turns of the precious metals were to be

hidden. According to the superstitions

of Connecticut and Long Island, it is

owing to these bloody charms that hon

est money-diggers have ever experi

enced so much. difficulty in securing

 
these buried treasures. Often, indeed,

have the lids of the iron chests rung

beneath the mattock of the stealthy mid

night searcher for gold ; but the flashes

of sulphureous fires, blue and red, and

the saucer eyes and chattering teeth of

legions of demons, have uniformly inter

posed to frighten the delvers from their

posts and preserve the treasures from

their greedy clutches. But notwith

standing the harrowing sensations con

nected with the name of Kidd and his

renown as a pirate, he was but one of

the most inconsiderable of that mighty

race of sea-robbers who during a long
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series of years in the seventeenth cen

tury were the admiration of the world

for their prowess and its terror for their

crimes.

The first and most formidable name

on the bloody catalogue of buccaneers is

that of Henry Morgan, whose very name

spread such terror abroad that with it

old women frightened their children to

sleep, and then lay awake themselves

through fear. Morgan was the son of a

wealthy farmer in VVales, but not satis

fied with his secluded condition, he sail

ed for Barbadoes, where he was sold for

a term of years for his passage. The

term of his service having expired, he

repaired to Jamaica, where the tempta

tions spread before him by the buc

cancers of rapidly arriving at wealth and

fame induced him to join their commu

nity. In the course of several voyages,

which were attended with great success,

he evinced so much skill, prudence and

judgment as to win the confidence of his

companions, several of whom purchased

a ship and conferred on him the com

mand. This was the beginning of his

career. He soon organized a fleet of

nine vessels and made sail for Porto

Bello, the third strongest post, at that

time, in the American dominions of

Spain. In order to secure secresy,

Morgan communicated his purpose to

noliving soul until he came in view of

the town. Some of his bold spirits

faltered for a moment, but he had the

power to dissipate their fears even

against odds so great. The castle was

summoned to surrender on pain of put

ting every man found therein to death.

The summons being disregarded, the

castle was forced to yield to the impet

uous assaults of the pirates. But there

were yet other castles, and one of them

the strongest, to be subdued. As a de

vice to compel this to yield. the pirate

chief caused its walls to be planted round

with scaling-ladders, upon which, in front

of his own men, the religious in his hands

—priests and nuns—were forced to as

cend. But although these unfortunate

people called to the governor, in the

name of all their saints, to yield and

save their lives, he was inflexible. Night .

 

approached, and the contest yet raged.

Finally, after performing prodigies of

valor, the assailants succeeded in scaling

the walls, and the castle was entered

sword in hand. The entire town was

now in possession of the invaders, and

all the treasures of the churches having

been placed in the castle for safety, they

fell into the hands of the victors, to

gether with a vast amount of money and

plate. The crosses, pictures and bells

of the churches were carried off for the

purpose, as Morgan alleged, of founding

a chapel in the island of Tortuga!

Amazed that a town so strongly forti

fied as Porto Bello should have been

captured by so small a force, the pres

ident sent a message to Morgan desiring

a pattern of the arms by which he had

performed so brilliant an exploit. Mor

gan treated the messenger with courtesy,

and returned to the president a pistol

and a brace of bullets as “ slender pat

terns” of the arms he had used, request

ing his excellency to preserve them care

fully for a twelvemonth, when he prom

ised to come to Panama to bring them

away. The president, however, sent the

articles back, to save the pirate the trouble

of coming after them. Morgan, after

destroying the walls of the city, re-em

barked and left Porto Bello a solitude,

unbroken save by the booting of the owl

or the scream of the panther.

The fame of exploits like these caused

the name of Morgan to resound through

out Europe, and large numbers of the

English chivalry hastened to the New

World, either to mend dilapidated for

tunes or acquire new ones, and to par

ticipate in the unlawful glory which even

the darkness of the deeds by which it

was won could not eclipse.

These recruits having attached them

selves to Morgan, the bold rover sailed

in December, 1670, to pay the promised

visit to the governor of Panama, the

richest city of Spanish America. Pre

liminary, however, to landing upon the

Isthmus, a detachment of the fleet was

sent against a fortress at the mouth of

the Chagres, which river it was neces

sary to ascend before disembarking for

Panama. This fortress was built upon
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a steep rock against which the waves

of the sea were continually breaking, and

was defended by an officer of distin

guished ability and courage. For a time

the contest was doubtful, but the Fates

favored the freebooters. The Spanish

commander was slain, and, the fort tak

ing fire, the position fell into the hands

of the besiegers. The manner in which

the fire was communicated to the fortress

was remarkable. During the fight an

arrow from the bow of one of the gar

rison lodged in the eye of one of the

pirates. Coolly extracting the barbed

shaft from his head with his own hand,

and binding some cotton around the mis

sile, he set it on fire and shot it back

into the fortress from the barrel of his

gun. The burning arrow fell upon the

roof of a house thatched with dry palm

leaves, and a conflagration ensued which

the garrison strove in vain to subdue.

The chief obstacle to their progress be

ing thus removed, the commander, with

twelve hundred men, embarked in boats

and canoes and commenced the ascent

of the river toward the capital. the sack

ing of which was to be the crowning '

act of his career of outrage and blood. '

They were soon compelled to leave their

boats, and their march for nine days was

one of singular vicissitude and romantic

incident.

In the day-time, gliding along on the

elastic carpet of fallen cocoa leaves, they '

passed through groves fragrant with the

mango and vocal with the song of birds.

On either side of their path the feathery

blossoms of the century plant grew in

wild profusion, while suspended over

head, from the gothic arches of the

cedro tree, were the nests of the oriole

inwoven with the jessamine and the

scarlet trumpets of the bignonia. Live

oaks, hoary and grim, stretched forth

their arms clothed with the gray drapery

of the Spanish moss. Aloft, the palm

tree branched into round tables, spread

for a banquet in the clouds ; and below,

the magnolia, whose virgin cheeks are

never brazen with the paint of early

frosts, modestly shrunk from the passing

gaze.

At night, by the light of fireflies,

Von.IV.—36

 

_ But this force availed little.

they waded through swamps where cy

presses rose like the columns of some

vast sepulchre. Again, their way led

them over matted vines and tangled

morasses, or along the margin of deep,

slimy pools, fringed with the rank and

sickening vegetation of the Tropics.

Occasionally a cloud of bats flapped their

clammy wings in the faces of the in

truders, or a dull plash announced the

presence of the iguana and alligator.

At dawn on the morning of the ninth

day the pirate band reached the crest of

a high mountain. ln the distance Au

rora was bathing her rosy fingers in the

great Southern Ocean, and beneath them,

glorious in the sunlight, lay the glitter

ing spires of the Spanish town. As soon

as their vision had taken in the scene,

this dark “ mass of organized ferocity”

paid an involuntary homage to the Deity,

and for a moment corselet and morion,

arquebus and crossbow flashed in the

sun, as, kneeling, they gave thanks to

God “ for so auspicious a termination

of their perilous journey !” Their first

astonishment past, they gave themselves

up to the wildest demonstrations of joy.

They beat their drums, sounded their

trumpets, threw up their hats, and fell

. on each other’s necks in very excess of

delight. Then, twining around the hilts

of their broadswords the crimson passion

flower, and shouting their battle-cry, they

ran down the mountain, and before night

fall had encamped upon the great plain

on which stood the city.

The invaders were early on foot on

the morning of the tenth day. Arriving

upon the summit ofa little hill, they saw

a force advancing to meet them. Their

own numbers had been reduced on the

march to less than a thousand men ; and

they now beheld an army consisting of

two squadrons of horse and four regi

ments of foot, led by the governor in

person, and preceded by a large herd of

wild bulls; the design of which singular

description of light troops was to throw

the buccaneers into confusion. Beyond

these, in immediate proximity to the

. city, they discovered the people of Pan

ama in arms in yet greater numbers.

The Span
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iards, especially the cavalry, fought

bravely for more than two hours, when

they were forced to flee in confusion,

leaving six hundred of their companions

dead upon the field. Determined to fin

ish on the same day the work they had

begun, the buccaneers again advanced,

and a second and fiercer encounter took

place at the very gates of the city,

which, after a stubborn resistance, was

forced to yield. Neither party gave or

received quarter, and after the capture

the pirates killed nearly all who fell into

their hands, sparing neither ecclesiastics

nor women, and sucking, at each stroke,

the drops of blood that fell from their

sabres.

The city was at that time one of re

markable splendor. The private dwell

ings were chiefly built of cedar, and

embellished with costly hangings, fine

paintings, and everything that luxury or

taste could supply.

bishop, with two large churches and

seven monasteries, all richly adorned

with altar-pieces, gold, silver and pre

cious stones. But the “gorgeous pal

aces and solemn temples” were doomed

to the flames by Morgan himself, al

though he afterward attempted to fix

the act of vandalism upon others. A

portion of the valuables had been con

veyed away by the inhabitants, but by

the horrible processes of torture im

mense discoveries were made of treas

ures concealed in wells and in caves.

Morgan lingered at Panama until his

men began to murmur at their protracted

inactivity. The cause of this inaction

will hardly be divined from the character,

thus far developed, of this terrible free

booter; but it was nothing less than the

tender passion. He had among his

prisoners a beautiful Spanish lady who

attracted his particular attention. She

was a native of Spain and the wife of an

opulent merchant, whose business had

some time before called him to Peru.

According to the historians of that day,

she was still in the bloom of youth, and

her cheeks, naturally ruddy, were height

ened by a tropical sun into a warmer

glow. The interest which her unhappy

situation excited was fanned into admira

It was the see of a '

 
tion by her elevated mien, and her whole

deportment indicated a soul incapable of

being degraded from its native rank by

any reverse of condition or any depth of

misery. Morgan, rude as he was and

unused to the melting mood, was never

theless charmed with her conversation,

and the admiration which he felt for her

bearing was ere long changed into more

tender emotions. He provided a house

for her, and assigned to her service a

retinue of servants. Shortly afterward

he attempted to open such a correspond

ence with her as might favor his desires,

but failing in this, he proceeded to usurp

some freedoms at which her delicacy re

volted. With a virtue as exalted as that

of the Roman matron who resisted, but

in vain, the advances of the son of Tar

quin, and with a yet higher courage, she

sprang from him, exclaiming, “ Stop!

Thinkest thou, then, that thou canst

ravage mine honor from me as thou hast

wrested from me my fortune and my

liberty?” Saying this, she drew from

her bosom a poniard, and would have

plunged it into his breast had he not

avoided the blow. History has not pre

served the name of this lofty specimen

of female purity and honor, but, with

that of Lucretia, it deserves the topmost

niche in the temple of Virtue.

At length, in the month of February,

Morgan took his departure from Panama,

having one hundred and seventy-five

beasts of burden laden with silver and

gold, jewelry and other precious articles.

Returning down the Chagres, he finished

the destruction of the castle at its en

trance, and prepared to re-embark for

Jamaica. Before going on board, how

ever, a division of the plunder was made

which gave great dissatisfaction. It

seemed unaccountable to his men that

so large an apparent amount of treasure

should only yield two hundred pieces-of

eightper capita, and rumors of foul play

were rife. Meanwhile he had richly

' laden his own ship, and in the course

- of the following night, while his compan

ions were asleep, he hoisted sail and

bore away for England. Such an in

stance of treachery had never before

been known among the buccaneers,
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and the rage that ensued cannot be

described.

It has been asserted that the pirates

after the restoration of Charles II. not

only received encouragement and pro

tection from the king, but were in actual

partnership with that profligate monarch,

His Majesty receiving a share of the

booty even after he had publicly issued

orders for the suppression of their prac

tices. Be this as it may, it is certain

that Morgan, on his return to England,

became a commander in the naval service

of his country, and received the honor

of knighthood from the hands of Charles

II.

With Morgan’s relinquishment of the

rude etiquette of the Spanish Main for

the polished courtesies of the English

Court, buccaneering began to wane;

but, although there were subsequently

no expeditions arranged upon so grand a

scale as that of Morgan, the system was

continued by minor rovers for nearly

thirty years, when it may be said to have

ceased, for a time at least, with the exe

cution of William Kidd at Execution

Dock in London in 1701. History,

however, often repeats itself, and it

was left for the present generation to

furnish, in Maximilian, the Last of the

Buccaneers.

It was in 186l that Napoleon III.,

imitating the example of Charles II. in

the case of Morgan, and taking advantage

of the supposed weakness of a neighbor

ing Christian nation then rent by a

gigantic civil war, conceived the idea

of a grand freebooting expedition, the

object of which was the same glittering

spoil that had so often tempted Morgan

and his companions. The person se

lected to command was a young arch

duke of the House of I-Iapsburg—a weak

and pliant gentleman, though highly ac

complished and well versed in every

branch of learning, as a pupil of the

Jesuits must necessarily be. Accord

ingly, he was easily induced by the wily

monarch to exchange the insignia of the

I-Iapsburgs for the fatal purple of Itur

bide, and to hasten from the peaceful

shades of Miramar to the ensanguined

 

land of the Montezumas. But the events

of his career are of too recent a date to

call for an extended account. Amid the

salvos of French cannon and the hypo

critical cheers of the Church party, he

made a triumphal entry into Mexico,

usurped the government, and in 1865

issued a decree against the legitimate

authorities, which held within itself such

atrocities that even the acts of the most

bloodthirsty of buccaneers are merciful

in comparison. It was he—a European

prince, who professed to have gone to

Mexico to sow the seeds of civilization

who interrupted the humanities of war

and set the horrid example of executions

in cold blood. In his preliminary proc

lamation to the Mexicans he stated that

President Juarez had fled from the soil

of Mexico. This was a gross misstate

ment. for during the intervention Juarez

had not left Mexican soil—not even to

accept an invitation to dinner extended

to him by the United States officers at

El Paso del Norte. In the second para

graph he stated that the “ honorable

men” had assembled under his banner.

But what is the history of the lwnorable

leaders—such as Marquez, Miramon and

the one who betrayed him at Queretaro?

“ Clemency will cease,” said the pream

ble, “ for it will only profit the mob, who

burn villages, rob and murder.” Yet

after this sixteen populous villages were

laid in ruins by the lmperialists in

Coahuila, and their inhabitants driven to

the mountains. In Article I. of the

famous decree, Maximilian—himself an

usurper—declared death to any Mexican

who dared proclaim any political princi

ples, or defend his country in any organ

ization, even if it numbered one hundred

thousand men — death within twenty

four hours following the sentence. In

other words, the native troops of the

Republic, who were defending the inde

pendence of their country against a

stranger and an invader, were to be

treated as brigands. Article II. gave

even a corporal a right to try and shoot

any Mexican general for offences com

mitted under the decree. Article XIII.

prevented any demand for pardon. Un

der this decree only ten days subsequent
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there were executed in Michoacan two

Liberal generals, four colonels, five lieu

tenant-colonels, eight commandauts and 1

many subordinate officers.

Then followed his short and stormy

reign, which may be likened to the at

tempts of an inexperienced keeper to

preserve order in his menagerie. Quar

rels with the Church party, whose mo

nopoly of lands he wished to break up,

abortive attempts to obtain recognition

from the United States, and the growing

strength of the Liberals, soon began to

sap the foundations of his throne, until

the sternly-intimated will of our own

government deprived him of his main

arm of support, the French troops. But

when Bazaine and his French legion for

sook him—when the news of his wife’s

insanity was communicated to him;

when, on every side, he saw treachery

and vindictiveness; and when, finally,

he perceived that all was lost—the

nobler qualities of his mind came out in

grander relief, and as a gentleman and a

brave man no one can refuse him praise

and admiration.

A comparison, however, between the

marauding expedition of Napoleon and

the freebooting one of Morgan is not

strained. Indeed, it affords ample justi

fication for designating the young arch

duke the Last of the Buccaneers. Both

expeditions—stripped of all diplomatic

subtleties—were for the purpose of

plunder under the guise of punishing

cruelty; both were characterized by

treachery of the blackest dye; both in

voked the blessing of Heaven and as

sumed to be under the special protection

of the Church.

Nor does the parallel end here. A refer

ence to the official correspondence of the

seventeenth century on the subject of

buccaneering, and to that which passed

between the United States and France

 
on a similar subject, makes it still more

striking. When, in 1607, the govern

ment of Spain complained bitterly to that

of France of the outrages upon her com

merce by the buccaneers—a large ma

jority of whom were the born subjects

of that nation—the answer of France

was, that those piratical acts were not

committed by the buccaneers as her

subjevts, and the Spanish ambassador

was informed (I quote the exact lan

guage) that “ his master might proceed

as he saw fit.” When, in 1865, Mr.

Seward requested France to interfere

and put a stop to the wholesale butch

eries being committed under the decree

of Maximilian, the French Minister re

plied to Mr. Bigelow as follows: “Why

do you not go to President Juarez?

IVe are not the government of Mexico,

and you do us too much honor to treat

us as such. IVe are not responsible for

Maximilian or his government; and if

he violates your rights, you have the

same remedies that we had!”

In one point, however, the parallel

miserably fails. Morgan, after his suc

cessful descent upon Panama, returns to

England to receive the caresses of his

king and the emoluments of a handsome

appointment: Maximilian, treacherously

deserted by a monarch who was bound

by even a rogue’s honor to protect him,

and betrayed by one of his own follow

ers, stands before the escopettes of his

incensed enemies, and falls breathing

those two words of tender conjugal affec

tion which have done so much to efface

the memory of his oppressive and cruel

acts.

Yet, when compared with the older

villain Morgan, Maximilian was a pirate

upon an insignificant scale-—a mere

bottle-imp by the side of Satan as por

trayed in stupendous grandeur by Milton.

WM. L. Sronrs.
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RECOLLECTIONS OF AN ATTACHIE.

IN my time the United States Lega

tion in London consisted of Louis

McLane as Minister, Washington Irving

as Secretary, and several attachés. Two

such representatives abroad the country

has not often had together. Mr. Mc

Lane was a man of sterling worth in

every respect, a thorough gentleman

and a statesman of rare clearness and

strength of intellect. As Representa

tive, Senator, Ambassador and Cabinet

Minister, he is one of the nation’s

“ precious possessions,” to use the

phrase of Disraeli about Lord John.

The quiet dignity of his manners made

him peculiarly acceptable to the society

in which he was called to move, and

induced it to pay him attentions which

few American envoys have received.

The Duke of Wellington and Lord

Aberdeen, the then heads of the British

Ministry, were especially marked in their

civilities, going far beyond mere official

requirement. As to Irving, it may be

said that he was the e/g/’a/ll g1ib!’ of the

brightest and highest circles, the literary

and fashionable worlds both striving to

do him honor. His intimacy with Moore,

Campbell and other demigods of fame

brought them often to Mr. McLane’s

house, and I can see -now the former

immortal seated at the piano, his feet

scarcely touching the carpet, warbling

some ballad which perhaps he had just

composed, or standing in enthusiastic

admiration near a harp on which a

young American damsel used to play

with marvelous skill. With Campbell,

boy as I was, I got to be on quite

friendly terms, in consequence of a little

article for his magazine which he was

good enough to publish—and to pay for.

Certainly no honorarium was ever re

ceived with keener satisfaction: acsept

issi/na se/nper munera mnt, auclor quw

;)reciasafacit. Five guineas from the

Bard of Hope were more for a juvenile

scribbler than fifty, say, from Mr. Smith,

especially with such a kind note as that

 
which accompanied them. The good

ness of Campbell’s heart was somewhat

obscured by the sharpness of his tongue,

which was not at all merciful to those

whom he disliked; and accordingly he

was not a general favorite. Miss Landon,

I remember, whom I made the acquaint

ance of and danced with at an evening

party, was quite satirical at his expense,

turning a blue coat with brilliant buttons,

worn by him with great apparent com

plaisancy, into endless shapes of fun.

A delightful talker, by the way, was

L. E. L., and I certainly did not antici

pate her mournful career while listening

to her quips and cranks and admiring

her wreathed smiles. At that time she

had just become famous, and was doubt

less reveling in all those golden exhala

tions of the dawn which a poetess must

enjoy more vividly than any one else.

There are so many celebrated me», and

so few celebrated women, that the sensa

tion of rara-a1/isism must be superla

tively delicious for the latter when per

sonal fascinations are combined with

mental charms. How proud I felt when

she took my hobbledehoy arm and allow

ed me to put her into her carriage when

she left what has been more than once

sweetly described as the gay and festive

scene! At that time, as seen now by

the light of other days, she was plump,

pretty, pleasant, piquant; and the live,

everlasting love, which her initials were

said to stand for, and her verse so

abundantly exhaled, was as imperceptible

in her talk as if she had been “suckled

by Hyrcanian tigers.”

Another authoress whom I recall in

conjunction with Campbell was a lady

with a superb physique and a hideous

name (none other than Crump), which, in

spite of her beauty, she never changed,

although she was then said to be afli

anced to the widowed poet, by whom

she was certainly much admired. One

of her novels, Gerald’ine [ff Desmomi,

was quite equal to the average fictions
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of the present day, though it has long

since gone to where they will soon go;

and some of her rhymes were agreeable

to the ear, as, for instance, this couplet:

" Now rising vn’th joy on a heaven-kissing wave,

Now sinking where hope finds a sorrowful grave.”

Years afterward I met her in Paris, at

the residence of Fenimore Cooper, who

seemed to hold her in esteem, but, alas!

she was fat and fifty, and not at all fair,

and quite dispelled the illusion that a

thing of beauty is a joy for ever. The

most intimate friends of Campbell were

the Siddons family. Through his medi

ation a reconciliation had been effected

between them and Sir Thomas Lawrence,

who had faithlessly flirted with one of the

daughters of the great actress (for he

was the most coquettish of males, as

well as the least masculine of painters);

and in honor thereof the poet gave a

féte to which the whole Legation was

bidden, but to which its humblest mem

ber could not go on account of a spiteful

grippe. He heard it, however, described

as a most interesting and delightful re

union, one feature of which was the

presence of Fanny Kemble, then in the

first blaze of her histrionic glory. Vllhat

an excitement, to be sure, there was

about that distinguished damsel—the

niece of her aunt as decidedly as was

Louis Napoleon the nephew of his

uncle! and what interest was lent to

her performances by the spectacle of the

grand old lady in one of the boxes near

the stage, encouraging and sympathizing

with her splendid development of heredi

tary genius.

When Moore published his life of

Byron, Campbell took up the cudgels

quite fiercely for Lady B.; and in refer

ence to the dispute I heard Mr. Irving

say that he had read the famous auto

biography, and his impression, I think,

was favorable to the husband—at least

so far as to believe that general incom

patibility, rather than any specific crime,

was the cause of the rupture. How his

kindly nature would have been shocked

by the nauseous publication of Mrs.

Stowe! and what a pity, supposing the

tale to be true, that the lady did not

imitate the discretion of old Montaigne,

who protests that if he had his hand full

of truths he would take good care not to

open it; or at least that of Cervantes,

who declared that he would never dis

play truths naked, but an cami:ar ./—two

prudential proclamations from which it

may be inferred that those sagacious

worthies were clearly of opinion that if

truth be at the bottom of a well, it is

often best to let that well alone. How

much annoyance she would thus have

saved herself and the rest of mankind !

for she has touched pitch and been de

filed: she has stirred such filthy filth

that it has brought her into very bad

odor; and she has infected the whole

atmosphere in such a way as to make

it positively smell to Heaven. Never,

surely, has indiscretion—to give it the

mildest name—been more severely pun

ished, in spite of the chivalric Parton of

Plymouth, the good knight who has

proved that the age of chivalry is not

gone, whatever may be said by Mr.

Burke and his dittos, by shivering a

lance for the somewhat venerable dame

as gallantly as did Sir Wilfred for the

youthful Rebecca, who was only tied to

the stake, while Mrs. S. is being abso

lutely roasted. His success, to be sure,

 

is not equal to his valor, but “ the brave

attempt shall yet excuse the fall.”

The kindness of Mr. Irving to the

younger members of the Legation was

unceasing, and amply compensated them

for the extra work of copying which his

literary position obliged them to per

form. Geoffrey Crayon, of course, Sec

retary though he might be, could not be

called upon to play amanuensis to any

chief, however distinguished. But he

took great interest in the official busi

ness, making it pleasant by his genial

ways and not infrequent jests. Once,

upon a busy despatch—day, he had been

amused by the over-zealousness of one of

us, and when all the documents were off,

he turned to the eager youth and with

merry twinkle of eye, exclaimed, “ Well,

sir, through in excellent time—in spile of

your assistance.” The only things that

bothered him in the diplomatic house

 

' hold were the uncapped heads of the

l female servants, who had been brought
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from America; and he made various at

tempts to persuade them to imitate the

English “maids” with their tidy caps,

but was, of course, ignominiously re

pulsed. He/lz§s necessarily scorned the

idea of looking like the downtrodden

menials of aristocratic despotism. No

little amusement was caused by a bright

mulatto body-servant, whose dislike to

his handsome livery was at last found

to proceed from the fact that he had

passed himself off in a certain class of

society, by no means the lowest, as an

African prince on his travels! The fib

he had no scruples about telling, but it

went terribly against his conscience to

be found out.

The drowsiness which used to over

come Mr. Irving at table must have been

a serious interference with his social en

joyment. He would go off so easily

that, if conversing with him at the mo

ment, you might go on with the conver

sation for a while after he had become

totally unconscious; as did once Lord

Aberdeen in his own house, to the con

sternation, doubtless, of the disciplined

diplomats in Mr. Irving’s neighborhood.

I-Iis kindly lordship, however, would not

permit the well-beloved Geoffrey to be

disturbed, so that he had his nap com

fortably out. Sometimes, when he woke,

he would take up the conversation around

him where it had been broken off by

his doze, although meanwhile it might

have wandered into a very different sub

ject; which of course would produce

rather a comic effect, that no one would

appreciate better than himself. It was

impossible for him to resist the drowsi

ness, the tendency of blood to his head

being such that his physician used to

say that apoplexy would be the cause of

his death—a prediction, however, Which

was not fulfilled. The infirmity was so

well known and understood that it had

become a matter of sympathetic interest,

rather than annoyance, with his enter

tainers. His delighful talk before and

after his Homeric nods, combined with

his reputation, was ample recompense

for any unavoidable infringement of so

cial convenances.

One dinner, indeed, I recollect at

which Irving had no attack, but was un

interruptedly in his pleasantest mood,

owing to the hour and the circumstances

under which it was eaten, and the fact,

perhaps, that he had his forty winks be

forehand. He and Mr. McLane had

gone to the House of Commons, leaving

word that they would be back to dinner,

which was accordingly kept waiting until

after midnight, the debate having proved

of special interest. Irving was in the

highest spirits, and went on talking in

the true Knickerbocker vein until almost

cockcrow. Among the stories he told

was one of a little dancing-dog he had

met in Andalusia, giving so ludicrous a

picture of its performance and the doings

of its excitable master that Mr. McLane

was nearly put into hysterics. The next

morning, at breakfast, he indulged in

emphatic vituperation of “ that dog ” for

hindering his sleep, complaining bitter

ly that every time he closed his eyes

he would see the little beast, with its

drooping paws and pathetic phiz, cutting

the most frantic capers on its hinder

legs, so as to compel him to shout in a

way that put all slumber to flight.

Among Mr. Irving’s acquaintance, to

whom he introduced me, was a pleasant

and portly publisher, at whose hospitable

table I once met a large assemblage of

authors, of whom the most interesting—

certainly the most amusing—was Theo

dore Hook. He was a very dry-looking

specimen of the literati, and his appear

ance was anything but indicative of fun.

He had no continuous conversation, but

sat watching his opportunity until some

, thing enabled him to pounce on a joke,

' after which he would retreat into silence

and await the next chance. “ Capital

Sauterne this !” exclaimed an enthusias

tic bibber. “ Quite right,” said Hook:

“ it’s not the trash that does so turn your

stomach.” The walk of some personage

was described as giving the idea that he

had the stone: “A sort of gravel walk,”

ejaculated the joker. The merits of

Stuart Newton, the painter, were dis

cussed, and some one remarked that his

defect was want of shade. “Just so,”

replied the inveterate: “ God said, Let

E Newton be, and all was lllg/4t;” and so
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on till the guests departed.

were unduly successful, it was owing not

a little to the uproarious delight of the

jolly host, who, almost before they were

uttered, would shout, “ How funny !”

and shake his fat sides with most infec

If the jests ! tious vigor. Poor Yorick ! his must have

been melancholy mirth for such as were

conversant with his inner life, the marks

of which were plain enough on his care

worn face and attenuated frame.

R. M. WALSH.

OUR MONTHLY GOSSIP.

T is curious to see the fallacies some

times put forth by men otherwise

sensible when they begin to talk about

financial matters. A writer in the New

York I/Vorld, for example, says, “ There

is not gold enough in the world to pay a

debt of two billions and a half.” That

may be very true, but who ever supposed

that the national debt was to be actually

paid in coin? A debt is paid in coin

when it is paid in that which the receiver

regards as equal in value to coin. Be

fore the passage of the Legal-Tender '

Act, every private debt in the nation,

amounting in all doubtless to a larger

sum than the present national debt, was

payable in coin, because nothing else

was a legal tender; but did any one wish

or expect that all the vast amount was

to be paid in coin ? Certainly not. What

all did expect was, that every debt would

be paid in that which, to the receiver,

was more accqtlnble than gold and silver.

Just so with the national bonds. As

they were issued when the government

and banks were in a state of suspension,

it has been provided that the public en

gagements, when due, shall be discharged

with coin—that is, with that which shall

be equal to coin in the estimation of the

public creditor. That was all that was,

or in the nature of the case could have

been, intended. If the currency is re

stored to par with specie, as it must be

sooner or later, so that the government

notes from ten cents upward are at par

with gold, instead of being, as now, at a

discount of twenty-five per cent., then

 

every one who holds a bond will prefer

the notes in payment; and in such an

event there is no probability that specie

would be demanded for a twentieth part

of the whole amount of national indebt

edness. When the credit of the govern

ment is established, as it will be when

its currency has been made equal to

. gold, its bonds can be renewed at a low

rate of interest. At present it is paying

a most exorbitant rate—six per cent. in

gold, equal to eight per cent. in currency,

besides granting an exemption from local

taxation equal in some States to two per

cent. more—in all, what is equivalent in

currency to about ten per cent.! Let

Congress restore the currency to par, as

it can easily do without the slightest in

jury to the production and wealth of the

country, but to the great benefit of both,

and the bonds of the United States

American consols at four anda lmlf

per cent.—will bear a premium in gold.

Of this there cannot be the least doubt;

and then what will be thought of the

“impossibility” of “ paying the bonds in

gold ?”

. . . The idea of a separation from

England is spreading among our Cana

dian neighbors. The /Ilontreal Star

says : “ A few months ago we found

'ourselves, with the exception of one

coadjutor at Quebec and another at

London, all alone in the advocacy of

independence—a case of Athanasius

against the world. To-day, we can

count up at least twenty-five papers in

Canada which are willing to support
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independence in some form.” Of course

independence means either a customs

union or annexation ; so that, what with

Cuba on one side and Canada on the

other, there is a good prospect that the

area of freedom (and ofgreenbacks) is to

be more than doubled. When we get our

cigars free of duty on one side, and our

coal on the other—when we send our

longcloths to Canada and our flour to

Cuba—the protectionist and the free

trader will each have something to con

gratulate himself upon.

The Library Company of Philadel

phia, it is understood, will accept, on the

conditions prescribed in his will, the

munificent bequest of the late Doctor

Rush, amounting to more than a million

of dollars; so that in a few years its

priceless collection of books will be

safely housed in a fireproof building.

It is intended to keep the circulating

department of the institution in the pres

ent location—the Ridgway Branch, at

Broad and Christian, being designed

rather as a library of reference, like the

Astor Library and the British Museum.

It is estimated that after the executor

of Dr. Rush has completed the fireproof

building provided for in his will, there

will remain a handsome endowment to

be handed over to the Company for the

maintenance of the Ridgway Branch.

The Library Company will then become

one of the most useful and creditable

institutions in this city. Already we

hear of two large and valuable private

libraries—one of theology and the other

ofjurisprudence—which are to be added

to the collection when there shall be a

fireproof building in which to deposit

them ; and donations of money will not

be wanting to place an institution in

which Philadelphia has a just pride,

upon a solid foundation. Ultimately,

the present edifice at Fifth and Library

streets and the Law Buildings adjoining

will be torn down and replaced by a

fireproof building, to come out to the

line of the street and to be erected at

the expense of the fund now in hand

and accumulating for that purpose. As

the space required for the circulating

 
department, reading-room, etc., will be

limited1 a considerable part of the pro

posed new building in Fifth street will

be reserved for offices, which will bring

in a handsome income. Altogether, the

future prospects of this ancient and

honorable company are most flattering.

One of the most important books, in

an historical point of view, relative to

the late war, is Pollard’s Life of ?2fi’er

son D41/is ; wit/t a Secret Hz3-1ory of

the Soulhem Confederacy. The writer’s

opportunities as a journalist in Rich

mond enabled him to learn much of the

veiled mysteries and inner scenes of

what he calls “ the weak and anomalous

government that wrecked the fortunes of

the Southern Confederacy.” He states,

for example, “a curious and romantic

fact, not generally known, that the bulk

of the valuable papers of the Confederate

government, including the correspond

ence of Jefferson Davis, exists to-day in

concealment; that many days before the

fall of Richmond there was a careful

selection of important papers, especially

those in the office of the President and

letters which involved confidences in the

North and in Europe, and that these

were secretly conveyed out of Richmond,

and deposited in a place where they re

main concealed to this time, and will

probably not be unearthed in this gener

ation. Where is the repository of the

secrets of the Confederate government

the author is not prepared to say. In

deed, he has never been able to obtain

other than very general information of

the present place of those papers, and

even as to the limits of the locality he

was bound by obligations of private con

fidence which it is impossible to violate.

The author can only assure the reader

of three facts: that they still exist; that

there are living persons who know of

their concealment; and that they con

tain important evidences of the secret

history of Mr. Davis’ government.” If

this be so—and there is no reason to

doubt it—the full and correct history of

the rebellion will not be written for a

long time to come, and fifty years hence,

perhaps, the readers of that day will have
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as rich a treat as we of this generation

have had in the perusal of the Car

rcspom!’ancc de Jlilpoléon 1. Mr. Pol

lard himself is sadly “unreconstructed,”

but his book bears evidence of a desire

to tell the truth, and to estimate justly

the chief actors on both sides in the

tremendous contest which has shaken

the world, and which is yet destined to

have momentous consequences in Eu

rope. His book is eminently readable

and original, and some of his remarks

are striking. For instance, he says:

“ There is no more just and profound

surprise to the thoughtful historian than

the little regret which the people of the

South have manifested for the loss of

slavery.” He might have added that

the abundant crops and rapidly-growing

prosperity of the South will tend to re

move the last vestige of dissatisfaction

with the change in question.

. . . In the September number ofMac

milIan’s tllngazine it is gravely stated

that the master of a certain Ragged

School has to “let the children out in

time to pick the pockets of the people

lea1/ing c/mrch,” or else lose them!

These hopeful scholars apparently do

not get far enough in the catechism to

learn “ to keep their hands from picking

and stealing.”

. . . A writer in the July number of

the I/Vcstminsler Rm/iew makes the fol

lowing startling assertion: “ Certain it

is that evidence of the most reliable

kind justifies the belief that in England,

at all events, the human constitution is

deteriorating; that it is more prone to

disease than it was thirty years ago;

and that within the same period, not

withstanding the boasted progress mean

while in the science and art of medicine,

the average duration oflife has lessened.”

When we add to this decline in the

stamina of the English people the ap-

palling fact stated in Parliament by the

president of the Poor-Law Board, that in

the short space of two years the pauper

ism of London has increased twenty per

cent., so that a writer in Blackwaad

asserts that “pauperism is devouring the

country,” it is evident that England is

threatened by insidious dangers which

 
portend, sooner or later, a catastrophe.

How soon it will come is a doubtful

question; but the Fortmlglzt{y l\’e’m‘elu,

in a paper on the “ Influence of Civiliza

tion on Health,” winds up with the as

sertion that the close of the present

century will have settled the question

whether England will not be sacrificed in

the struggle against the physical degrada

tion now weighing her down. It must

be remembered that in these days events

march at the double-quick.

In the mean time, the United States

themselves are menaced with serious

dangers, mainly from the increasing cor

ruption of their public men; and in a

general survey of the human race it must

be confessed that there is little to make

the observer look for the speedy coming

of the millennium. It is only when one

takes long periods of time, and compares,

for example, the cannibalism of the pre

historic races of Europe with our exist

ing civilization, that one can believe at

all in progress.

. . . A work has recently appeared in

Portuguese, by J. F. D. Delgado, giving

an interesting account of some explora

tions in the bone-caves of the district of

Cesareda, from which it appears that

man once existed in Europe in so un

civilized a condition that he lived in

caves, ate human’ flesh and possessed

chipped flints for his only weapons.

The fragmentary condition of the human

bones, which had been cut and scraped,

the long bones having also been split to

extract the marrow, appears to show that

the author is right in regarding the caves

as burial-places of a tribe of cannibals.

. . . It sometimes happens that a

man’s social standing obliges a learned

society to publish what is, in reality

bosh. It is only by some such explana

tion that one can account for the publica

tion in the last number of the Proceed

ingr a]‘ the American Antiguarz’an So

ciety ofa report of the Council, in which

the writer displays lamentable ignorance

of his subject. He refuses, for example,

to credit the recent discoveries relating

to the antiquity of Man, and at the same

time he makes the following nah/c con

fession: “I express the opinions only
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of an outside observer, without assuming

at all to enter into details, or to follow

the track of investigations quite beyond

the line of my information./” Such

bei 1g the case, he had better have said

nothing.

We suspect that alike ignorance of

the subject, combined with theological

prejudice, will account for the quiet

ignoring of scientific facts which cha

racterizes a paper on “ Primeval Man”

in the September number of the Calhalic

World. The whole mass of evidence

accumulated since 1849 to prove the

immense antiquity of Man, and his bar

barous condition in the Drift Period, is

disposed of in two sentences: “Con

sidering the late date of the Incarnation,

we are not disposed to assign man a

very high antiquity, and no geological or

historical facts are, as yet, established

that require it for their explanation. We

place little confidence in the hasty induc

tions of geologists.” In other words,

the writer has a preconceived theory, as

Lyell had, but, unlike Lyell, he is un

willing to look opposing facts in the face.

Hence his article, otherwise able, will

have no weight with scientific men.

. . . We beg respectfully to call the

attention of Miss Susan B. Anthony to

the fact that there is a traitor (or trai

tress ?) in the camp. Mrs. E. Lynn

Lynton has just published a book in

London, entitled Oursel1/es; or, Essays

on Women, in which she gives vent to

such heresies as the following: “ Though

we [women] were certainly not sent into

the world solely to supplement men’s

lives, and to have no original objects of

our own, still, we cannot do without their

liking; and it is only right that we should

set our watches by their time. They

are clearer-headed than we; less preju

diced, if less conscientious; more gen

erous when generous, and more tender

when tender. Being the stronger, they

are larger in all things, even in their

love. When they love, they love better

than we love, if less absorbingly. . . .

The half measure of a gallon is more

than the full measure of a pint; and,

weight for weight, the man’s love is great

er than the woman’s.” The whole book

 

deals with the faults and follies of wo

men, while leaving their virtues compara

tively untouched; and yet the author says

she by no means wishes to strengthen

the hands of the enemy! Call you this

a backing of your friends? It is about

such a backing as is furnished by the

famous “Girl-of-the-Period” articles in

the Saturday [feview, of which articles,

by the way, Mrs. Lynton has the credit

of being the author.

. . . The completion of Elliot’s /Vew

and luretofore U/5/igzuwz’ S/iecics a]‘ tha

Binir of /Vorth A//Ierica, which has

been appearing in numbers (of elephant

folio size) since the year 1866, deserves

to be chronicled. It is the first work

published upon American ornithology

since the time of Wilson and Audubon

which contains life-size representations

of all the various species that have been

discovered or acclimated in this country

since the labors of those great men were

finished. Mr. Elliot has figured and de

scribed one hundred and fourteen new

species, mostly discovered through the

agency of the various government expe

ditions. The plates are colored, and are

equal in beauty and finish to those of

Audubon’s great work. Indeed, those

drawn by Mr. J. Wolf of London—the

ablest artist in this line out of Japan—

are perhaps superior to Audubon’s.

. Probably the best thing in Crabb

Robinson’s Diary is the following: The

college beer was very bad at St. John’s.

“ The brewer ought to be drowned in a

butt of his own beer,” said one fellow.

A replied: “He ought. He does,

indeed, deserve a watery bier!”

. . . The subject of “ the satisfaction

usual among gentlemen,” about which a

well-read contributor furnishes a chatty

article in the present Number, is one of

marked prominence just now in Italy.

A terrible epidemic of dueling has raged

for some time in that kingdom, though

not attended with many fatal results.

In two days five duels are reported, and

ajournal which apologizes for them says

“they are falling on us in a shower.” In

fact, they are one of the pastimes of the

Neapolitans. A man lends his friend

seven lire, and when he requests payment
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he is challenged to fight with the sabre.

Another writes three lines in a journal

without naming any one, and is directly

called out. So that a sword or a pistol

has become almost a necessary article

of furniture. The same practice, though

to a less extent, prevails in France.

. . . The prominent place occupied

in the literature of the present day by

periodicals is shown by the increasing

number and popularity of the monthlies

issued in England and the United States.

Among the most successful in Great Brit

ain is one' recently started, entitled The

Sunday 1llagazine, the monthly circula

tion of which sometimes reaches the ex

traordinary figure of one hundred and

forty thousand copies. Intended to pro

vide wholesome and agreeable Sunday

reading, and to be at once attractive and

edifying, it supplies a want which is at

least as much felt in America as in Eu

rope. Accordingly, the publishers of

this Magazine have concluded arrange

ments for its issue here simultaneously

with its appearance abroad. The Octo

ber number commences a new volume,

to the prospectus of which, on another

page, we beg leave to call the attention

of our readers. Special inducements are

held out to those who subscribe for the

coming year to Li;‘)})incatl’s and the

Sunday flIagazine together.

Many a good thing which has never

been in print was said a hundred years

ago, when our forefathers were British

subjects, when the Quakers were in pow

er in Pennsylvania, and when imprison

ment for debt was both law and custom.

Many, probably most, of the Quakers

were what General Howe called Loyal

ists, and Tom Paine, Tories; and when

the former was threatening this city, it

was thought advisable that certain sus

pected persons should be incarcerated.

Among others, James Pemberton was

arrested in his own house. Inviting the

officer to join him at dinner, he asked

the object of the arrest. He was told

that it was considered necessary for the

cause of Liberty. “A rather singular

way to secure my liberty,” he replied,

“ to shut me up in jail!”

 
. . . John Morton, a respectable Phil

adelphia Quaker, would have nothing to

do with the Continental money, because

it was issued for war purposes. It was,

however, made a legal tender, and a cer

tain slippery debtor, who owed him

some ten thousand dollars when Conti

nental money was worth about one-half

of its face, borrowed that sum from a

friend, on a promise of returning it in

two or three hours. Taking with him a

witness, he called and laid the amount

on the table of his Quaker creditor.

Looking up from his writing, Morton

quietly opened a large drawer, and, to

the consternation of the debtor, sweep

ing the money into it, he shut and locked

the drawer, saying, “Anything from thee,

Daniel—anything from thee !”

. . . Nicholas Waln, though a regular

Quaker preacher, was a great wag, and

many are the good things said by him

which are still current in certain Phila

delphia circles. He was once traveling

on horseback in the interior of Pennsyl

vania in company with two Methodist

preachers. They discussed the points

of difference in their respective sects,

until they arrived at the inn where they

were to put up for the night. At sup

per, Waln was seated between the two

Methodists, and before them was placed

a plate containing two trout. Each of

the circuit-riders placed his fork in a

fish and transferred it to his plate, after

which each shut his eyes and said an

audible grace before meat. The Quaker

availed himself of the opportunity to

transfer both of the trout to his own

plate, merely remarking, when the others

opened their eyes, “Your religion teaches

you to pray, but mine teaches me both

to watch and pray.”

. Texts of Scriptures have often

been inscribed upon coins. One of the

most remarkable is on a copper coin is

sued by the Papal government, on which

are the words, I/(2 1/abi: dz"w’tibus—

“Woe to you who are rich !” When

the greenbacks were first issued by the

United States, Mr. Chase, then Secre

tary of the Treasury. consulted, among

others, the president of one of the Phil

adelphia banks in regard to placing some
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motto upon them—such, for example, as

has since been impressed upon the five

cent pieces—“ In God we trust.” After

mentioning several scriptural texts that

had occurred to him, the Secretary ask

ed our banker’s opinion. “ Perhaps,”

was the reply, “ the most appropriate

would be: ’Silver and gold have I none;

but such as I have give I thee !’ ” The

project was abandoned. .

. . . Gen. Smith, in Congress, while

delivering one of the long, prosy speeches

for which he was noted, said to Henry

Clay: “ You speak, sir, for the present

generation, but I speak for posterity.”

“Yes,” replied the great Kentuckian,

“ and it seems you are resolved to speak

till your audience arrives !”

. “ Gentlemen of the jury,” said

an Irish barrister, “it will be for you to

say whether this defendant shall be

allowed to come into court with unblush

ing footsteps, with the cloak of hypocrisy

in his mouth, and to wiredraw three bul

locks out of my client’s pocket with im

punity !”

. . . Young gentlemen at college will

appreciate Heine’s witty remark, that

“ the Romans would never have found

time to conquer the world if they had

been first obliged to learn Latin. These

happy people,” said he, “ knew in their

very cradles what nouns have an accusa

tive in im.”

I-Ieine shared the general dislike of

the natives of the Continent toward the

English, whose exclusiveness and inso

lence he had suffered from in Germany.

When he at last visited England, he told

the verger of Westminster Abbey, as

he handed him his fee, that he would

willingly have given him more fft/ie col

Iedion lmd been cmnplale ./

. . . A lady in New York, who may,

for the present, be styled Mrs. Shoddy,

sent one of her daughters to Mrs. ’s

young ladies’ seminary. Shortly after

ward Mrs. received a visit from

her. “ Mrs. __,” said Mrs. Shoddy,

“I thought that you were a Christian.”

“I hope I am,” replied Mrs. “I

try to behave like one.” “I am afraid

that you are not,” rejoined Mrs. Shoddy:

“yesterday my daughter brought home

 

 

 

! a book that you had given her to study.

It was (z lmathen mythology./”

Doubtless Mrs. Shoddy thought the

teacher wanted to convert her daughter

to the worship of

“ All heathen gods,

And nymphs so fair;

Bold Neptune, Caesar,

And Nebuchadnenar,

All standing naked

In the open air 1"

respondent “B,” who inquires (p. 235) the

meaning of the phrase, “ When the black ox

has trodden on her foot,” to z\"ores and Que

ries, 3d series, vol. xii., p. 488, where it ap

pears that this expression is at this day fre

quently applied in Scotland to an unfeeling

person, and means that he has never expe

rienced misfortune. I find it used by Lyly

in his Eu]!lmes (p. 55, edition of 1868), where

the context sheds light on its meaning. Lyly

is speaking of women, and says : “ \Vhen the

black Crowes foot shall appear in their eye,

or the black Oxe treade on their foote, when

their beautie shall be like the blasted Rose,

. who will like of them in their age who

loved none in their youth?” The arr.’gz'n of

the phrase still remains obscure. \Vhy the

blank ox P A. L.

The following exquisite translation of

Toplady’s “Rock of Ages” was made

by a gentleman of this city, and is now

printed for the first time. It is, we think,

at once more faithful to the original and

‘ more elegant in its Latinity than the

paraphrase made a few years ago by the

Rt. Hon. Wm. E. Gladstone:

RUPES SECULORUM.

Seclorum Rupesl propier me

Fissa, latenm in Te.

Aqua, sanguis, ex Te manans

hlihi adsit flumen sanans;

Bis medendo, periturum

Solvat pmna, reddat purum.

Lachrymae si rivi fiant,

Nil languoris studia sciant,

Culpam nequit huc piare,

Solus Tu potes salvare.

Nullum munus manu ferens

Resto Cruci semper haarens.

Dum fruor hac brevi sorte,

Oculos chm claudam morte,

Novos mundos c\m intrabo,

Et in throno Te spectabo,

Seclorum Rupesl propter me

Fissa, lateam in Te.

 

MR. EDITOR: Allow me to refer your cor- '
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The Principles of Naval Staff Rank, and its

History in the United States Navy for

over a half century. By a Surgeon in the

United States Navy. 8vo. pp. 240.

The navy is just now agitated somewhat by

a discussion, which began more than a half a

century since, about the position of its officers

relatively to each other. On one side stand sev

en hundred and sixty-three officers, who form a -

class divided into eleven grades, constituting,

so to speak, a catenated succession from mid

shipman to admiral, technically called “the

line” (probably because they are eligible to

promotion from grade to grade successively

in a line or series); and on the other, five

hundred and forty-nine officers, who form. a

class, composed of corps of several vocations,

called the staff, because their functions are

essential to support those of the line in the

execution of their duties. Line ofiicers re

quire to be paid, fed and clothed ; to be taken

care of when sick or wounded ; to have ma

rine engines managed for them, and to be

shrived perhaps before they die. In round

numbers it may be said one-half the navy is

arrayed against the other on the subject.

The “line” is the imperative class. It is

always conspicuous. Its members claim ex

clusive right of authority, within limits for

each grade, to direct and control the manage

ment of all details on board ship. The cap

tain assumes to be supreme. He claims a

right to direct payments without incurring

responsibility, although the paymaster is un

der bonds to render a just and accurate ac

count of the expenditure of all money and

other property placed in his charge, and for

which he only is responsible. Recently, one

of the line has asserted for his class that the

captain only has a legitimate right to de

termine whether officer or private is in con

dition of health to be temporarily excused

from the routine of his duties, in spite ofthe

surgeon’s opinion on the subject. A medical

officer has been triedrwithin a short time, by

a court-martial for disobedience of orders and

disrespect to his superior, because he refused,

on the captain’s order, to discharge from his

list of sick a sailor who was suffering from a

cutlass wound of his head, which in the sur

geon’s judgment disabled him and possibly

placed him in peril of his life. Rumor says
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that the sentence of the court sustained this

pretension. The steam engineers also com

plain that their technical opinions and know

ledge are not properly respected. And even

the chaplains are not without grievance, as

may be seen in the September number of the

0'u(rlund.’!lanlll1y, p. 201.‘

About a dozen years ago a captain of a

frigate, at anchor in a port whose inhabitants

do not speak English, shouted to the chap

lain, while he was preaching from the text,

“ Remember the Sabbath day to keep it

holy,” “ Stop, sir: you are disrespectful and

insubordinate !” The supposed reason for

the charge was that a party of sailors had

been ordered by the captain to paint the out

side of the ship during “divine service,” as

it was called. The chaplain, however, pro

tested that he was not aware of the circum

stance when he took the text, and deprecated

the idea of disrespect or insubordination.

Nevertheless, he was not permitted to con

tinue his sermon, and the boatswain was or

dered to “ pipe down,” the usual mode of dis

missing the congregation, and the painting

of the ship was continued. Since then, both

captain and chaplain have gone where there

is no reckoning of time, and all days are Sab

bath days to them.

Apparently the staff men are at the mercy

of those of the line. \Vhether they are com

fortable or happy on board ship is contingent

upon the good sense and manliness, or the

martinetism and narrow-mindedncss, caprice,

meddlesomeness or tyrannical temper, ofthose

of the line who happen to be associated with

them in the performance of duties the object

of which is the efficiency of the ship. Men

clothed with power do not always exercise it

with forbearance or judgment over subordi

nates, especially when the latter are left with

out the protection of legal barriers against

this sort of imposition. There is a large

share of human nature manifested in the

navy as well as in other organizations of men;

and for this reason it is necessary that wanton

explosions of it should be checked by laws

binding equally on all grades and ranks.

There is a petty spirit of self-assertion or ar

rogance ascribed to the line, which leads to a

' “ The Cruise of the Monadnock.“ By Rev. J. S.

Busu, D.D.
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notion that men who use their hands as well

as their heads in the exercise of their profes

sional functions are necessarily of a caste in

ferior to those who only order to be done

what they themselves have not the instruc

tion or skill to do. Such false doctrine, if it

really is entertained, should not be counte

nanced by a republican government. Its laws

ought not to recognize any such pretension

as that physicians, accountants or engineers,

because they employ their hands in their vo

cations, cannot be the equals of a caste com

posed of those who constitute the line of its

navy or army. It is true that under aristo

cratic and monarchical systems of govern

ment, kings and nobles exercised the profes

sion of arms, and no other. But this is not

a conclusive reason why all other professions

are degrading; nor does it make manifest

that those of a republic who are bred to arms

at the public expense are thereby endowed

with that quality of blood which, it is im

agined, distinguishes kings and nobles and

renders them superior to all other men, and

so authorizes them to gratify all selfish de

sires at the cost of others without question.

But regal and aristocratic blood is not the

kind best fitted to equip a republican heart,

which ought to be, and is, stout,just and

gentle too in its movements. It seeks what

it believes to be right, and submits to noth

ing which is clearly wrong.

The men of the staff, seeing that the de

fined positions which pertain to those of the

line are respected by each other as well as by

the Navy Department, ask Congress to assign

to them also definite positions relatively to

the line, which shall, in some degree at least,

indicate the estimation or value at which the

nation holds them in the naval organization.

This they seek under the technical name of

ronk, the word meaning nothing more nor

less than relative military position. The po

sition of an officer of the line relatively to all

others of his class, both above and below

him in the scale of grades of which it is com

posed, is tcchnically designated his rank.

He prizes his rank because in general terms

it is the measure of his official compensa

tion and authority, as well as of his per

sonal importance, privileges, immunities, ac

commodation, comfort and happiness. The

staff corps believe that they too should have

a rank which will lawfully carry with it

analogous, if not identical, virtues in these

respects. They do not seek a right to com

mand in the line or to act outside of the

sphere of their professional duties. The

 
chaplains wish to be allowed to inculcate the

observance of the Sabbath and all Christian

rules; the surgeons, to care for the sick and

wounded; the paymasters, to expend public

moneys and stores for which they are respon

sible only to the Navy Department; and the

engineers, to run and keep in order the ma

chinery in their professional charge without

risk of useless and annoying interference

while faithfully performing their duties.

In support of their pretension they argue

that during the war they were exposed equal

ly with those of the line to the perils, priva

tions and toils incident to life on board ship,

and that members of the staff corps were

killed in battle, suffered in rebel prisons and

sacrificed health and life in the execution of

their duties. From such premises they con

clude that their claim is entitled to respectful

consideration.

They urge, too, that in recognition of their

services Congress increased the grades and

rank of those of the line, and passed by the

staff without any uotice—that the small ad

dition of merely nominal rank which Pres

ident Lincoln and his Cabinet, after careful

consideration of the subject, conferred on

staff officers, was taken from them by the ex

isting administration, with the effect of re

ducing the small pay of all staff officers on the

retired list—men ranging now from sixty-two

to eighty years of age—who had spent all the

vigor of their lives in the nation’s service.

Our limits do not enable us to present the

details of the arrangement proposed to settle

this long-mooted question. The arguments

are fully presented in the pamphlet from

which we have derived our general view of

the subject. It is well written : sometimes

the author expresses himself warmly and

strongly, but always with that decorum which

characterizes the well-bred gentleman.

The Stomach and its Difficulties. By Sir

James Eyre, M. D. Philadelphia: J. B.

Lippincott.& Co. 12mo. pp. 113.

'Works on medicine are not usually very

entertaining reading, and it is rare to find a

treatise on dyspepsia which one devours as

he would a novel. But Dr. Eyre has invest

ed an intrinsically dry subject with an unex

pected charm. He gives the reader rather

the results of his own experience as a phy

sician than the dry details acquired from

books, and he enlivens his page with humor

ous anecdotes bearing on the subject in hand.

For instance, in illustration of the annoyance

which doctors are often subjected to by the l0



576
[Nov.LITERATURE OF THE DA 2'0.

 

quacity of their patients, he tells the following

anecdote of the celebrated Dr. Abernethy:

“A very talkative lady, who had wearied

the temper of Mr. Abernethy, which was at all

times impatient of gabble, was told by him,

the first moment that he could get a chance

of speaking, to be good enough to put out

her tongue. ’Now, pray, madam,‘ said he,

playfully, ’keep 1’l out.’ The hint was taken.

He rarely met with his match; but on one

occasion he fairly owned that he had. He

was sent for to an innkeeper who had had a

quarrel with his wife, who had scored his

face with her nails, so that the poor man was

bleeding and much disfigured. Mr. Aber

nethy considered this an opportunity not to

be lost for admonishing the oflender, and

said, ’ Madam, are you not ashamed of your

self to treat your husband thus? the husband,

who is the head of all—your head, madam,

in fact.’ ’ Well, doctor,’ fiercely retorted the

virago, ’ and may I not scratch my own

head ?’ Upon this, her friendly adviser, after

giving directions for the benefit of the patient,

turned upon his heel, and confessed himself

beaten for once.“

SirJohn endorses the opinion of Abernethy,

that almost everybody cats too much. Quan

tity of food he considers ofmuch more serious

importance than quality, and he rejoices over

the perfect liberty in this respect conceded

in these halcyon days at the most hospitable

tables. In his youth it was not so. “I once

escapet,” he says, “ at table the well-meant

persecutions ofthe kind-hearted wife ofa med

ical friend, from whom, ever and anon, came

the inquiry of what I would take next. This

had been so often repeated that I had begun

to look round, fearing that my character, as a

ll!z!/e/’ by ermnple, might suffer, and replied

that, ’ If she pleased, I would take brmt .’ ”

The author is of opinion that the main ob

ject of medical science should be to prevent

rather than to cure disease, and hence this

little book is rather a treatise on the laws of

health than on therapeutics. After reading

it, one does not wonder that it has gone

through six editions in England.
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CHAPTER XLII.

MR. QUICKENHAM, Q. C.

N the Thursday in Passion week,

which fell on the 6th of April, Mr.

and Mrs. Quickenham came to Bullhamp

ton vicarage. The lawyer intended to

take a long holiday—four entire days—

and to return to London on the follow

ing Tuesday; and Mrs. Quickenham

meant to be very happy with her sister.

‘ “ It is such a comfort to get him out

of town, if it’s only for two days !” said

Mrs. Quickenham; “ and I do believe

he has run away this time without any

papers in his portmanteau.”

Mrs. Fenwick, with something of

apology in her tone, explained to her sis

ter that she was especially desirous of

getting a legal opinion on this occasion

from her brother-in-law.

“That’s mere holiday work,” said the

barrister’s anxious wife. “There’s noth

ing he likes so much as that; but it is

the reading of those horrible long papers_

by gaslight. I wouldn’t mind how much

he had to talk, nor yet how much he had

to write, if it wasn’t for all that weary

reading. Of course he does have juniors

with him now, but I don’t find that it

makes much difference. I—le’s at it every

night, sheet after sheet; and though he

always says he’s coming up immediately,

it’s two or three before he’s in bed.”

Mrs. Quickenham was three or four

years older than her sister, and Mr. Quick

enham was twelve years older than his

wife. The lawyer, therefore, was con

siderably senior to the clergyman. He

was at the Chancery bar, and, after the

usual years of hard and almost profitless

struggling, had worked himself up into a

position in which his income was very

large and his labors never ending. Since

the days in which he had begun to have

before his eyes some idea of a future

career for himself, he had always been

struggling hard for a certain goal—strug

gling successfully, and yet never getting

nearer to the thing desired. A scholar

ship had been all in all to him when he

left school; and as he got it adistant

fellowship already loomed before his

eyes. That, attained, was only .a step

toward his life in London. His first

brief, anxiously as it had been desired,

had given no real satisfaction. As soon

as it came to him it was a rung of the

ladder already out of sight. And so it

had been all through his life as be ad

vanced upward, making a business, tak

ing a wife to himself and becoming the
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father of many children. There was

always something before him which was

to make him happy when he reached it.

His gown was of silk, and his income

almost greater than his desires; but he

would fain sit upon the Bench, and have

at any rate his evenings for his own en

joyment. He firmly believed now that

that had been the object of his constant

ambition; though, could he retrace his

thoughts as a young man, he would find

that, in the early days of his forensic toils,

the silent, heavy, unillumined solemnity

of the judge had appeared to him to be

nothing in comparison with the glittering

audacity of the successful advocate. He

had tried the one, and might probably

soon try the other. And when that time

shall have come, and Mr. Quickenham

shall sit upon his seat of honor in the

new Law Courts, passing long, long

hours in the tedious labors of conscien

tious painful listening, then he will look

forward again to the happy ease of digni

fied retirement, to the coming time in

which all his hours will be his own.

And then, again, when those unfurnished

hours are there, and with them shall have

come the infirmities which years and toil

shall have brought, his mind will run on

once more to that eternal rest in which

fees and salary, honors and dignity, wife

and children, with all the joys of satis

fied success, shall be brought together

for him in one perfect amalgam which he

will call by the name of heaven. In the

mean time, he has now come down to

Bullhampton to enjoy himself for four

days, if he can find enjoyment without

his law-papers.

Mr. Quickenham was a tall, thin man,

with eager gray eyes and a long project

 

ing nose, on which, his enemies in the

courts of law were wont to say, his wife

could hang a kettle, in order that the un- I

necessary heat coming from his mouth i

might not be wasted. His hair was

already grizzled, and in the matter of '

whiskers his heavy impatient hand had

nearly altogether cut away the only in

tended ornament to his face. He was a 1

man who allowed himself time for noth

ing but his law-work, eating all his meals \

as though the saving of a few minutes

in that operation were matter of vital

importance, dressing and' undressing at

railroad speed, moving ever with a quick,

impetuous step, as though the whole

world around him went too slowly. He

was short-sighted, too, and would tumble

about in his unnecessary hurry, barking

his shins, bruising his knuckles and

breaking most things that were break

able, but caring nothing for his suffer

ings, either in body or in purse, so that

he was not reminded of his awkwardness

by his wife. An untidy man he was,

who spilt his soup on his waistcoat and

slobbered with his tea, whose fingers

were apt to be ink-stained, and who had

a grievous habit of mislaying papers that

were most material to him. He would

bellow to the servants to have his things

found for him, and would then scold them

for looking. But when alone he would

be ever scolding himself because of the

faults which he thus committed. A con

scientious, hard-working, friendly man

he was, but one difficult to deal with;

hot in his temper, impatient of all stu

pidities, impatient often of that which he

wrongly thought to be stupidity; never

owning himself to be wrong, anxious

always for the truth, but often failing

to see it—a man who would fret griev

ously for the merest trifle, and think

nothing of the greatest success when it

had once been gained. Such a one was

Mr. Quickenham; and he was a man of

whom all his enemies and most of his

friends were a little afraid. Mrs. Fen

wick would declare herself to be much

in awe of him; and our vicar, though

he would not admit as much, was always

a little on his guard when the great bar

rister was with him.

How it had come to pass that Mr.

' Chamberlaine had not been called upon

to take a part in the cathedral services

during Passion week cannot here be ex

plained; but it was the fact that when

Mr. Quick-enham arrived at Bullhampton

the canon was staying at the Privets.

He had come over there early in the

week—as it was supposed by Mr. Fen

wick with some hope of talking his

nephew into a more reasonable state of

mind respecting Miss Lowther, but, ac
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cording to Mrs. Fenwick’s uncharitable

views, with the distinct object of escap

ing the long church services of the Holy

week——and was to return to Salisbury on

the Saturday. He was therefore invited

to meet Mr. Quickenham at dinner on

the Thursday. In his own city and

among his own neighbors he would have

thought it indiscreet to dine out in Pas

sion week; but, as he explained to Mr.

Fenwick, these things were very differ

ent in a rural parish.

Mr. Quickenham arrived an hour or

two before dinner, and was immediately

taken out to see the obnoxious building ;

while Mrs. Fenwick, who never would

go to see it, described all its horrors to

her sister within the guarded precincts

of her own drawing-room.

“ It used to be a bit of common land,

didn’t it ?” said Mr. Quickenham.

“ I hardly know what is common land,”

replied the vicar. “ The children used

to play here, and when there was a bit

of grass on it some of the neighbors’

cows would get it.”

“It was never advertised to be let on

building lease ?”

“ Oh dear, no ! Lord Trowbridge

never did anything of that sort.”

“I dare say not,” said the lawyer

“I dare say not.” Then he walked

round the plot of ground, pacing it, as

though something might be learned in

that way. Then he looked up at the

building with his hands in his pockets

and his head on one side. “ Has there

been a deed of gift—perhaps a pepper

corn rent, or something of that kind ?”

The vicar declared that he was altogether

ignorant of what had been done between

the agent of the marquis and the trustees

to whom had been committed the build

ing of the chapel. “ I dare say nothing,”

said Mr. Quickenham. “ They’ve been

in such a hurry to punish you that they’ve

gone on a mere verbal permission. What’s

the extent of the glebe ?”

“ They call it forty-two acres.”

“ Did you ever have it measured?”

“ Never. It would make no ditTer

ence to me whether it is forty-one or

forty-three.“

“That’s as may be,” said the lawyer.

 
“ It’s as nasty a thing as I’ve looked at

for many a day, but it wouldn’t do to

call it a nuisance.”

“ Of course not. Janet is very hot

about it, but as for me, I‘ve made up my

mind to swallow it. After all, what harm

will it do me ?”

“ It’s an insult—that’s all.”

“ But ifl can show that I don’t take

it as an insult, the insult will be nothing.

Of course the people know that their

landlord is trying to spite me.”

“ That’s just it.”

‘ “ And for a while they’ll spite me too,

because he does. Of course it’s a bore.

It cripples one’s influence, and to a cer

tain degree spreads dissent at the cost

of the Church. Men and women will

go to that place merely because Lord

Trowbridge favors the building. I know

all that, and it irks me; but still it will

be better to swallow it.”

“ Who’s the oldest man in the parish?”

asked Mr. Quickenham—“ the oldest with

his senses still about him.”

The parson reflected for a while, and

then said that he thought Brattle, the

miller, was as old a man as there was

there with the capability left to him of

remembering and of stating what he

remembered.

“ And what’s his age—about ?”

Fenwick said that the miller was be

tween sixty and seventy, and had lived

in Bullhampton all his life.

“A church-going man ?” asked the

lawyer.

To this the vicar was obliged to re

ply that, to his very great regret, old

Brattle never entered a church.

“ Then I’ll step over and see him

during morning service to-morrow,” said

the lawyer.

The vicar raised his eyebrows, but

said nothing as to the propriety of Mr.

Quickenham’s personal attendance at a

place of worship on Good Friday.

“ Can anything be done, Richard?”

said Mrs. Fenwick, appealing to her

brother-in-law.

“ Yes : undoubtedly something can be

done.”

“ Can there, indeed ?

What can be done ?”

I am so glad.
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“ You can make the best of it,” re

plied Mr. Quickenham.

“That’s just what I’m determined I

won’t do. It’s mean-spirited, and so I

tell Frank. I never would have hurt

them as long as they treated us well;

but now they are enemies, and as ene

mies I will regard them. I should think

myself disgraced if I were to sit down in

the presence of the Marquis of Trow

bridge: I should indeed.”

“ You can easily manage that by stand

ing up when you meet him,” said Mr.

.Quickenham. Mr. Quickenham could be

very funny at times, but those who knew

him would remark that whenever he was

funny he had something to hide. His

wife as she heard his wit was quite sure

that he had some plan in his head about

the chapel.

At half-past six there came Mr. Cham

berlaine and his nephew. The conver

sation about the chapel was still con

tinued, and the canon from Salisbury

was very eloquent, and learned also,

upon the subject. I-Iis eloquence was

brightest while the ladies were still in

the room, but his learning was brought

forth most manifestly after they had re

tired. He was very clear in his opinion

that the marquis had the law on his side

in giving the land for the purpose in

question, even if it could be shown that

he was simply lord of the manor, and

not so possessed of the spot as to do

what he liked in it for his own purposes.

Mr. Chamberlaine expressed his opinion

that, although he himself might think

otherwise, it would be held to be for the

benefit of the community that the chapel

should be built, and in no court could

an injunction against the building be

obtained.

“ But he couldn’t give leave to have

it put on another man’s ground,” said

the queen’s counsel.

" There is no question of another

man’s ground here,” said the member

of the chapter.

“ I’m not sure of that,” continued

Mr. Quickenham. “ It may not be the

ground of any one man, but if it’s the

ground of any ten or twenty, it’s the

same thing.”

 
“ But then there would be a lawsuit,”

said the vicar.

“ It might come to that,” said the

queen’s counsel.

“ I’m sure you wouldn’t have a leg

to stand upon,” said the member of the

chapter.

“ I don’t see that at all,“ said Gil

more. “If the land is common to the

parish, the Marquis of Trowbridge can

not give it to a part of the parishioners

because he is lord of the manor.”

“ For such a purpose I should think

he can,” said Mr. Chamberlaine.

“ And I’m quite sure he can’t,” said

Mr. Quickenham. “ All the same, it

may be very difficult to prove that he

hasn’t the right; and in the mean time

there stands the chapel, a fact accom

plished. If the ground had been bought

and the purchasers had wanted a title, I

think it probable the marquis would

never have got his money.”

“ There can be no doubt that it is

very ungentlemanlike,” said Mr. Cham

berlaine.

“ There I’m afraid I can’t help you,”

said Mr. Quickenham. “ Good law is

not defined very clearly here in England,

but good manners have never been de

fined at all.”

“ I don’t want any one to help me on

such a matter as that,” said Mr. Cham

berlaine, who did not altogether like Mr.

Quickenham.

“I dare say not,” said Mr. Quicken

ham ; “and yet the question may be open

to argument. A man may do what he

likes with his own, and can hardly be

called ungentlemanlike because he gives

it away to a person you don’t happen to

like.”

“I know what we all think about it in

Salisbury,” said Mr. Chamberlaine.

“ It is just possible that you may be a

little hypercritical in Salisbury,” said

Quickenham.

There was nothing else discussed and

nothing else thought of in the vicarage.

The first of June had been the day now

fixed for the opening of the new chapel,

and here they were already in April.

Mr. Fenwick was quite of opinion that

if the services of Mr. Puddleham’s con
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gregation were once commenced in the

building. they must be continued there.

As long as the thing was a thing not yet

accomplished it might be practicable to

stop it, but there could be no stopping

it when the full tide of Methodist elo

quence should have begun to pour itself

from the new pulpit. It would then

have been made the house of God—

even though not consecratcd—and as

such it must remain. And now he was

becoming sick of the grievance and

wished that it was over. As to going

to law with the marquis on a question

of common-right, it was a thing that he

would not think of doing. The living

had come to him from his college, and

he had thought it right to let the bursar

of Saint John’s know what was being

done; but it was quite clear that the

college could not interfere or spend their

money on a matter which, though it was

parochial, had no reference to their prop

erty in the parish. It was not for the

college, as patron of the living, to inquire

whether certain lands belonged to the

Marquis of Trowbridge or to the parish

at large, though the vicar, no doubt, as

one of the inhabitants of the place, might

raise the question at law if he chose to

find the money and could find the ground

on which to raise it. His old friend the

bursar wrote him back a joking letter,

recommending him to put more fire into

his sermons and thus to preach his ene

my down.

“I have become so sick of this

chapel,” the vicar said to his wife that

night, “that I wish the subject might

never be mentioned again in the house.”

“ You can’t be more sick of it than I

am,” said his wife.

“What I mean is, that I’m sick of it

as a subject of conversation. There it

is, and let us make the best of it, as

Quickenham says.”

“ You can’t expect anything like sym

pathy from Richard, you know.”

“I don’t want any sympathy. I want

simply silence. If you’ll only make up

your mind to take it for granted and to

put up with it—as you had to do with

the frost when the shrubs were killed, or

with anything that is disagreeable but

 

unavoidable—the feeling of unhappiness

about it would die away at once. One

does not grieve at the inevitable.”

“ But one must be quite sure that it

is inevitable.”

“ There it stands, and nothing that we

can do can stop it.”

“Charlotte says that she is sure

Richard has got something in his head.

Though he will not sympathize, he will

think and contrive and fight.”

“ And half ruin us by his fighting,”

said the husband. “ He fancies the land

may be common-land, and not private

property.”

“ Then of course the chapel has no

right to be there.”

“ But who is to have it removed ?

And if I could succeed in doing so, what

would be said to me for putting down a

place of worship after such a fashion as

that ?”

“Who could say anything against

you, Frank?”

“ The truth is, it is Lord Trowbridge

who is my enemy here, and not the

chapel or Mr. Puddlehain. I’d have

given the spot for the chapel, had they

wanted it and had I had the power to

give it. I’m annoyed because Lord

Trowbridge should know that he had

got the better of me. If I can only

bring myself to feel—and you too—that

there is no better in it and no worse, I

shall be annoyed no longer. Lord ’l‘row

bridge cannot really touch me; and could

he, I do not know that he would.”

“I know he would.”

“No, my dear. If he suddenly had

the power to turn me out of the living, I

don’t believe he’d do it—any more than

I would him out of his estate. Men in

dulge in little injuries who can’t’afford

to be wicked enough for great injustice.

My dear, you will do me a great favor—

the greatest possible kindness—if you’ll

give up all outer and—as far as possible

—all inner hostility to the chapel.”

“ Oh, Frank!”

“I ask it as a great favor—for my

peace of mind.”

“ Of course I will.”

“ There’s my darling! It sha’n’t make

me unhappy any longer. What l a stupid
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lot of bricks and mortar, that, after all,

are intended fora good purpose—t0 think

that I should become a miserable wretch

just because this good purpose is carried

on outside my own gate! Were it in

my dining-room, I ought to bear it with

out misery.”

fll will strive to forget it,” said his

wife. And on the next morning, which

was Good Friday, she walked to church

round by the outside gate. in order that

she might give proof of her intention to

keep her promise to her husband. Her

husband walked before her, and as she

went she looked round at her sister and

shuddered and turned up her nose. But

this was involuntary.

In the mean time, Mr. Quickenham

was getting himself ready for his walk

to the mill. Any such investigation as

this which he had on hand was much

more compatible with his idea of a holi

day than attendance for two hours at the

church service. On Easter Sunday he

would make the sacrifice, unless a head

ache, or pressing letters from London,

or Apollo in some other beneficent shape,

might interfere and save him from the

necessity. Mr. Quickenham, when at

home, would go to church as seldom as

was possible, so that he might save him

self from being put down as one who

neglected public worship. Perhaps he

was about equal to Mr. George Brattle

in his religious zeal. Mr. George Brat

tle made a clear compromise with his

own conscience. One good Sunday

against a Sunday that was not good left

him, as he thought, properly poised in

his intended condition of human infirm

ity. It may be doubted whether Mr.

Quickenham’s mind was equally phil

osophic on the matter. He could hardly

tell wliy he went to church or why he

stayed away. But he was aware when

he went of the presence of some unsat

isfactory feelings of imposture on his

own part, and he was equally alive when

he did not go to a sting of conscience in

that he was neglecting a duty. But

George Brattle had arranged it all in a

manner that was perfectly satisfactory to

himself.

Mr. Quickenham had inquired the

I

' accomplished.

way, and took the path to the mill along

the river. He walked rapidly, with his

nose in the air, as though it was a man

ifest duty, now that he found himself in

the country, to get over as much ground

as possible and to refresh his lungs

thoroughly. He did not look much, as

he went, at the running river or at the

opening buds on the trees and hedges.

\Nhen he met a rustic loitering on the

path, he examined the man unconsciously,

and could afterward have described, with

tolerable accuracy, how he was dressed ;

and he had smiled as he had observed

the amatory pleasantness of a young

couple who had not thought it at all ne

cessary to increase the distance between

them because of his presence. These

things he had seen, but the stream and

the hedges and the twittering of the

birds were as nothing to him.

As he went he met old Mrs. Brattle

making her weary way to church. He

had not known Mrs. Brattle, and did not

speak to her, but he had felt quite sure

that she was the miller’s wife. Standing

with his hands in his pockets on the

bridge which divided the house from the

mill, with his pipe in his mouth, was old

Brattle, engaged for the moment in say

ing some word to his daughter Fanny,

who was behind him. But she retreated

as soon as she saw the stranger, and the

miller stood his ground, waiting to be

accosted, suspicion keeping his hands

deep down in his pockets, as though re

solved that he would not be tempted to

put them forth for the purpose of any

friendly greeting. The lawyer saluted

him by name, and then the miller touch

ed his hat, thrusting his hand back into

his pocket as soon as the ceremony was

Mr. Quickenham ex

plained that he had come from the vicar

age, that he was brother-in-law to Mr.

Fenwick, and a lawyer; at each of which

statements old Brattle made a slight

projecting motion with his chin, as being

a mode of accepting the information

slightly better than absolute discourtesy.

At the present moment Mr. Fenwick

was out of favor with him, and he was

not disposed to open his heart to visitors

from the vicarage. Then Mr. Quicken
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ham plunged at once into the affair of

the day.

“ You know that chapel they are build

ing, Mr. Brattle, just opposite to the par

son’s gate ?”

Mr. Brattle replied that he had heard

of the chapel, but had never, as yet, been

up to see it.

“ Indeed! but you remember the bit

of ground ?”

Yes, the miller remembered the ground

very well. Man and boy he had known

it for sixty years. As far as his mind

went, he thought it a very good thing

that the piece of ground should be put

to some useful purpose at last.

“ I’m not sure but what you may be

right there,” said the lawyer.

“ It’s not been of use—not to nobody

—for more than forty year,” said the

miller.

“ And before that, what did they do

with it ?”

" Parson as we had then in Bull’ump

ton kep’ a few sheep.”

“ Ah! just so. And he would get a

bit of feeding off the ground?” The

miller nodded his head. “ Was that the

vicar just before Mr. Fenwick ?” asked

the lawyer.

“ Not by no means. There was Mus

ter Brandon, who never come here at

all, but had a curate who lived away to

Hinton. He come after Parson Small

bones.”

“ It was Parson Smallbones who kept

the sheep ?”

“ And then there was Muster Threep

away, who was parson wellnigh thirty

years afore Muster Fenwick come. He

died up at parsonage house, did Muster

Threepaway.”

“ He didn’t keep sheep?”

“No; he kep’ no sheep as ever I

heerd tell on. He didn’t keep much

barring hisself—didn’t Muster Threep

away. He had never no child, nor yet

no wife, nor nothing at all, hadn’t Mus

ter Threepaway. But he was a good man

as didn’t go meddling with folk.”

“ But Parson Smallbones was a bit of

a farmer ?”

“ Ay, ay. Parsons in them days warn’t

above a bit of farming. I warn’t much

 
more than a scrap of a boy, but I re

member him. He wore a wig and old

black gaiters; and knew as well what

was his’n and what wasn’t as any person

in Wiltshire. Tithes was tithes then;

and parson was cute enough in taking

on ’em.”

“ But these sheep of his were his own,

I suppose ?”

“ Whose else would they be, sir?”

“ And did he fence them in on that

bit of ground ?”

“There’d be a boy with ’em, I’m

thinking, sir. There wasn’t so much

fencing of sheep then as there be now.

Boys was cheaper in them days.”

“Just so; and the parson wouldn’t

allow other sheep there ?”

“ Muster Smallbones mostly took all

he could get, sir.”

“ Exactly. The parsons generally did,

I believe. It was the way in which they

followed most accurately the excellent

examples set them by the bishops. But,

Mr. Brattle, it wasn’t in the way of tithes

that he had this grass for his s.heep ?”

“I can’t say how he had it, nor yet

how Muster Fenwick has the meadows

t’other side of the river, which he lets

to Farmer Pierce; but he do have ’em,

and Farmer Pierce do pay him the

rent.”

“ Glebe land, you know,” said Mr.

Quickenham.

“That’s what they calls it,” said the

miller.

“ And none of the vicars that came

after old Smallbones have ever done any

thing with that bit of ground?”

“ Ne’er a one on ’em. Muster Bran

don, I tell ’ee, never come nigh the place.

I don’t know as ever I see’d him. It

was him as they made bishop afterward,

some’eres away in Ireland. He had 21

lord to his uncle. Then Muster Threep

away, he was here ever so long.”

“ But he didn’t mind such things.”

“ He never owned no sheep; and the

old ’oomen’s cows was let to go on the

land, as was best, and then the boys

took to playing hopscotch there, with a

horse or two over it at times, and now

Mr. Puddleham has it for his preaching.

Maybe, sir, the lawyers might have a
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turn at it yet ;” and the miller laughed

at his own wit.

“ And get more out of it than any

former occupant,” said Mr. Quickenham,

who would indeed have been very loth

to allow his wife’s brother-in-law to go

into a lawsuit, but still felt that a very

pretty piece of litigation was about to be

thrown away in this matter of Mr. Pud

dleham’s chapel.

Mr. Quickenham bade farewell to the

miller, and thought that he saw a way to

a case. But he was a man very strongly

given to accuracy, and on his return to

the vicarage said no word of his conver

sation with the miller. It would have

been natural that Fenwick should have

interrogated him as to his morning“s

work; but the vicar had determined to

trouble himself no further about his

grievance, to say nothing further re

specting it to any man—not even to

allow the remembrance of Mr. Puddle

ham and his chapel to dwell in his mind;

and consequently held his peace. Mrs.

Fenwick .was curious enough on the sub

ject, but she had made a promise to her

husband, and would at least endeavor to

keep it. lf her sister should tell her

anything unasked, that would not be her

fault.

CHAPTER XLIII.

EASTER AT TURNOVER CASTLE.

IT was not only at Bullhampton that

this affair of the Methodist chapel de

manded and received attention. At Turn

over also a good deal was being said

about it, and the mind of the marquis

was not easy. As has been already

told, the bishop had written to him on

the subject, remonstrating with him as

to the injury he was doing to the present

vicar and to future vicars of the parish

which he, as landlord, was bound to

treat with beneficent consideration. The

marquis had replied to the bishop with

a tone of stern resolve. ,The vicar of

Bullhampton had treated him with scorn

—nay, as he thought, with most unpar

donable insolence—and he would not

spare the vicar. It was proper that the

 

dissenters at Bulhampton should have a

chapel, and he had a right to do what

he liked with his own. So arguing with

himself, he had written to the bishop very

firmly, but his own mind had not been firm

within him as he did so. There were mis

givings at his heart. He was a Church

man himself, and he was pricked with

remorse as he remembered that he was

spiting the Church which was connected

with the State of which he was so emi

nent a supporter. His own chief agent,

too, had hesitated, and had suggested

that perhaps the matter might be post

poned. His august daughters, though

they had learned to hold the name of

Fenwick in proper abhorrence, neverthe

less were grieved about the chapel. Men

and women were talking about it, and the

words of the common people found their

way to the august daughters of the house

of Stowte.

“ Papa,” said Lady Caroline, “wouldn’t

it, perhaps, be better to build the Bull

hampton chapel a little farther off from

the vicarage ?”

“ The next vicar might be a different

sort of person,” said the Lady Sophie.

“No, it wouldn’t,” said the marquis,

who was apt to be very imperious with

his own daughters, although he was of

opinion that they should be held in great

awe by all the world-—excepting only

himself and their eldest brother.

That eldest brother, Lord Saint George,

was in truth regarded at Turnover as

being, of all persons in the world, the

most august. The marquis himself was

afraid of his son, and held him in ex

treme veneration. To the mind of the

marquis the heir-expectant of all the dig

nities of the house of Stowte was almost

a greater man than the owner of them ;

and this feeling came not only from a

consciousness on the part of the father

that his son was a bigger man than him

self—cleverer, better versed in the affairs

of the world, and more thought of by

those around them—but also to a certain

extent from an idea that he who would

have all these grand things thirty or

perhaps even fifty years hence must be

more powerful than one with whom their

possession would come to an end prob
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ably after the lapse of eight or ten years.

His heir was to him almost divine.

When things at the castle were in any

way uncomfortable, he could put up with

the discomfort for himself and his daugh

ters, but it was not to be endured that

Saint George should be incommoded.

Old carriage-horses must be changed if

he were coming ; the glazing of the new

greenhouse must be got out of the way,

lest he should smell the paint ; the game

must not be touched till he should come

to shoot it. And yet Lord Saint George

himself was a man who never gave him

self any airs, and who in his personal

intercourse with the world around him

demanded much less acknowledgment of

his magnificence than did his father.

And now, during this Easter week,

Lord Saint George came down to the

castle, intending to kill two birds with

one stone—to take his parliamentary

holiday and to do a little business with

his father. It not unfrequently came to

pass that he found it necessary to re

press the energy of his father’s august

magnificence. He would go so far as to

remind his father that in these days

marquises were not very different from

other people, except in this, that they

perhaps might have more money. The

marquis would fret in silence, not daring

to commit himself to an argument with

his son, and would in secret lament over

the altered ideas of the age. It was his

theory of politics that the old distances

should be maintained, and that the head

of a great family should be a patriarch

entitled to obedience from those around

him. It was his son’s idea that every

man was entitled to as much obedience

as his money would buy, and to no more.

This was very lamentable to the mar

quis; but nevertheless his son was the

coming man, and even this must be

borne.

“ I’m sorry about this chapel at Bull

hampton,” said the son to the father

after dinner.

“ Why sorry, Saint George? I thought

you would have been of opinion that the

dissenters should have a chapel.”

“ Certainly they should, if they’re fools

enough to want to build a place to pray

 

in when they have got one already built

for them. There’s no reason on earth

why they shouldn’t have a chapel, see

ing that nothing that we can do will save

them from schism.”

“ We can’t prevent dissent, Saint

George.”

“We can’t prevent it, because, in re

ligion, as in everything else, men like to

manage themselves. This farmer or that

tradesman becomes a dissenter because

he can be somebody in the management

of his chapel, and would be nobody in

regard to the parish church.”

“ That is very dreadful.”

“ Not worse than our own people,

who remain with us because it sounds the

most respectable. Not one in fifty really

believes that this or that form of worship

is more likely to send him to heaven

than any other.”

e I cerfainly claim to myself to be one

of the few,” said the marquis.

“No doubt; and so you ought, my

lord, as every advantage has been given

you. But to come back to the Bull

hampton chapel: don’t you think we

could move it away from the parson’s

gate ?”

“ They have built it, Saint George.”

“ They can’t have finished it yet.”

“ You wouldn’t have me ask them to

pull it down? Packer was here yester

day, and said that the framework of the

roof was up.”

“What made them hurry it in that

way? Spite against the vicar, I suppose.”

‘r He is a most objectionable man,

Saint George—most insolent, overbear

ing and unlike a clergyman. They say

that he is little better than an infidel

himself.”

“ We had better leave that to the

bishop, my lord.”

“We must feel about it, connected as

we are with the parish,” said the marquis.

“ But I don’t think we shall do any

good by going into a parochial quarrel.”

“ It was the very best bit of land for

the purpose in- all Bullhampton,” said

the marquis. “I made particular in

quiry, and there can be no doubt of that.

Though I particularly dislike that Mr.

Fenwick, it was not done to injure him.”

I
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“ It does injure him damnably, my

lord.”

“ That’s only an accident.”

“And I’m not at all sure that we

sha’n’t find that we have made a mistake.”

“ How a mistake?”

“ That we have given away land that

doesn’t belong to us.”

“ Who says it doesn’t belong to us ?”

said the marquis, angrily. A suggestion

so hostile, so unjust, so cruel as this,

almost overcame the feeling of veneration

which he entertained for his son. “ That

is really nonsense, Saint George.”

“ Have you looked at the title-deeds ?”

“ The title-deeds are of course with

Mr. Boothby. But Packer knows every

foot of the ground, even ifl didn’t know

it myself.”

“I wouldn’t give a straw for Packer’s

knowledge.”

“I haven’t heard that they have even

raised the question themselves.”

“I’m told that they will do so—that

they say it is common land. It’s quite

clear that it has never been either let or

enclosed.”

“ You might say the same of the bit

of green that lies outside the park gate,

where the great oak stands ; but I don’t

suppose that that is common.”

“I don’t say that this is, but I do say

that there may be difficulty of proof; and

that to be driven to the proof in such a

matter would be disagreeable.”

“What would you do, then ?”

“ Take the bull by the horns, and

move the chapel at our own expense to

some site that shall be altogether un

objectionable.”

“ We should be owning ourselves

wrong, Augustus.”

“ And why not? I cannot see what

disgrace there is in coming forward hand

somely and telling the truth. When the

land was given we thought it was our

own. There has come up a shadow of

a doubt, and sooner than be in the

wrong we give another site and take all

the expense. I think that would be the

right sort of thing to do.”

Lord Saint George returned to town

- two days afterward, and the marquis was

left with the dilemma on his mind. Lord

 

Saint George, though he would frequent

ly interfere in matters connected with the

property in the manner described, would

never dictate and seldom insist. He had

said what he had got to say, and the

marquis was left to act for himself. But

the old lord had learned to feel that he

was sure to fall into some pit whenever

he declined to follow his son’s advice.

His son had a painful way of being right

that was a great trouble to him. And

this was a question which touched him

very nearly. It was not only that he

must yield to Mr. Fenwick before the

eyes of Mr. Puddleham and all the peo

ple of Bullhampton, but that he must

confess his own ignorance as to the

borders of his own property, and must

abandon a bit of land which he believed

to belong to the Stowte estate. Now,

if there was a point in his religion as

to which Lord Trowbridge was more

staunch than another, it was as to the

removal of landmarks. He did not

covet his neighbor’s land, but he was

most resolute that no stranger should,

during his reign, ever possess a rood of

his own.

CHAPTER XLIV.

THE MARRABLES OF DUNRIPPLF.

“ IF I were to go, there would be no

body left but you. You should remem

ber that, Walter, when you talk of going

to India.” This was said to Walter

Marrable at Dunripple by his cousin

Gregory, Sir Gregory’s only son.

“ And if I were to die in India, as I

probably shall, who will come next?”

“ There is nobody to come next for

the title.”

“ But for the property?”

“ As it stands at present, if you and I

were to die before your father and Uncle

John, the survivor of them would be the

last in the entail. If they, too, died, and

the survivor of us all left no will, the prop

erty would go to Mary Lowther. But that

is hardly probable. When my grand

father made the settlement on my father’s

marriage, he had four sons living.”

“ Should my father have the handling
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of it, I would not give much for any

body’s chance after him,” said Walter.

“If y’ were to marry there would,

of course, be a new settlement as to

your rights. Your father could do no

harm except as your heir—unless, in

deed, he were heir to us all. My uncle

John will outlive him, probably.”

“My uncle John will live for ever, I

should think,” said Walter Marrable.

This conversation took place between

the two cousins when Walter had been

already two or three weeks at Dunripple.

He had come there intending to stay over

two or three days, and he had already

accepted an invitation to make the house

his home as long as he should remain in -

England. He had known but little of

his uncle, and nothing of his cousin, be

fore this visit was made. He had con

ceived them to be unfriendly to him,

having known them to be always un

friendly to his father. He was, of course,

aware—very well aware now, since he

had himself suffered so grievously from

his father’s dishonesty—that the enmity

which had reached them from Dunripple

had been well deserved. Colonel Mar

rable had, as a younger brother, never

been content with what he was able to

extract from the head of the family, who

was, in his eyes, a milch cow that never

ought to run dry. With Walter Marra

ble there had remained a feeling adverse

to his uncle and cousin, even after he

had been forced to admit to himself how

many and how grievous were the sins

of his own father. He had believed that

the Dunripple people were stupid and

prejudiced and selfish; and it had only

been at the instance of his uncle, the

parson, that he had consented to make

the visit. He had gone there, and had

been treated, at any rate, with affection

ate consideration. And he had found

the house to be not unpleasant, though

very quiet. Living at Dunripple there

was a Mrs. Brownlow, a widowed sister

of the late Lady Marrable, with her

daughter, Edith Brownlow. Previous

to this time, Walter Marrable had never

even heard of the Brownlows, so little

had he known about Dunripple; and

when he arrived there it had been neces

-
sary to explain to him who these people

were.

He had found his uncle, Sir Gregory,

to be much such a man as he had ex

pected in outward appearance and mode

of life. The baronet was old, and dis

posed to regard himself as entitled to all

the indulgences of infirmity. He rose

late, took but little exercise, was very

particular about what he ate, and got

through his day with the assistance of

his steward, his novel, and occasionally

of his doctor. He slept a great deal, and

was never tired of talking of himself.

Occupation in life he had none, but he

was a charitable, honorable man, who

had high ideas of what was due to others.

His son, however, had astonished \\lalter

considerably. Gregory Marrable the

younger was a man somewhat over forty,

but he looked as though he were sixty.

He was very tall and thin, narrow in the

chest, and so round in the shoulders as

to appear to be almost humpbacked. He

was so short-sighted as to be nearly

blind, and was quite bald. He carried

his head so forward that it looked as

though it were going to fall off. He

shambled with his legs, which seemed

never to be strong enough to carry him

from one room to another; and he tried

them by no other exercise, for he never

went outside the house except when, on

Sundays and some other very rare occa

sions, he would trust himself to be driven

in a low pony-phaeton. But in one re

spect he was altogether unlike his father.

His whole time was spent among his

books, and he was at this moment en

gaged in revising and editing a very long

and altogether unreadable old English

chronicle in rhyme, for publication by

one of those learned societies which are

rife in London. Of Robert of Gloucester

and William Langland, of Andrew of

\-‘Vyntown and the Lady Juliana Berners,

he could discourse, if not with eloquence,

at least with enthusiasm. Chaucer was

his favorite poet, and he was supposed

to have read the works of Gower in

English, French and Latin. But he was

himself apparently as old as one of his

own black-letter volumes, and as unfit

for general use. Walter could hardly
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regard him as a cousin, declaring to him

self that his uncle, the parson, and his

own father were, in effect, younger men

than the younger Gregory Marrable. He

was never without a cough, never well,

never without various ailments and trou

bles of the flesh ; of which, however, he

himself made but slight account, taking

them quite as a matter of course. With

such inmates the house no doubt would

have been dull had there not been wo

men there to enliven it.

By degrees, too, and not by slow de

grees, the new-comer found that he was

treated as one of the family—found that,

after a certain fashion, he was treated as

the heir to the family. Between him and

the title and the estate there were but

the lives of four old men. Why had he

not known that this was so before he

had allowed himself to be separated from

Mary Lowther? But he had known noth

ing of it—had thought not at all about it.

There had been another Marrable, of the

same generation with himself, between

him and the succession, who might marry

and have children, and he had not re

garded his heirship as being likely to

have any effect—at any rate upon his

early life. It had never occurred to him

that he need not go to India because he

would probably outlive four old gentle

men and become Sir Walter Marrable

and owner of Dunripple.

Nor would he have looked at the mat

ter in that light now, had not his cousin

forced the matter upon him. Not a word

was said to him at Dunripple about Mary

Lowther, but very many words were said

about his own condition. Gregory Mar

rable strongly advised him against going

to India—so strongly that Walter was

surprised to find that such a man would

have so much to say on such a subject.

The young captain, in such circum

stances, could not very well explain that

he was driven to follow his profession in

a fashion so disagreeable to him because,

although he was heir to Dunripple, he

was not near enough to it to-be entitled

to any allowance from its owner; but he

felt that that would have been the only

true answer when it was proposed to

him to stay in England because he would

 

some day becbme Sir Walter Marrable.

But he did plead the great loss which

he had encountered by means of his

father’s ill-treatment of him, and endeav

ored to prove to his cousin that there

was no alternative before him but to

serve in some quarter of the globe in

which his pay would be sufficient for his

wants.

“ Why should you not sell out or go

on half-pay, and remain here and marry

Edith Brownlow ?” said his cousin.

“I don’t think I could do that,” said

Walter, slowly.

“Why not? There is nothing my

father would like so much.” Then he

was silent for a while, but, as his cousin

made no further immediate reply, Gre

gory Marrable went on with his plan:

“ Ten years ago, when she was not much

more than a little girl, and when it was

first arranged that she should come here,

my father proposed that I should marry

her.”

“ And why didn’t you ?”

The elder cousin smiled and shook his

head, and coughed aloud as he smiled:

“ Why not, indeed? Well, I suppose

you can see why not. I was an old man

almost before she was a young woman.

She.is just twenty-four now, and I shall

be dead, probably, in two years’ time.”

“ Nonsense !”

“ Twice since that time I have been

within an inch of dying. At any rate,

even my father does not look to that any

longer.”

“ Is he fond of Miss Brownlow ?”

“ There is no one in the world whom

he loves so well. Of course an old man

loves a young woman best. It is natural

that he should do so. He never had a

daughter, but Edith is the same to him

as his own child. Nothing would please

him so much as that she should be the

mistress of Dunripple.”

“ I’m afraid that it cannot be so,” said

Walter.

“ But why not? There need be no

India for you then. If you would do

that, you would be to my father exactly

as though you were his son. Your

father might, of course, outlive my father,

and no doubt will outlive me, and then



1869.] 589THE VICAR OF BULL1IAMPTON.

for his life he will have the place, but

some arrangement could be made so that

you should continue here.”

“ I’m afraid it cannot be so,” said

Walter. Many thoughts were passing

through his mind. Why had he not

known that these good things were so

near to him before he had allowed Mary

Lowther to go off from him? And had

it chanced that he had visited Dunripple

before he had gone to Loring, how might

it have been between him and this other

girl? Edith Brownlow was not beauti

ful, not grand in her beauty, as was Mary

Lowther; but she was pretty, soft, lady

like, with a sweet dash of quiet, pleasant

humor—a girl who certainly need not be

left begging about the world for a hus

band. And this life at Dunripple was

pleasant enough. Though the two elder

Marrables were old and infirm, Walter

was allowed to do just as he pleased in

the house. He was encouraged to hunt.

There was shooting for him if he wished

it. Even the servants about the place—

the gamekeeper, the groom and the old

butler—seemed to have recognized him

as the heir. There would have been so

comfortable an escape from the dilemma

into which his father had brought him

had he not made his visit to Loring.

“ Why not 2” demanded Gregory Mar

rable ?”

“A man cannot become attached to a

girl by order, and what right have I to

suppose that she would accept me ?”

“ Of course she would accept you.

Why not ? Everybody around her would

be in your favor. And as to not falling

in love with her,’I declare I do not know

a sweeter human being in the world than

Edith Brownlow.”

Before the hunting season was over,

Captain Marrable had abandoned his in

tention of going to India, and had made

arrangements for serving for a while with

his regiment in England. This he did

after a discussion of some length with

his uncle, Sir Gregory. During that

discussion nothing was said about Edith

Brownlow, and of course not a word was

said about Mary Lowther. Captain Mar

rable did not even know whether his

uncle or his cousin was aware that that

 

engagement had ever existed. Between

him and his uncle there had never been

an allusion to his marriage, but the old

man had spoken of his nearness to the

property, and had expressed his regret

that the last heir, the only heir likely to

perpetuate the name and title, should

take himself to India in the pride of his

life. He made no offer as to money,

but he told his nephew that there was a

home for him if he would give up his

profession, or a retreat whenever his

professional duties might allow him to

visit it. Horses should be kept for him,

and he should be treated in every way

as a son of the family.

“ Take my father at his word,” said

Gregory Marrable. “ He will‘never let

you be short of money.”

After much consideration, Walter Mar'

rable did take Sir Gregory at his word,

and abandoned for ever all idea of a

further career in India.

As soon as he had done this he wrote

to Mary Lowther to inform her of his

decision. “ It does seem hard,” he said

in his letter, “ that an arrangement which

is in so many respects desirable should

not have been compatible with one which

is so much more desirable.” But he

made no renewed offer. Indeed he felt

that he could not do so at the present

moment, in honesty either to his cousin

or to his uncle, as he had accepted their

hospitality and acceded to the arrange

ments which they had proposed without

any word on his part of such intention.

A home had been offered to him at Dun

ripple—to him in his present condition

—but certainly not a home to any wife

whom he might bring there, nor a home

to the family which might come after

ward. He thought that he was doing

the best that he could with himself by

remaining in England, and the best also

toward a possible future renewal of his

engagement with Mary Lowther. But

of that he said nothing in his letter to

her. He merely told her the fact as it

regarded himself, and told that somewhat

coldly. Of Edith Brownlow, and of the

proposition in regard to her, of course

he said nothing.

It was the intention both of Sir Gre
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gory and his son that the new inmate of

the house should marry Edith. The old

man, who up to a late date had with

weak persistency urged the match upon

his son, had taken up the idea from the

very first arrival of his nephew at Dun

ripple. Such an arrangement would solve .

all the family difficulties, and would en

able him to provide for Edith as though

she were indeed his daughter. He loved

Edith dearly, but he could not bear that

she should leave Dunripple; and it had

grieved him sorely when he reflected that -

in coming years Dunripple must belong

to relatives of whom he knew nothing

that was good, and that Edith Brownlow

must be banished from the house. If

his son would have married Edith, all

might have been well, but even Sir Gre

gory was at last aware that no such

marriage as that could take place. Then

had come the quarrel between the colonel

and the captain, and the latter had been

taken into favor. Colonel Marrable would

not have been allowed to put his foot

inside Dunripple House, so great was

the horror which he had created. And

the son had been feared too as long as

the father and son were one. But now

the father, who had treated the whole

family vilely, had treated his own son

most vilely, and therefore the son had

been received with open arms. If only

he could be trusted with Edith, and if

Edith and he might be made to trust

each other, all might be well. Of the

engagement between VValter and Mary

Lowther no word had ever reached Dun

ripple. Twice or thrice in the year a

letter would pass between Parson John

and his nephew, Gregory Marrable, but

such letters were very short, and the

parson was the last man in the world to

spread the tittle-tattle of a love-story.

He had always known that that affair

would lead to nothing, and that the less

said about it the better.

Walter “arrable was to join his regi

ment at Windsor before the end of April.

When he wrote to Mary Lowther to tell

her of his plans, he had only a fortnight

longer for remaining in idleness at Dun

ripple. The hunting was over, and his

life was simply idle. He perceived, or

 
thought that he perceived, that all the

inmates of the house, and especially his

uncle, expected that he would soon re

turn to them, and that they spoke of his

work of soldiering as ofa thing that was

temporary. Mrs. Brownlow, who was a

quiet woman, very reticent, and by no

means inclined to interfere with things

not belonging to her, had suggested that

he would soon be with them again, and

the housekeeper had given him to under

stand that his room was not to be touch

ed. And then, too, he thought that he

saw that Edith Brownlow was specially

left in his way. If that were so, it was

necessary that the eyes of some one of

the Dunripple party should be opened to

the truth.

He was walking home with Miss

Brownlow across the park from church

one Sunday morning. Sir Gregory never

went to church: his age was supposed

to be too great or his infirmities too

many. Mrs. Brownlow was in the pony

carriage driving her nephew, and Walter

Marrable was alone with Edith. There

had been some talk of cousinship, of the

various relationships of the family and

the like, and of the way in which the

Marrables were connected. They two,

Walter and Edith, were not cousins.

She was related to the family only by

her aunt’s marriage, and yet, as she said,

she had always heard more of the Mar

rables than of the Brownlows.

“You never saw Mary Lowther ?”

Walter asked.

“ Never.”

“ But you have heard of her ?”

“I just know her name, hardly more.

The last time your uncle was here—

Parson John—we were talking of her.

He made her out to be wonderfully

beautiful.”

“ That was as long ago as last sum

mer,” said the captain, reflecting that his

uncle’s account had been given before he

and Mary Lowther had seen each other.

“ Oh yes—ever so long ago.”

“ She is wonderfully beautiful.”

“ You know her, then, Captain Mar

rable ?”

“I know her very well.

place, she is my cousin.” .

In the first
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Walter Marr:1l>le and E1lith Brownlow.

[Vicar of Bullhampton. Chap. Xl.lV.l
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“ But ever so distant?”

“ We are not first cousins. Her

mother was a daughter of General Mar

rable, who was a brother of Sir Gre

gory’s father.

“It is so hard to understand, is it

not? She is wonderfully beautiful, is

she ?”

“ Indeed, she is.”

“ And she is your cousin—in the

first place. What is she in the second

place ?”

He was not quite sure whether he

wished to tell the story or not. The

engagement was-broken, and it might

be a question whether, as regarded Mary,

he had a right to tell it; and then, if he

did tell it, would not his reason for doing

so be apparent? Was it not palpable

that he was expected to marry this girl,

and that she would understand that he

was explaining to her that he did not

intend to carry out the general expecta

tion of the family? And then, was he

sure that it might not be possible for

him at some future time to do as he was

desired ?

“I meant to say that, as I was stay

ing at Loring, of course I met her fre

quently. She is living with a certain

old Miss Marrable, whom you will meet

some day.”

“ I have heard of her, but I don’t sup

pose I ever shall meet her. I never go

anywhere. I don’t suppose there are

such stay-at-home people in the world

as we are.”

“Why don’t you get Sir Gregory to

ask them here?”

“ Both he and my cousin are so afraid

of having strange women in the house,

you know, we never have anybody here:

your coming has been quite an event.

Old Mrs. Potter seems to think that an

era of dissipation is to be commenced

because she has been called upon to

open so many pots of jam to make pies

for you.”

“ I’m afraid I have been very trouble

some.”

“Awfully troublesome! You can’t

think of all that had to be said and done

about the stables! Do you have your

oats bruised? Even I was consulted

 about that. Most of the people in the

parish are quite disappointed because

you don’t go about in your full armor.”

“ I’m afraid it’s too late now.”

“I own I was a little disappointed

myself when you came down to dinner

without a sword. You can have no idea

in what a state of rural simplicity we live

here. \/Vould you believe it ?—for ten

years I have never seen the sea, and

have never been into any town bigger

than Worcester, unless Hereford be

bigger. We did go once to the festival

at Hereford. We have not managed

Gloucester yet.”

“You’ve never seen London ?”

“ Not since I was twelve years old.

Papa died when I was fourteen, and I

came here almost immediately afterward.

Fancy ten years at Dunripple! There

is not a tree or a stone Idon’t know,

and of course not a face in the parish.”

She was very nice, but it was out of

the question that she should ever be

come his wife. He had thought that he

might explain this to herself by letting

her know that he had within the last few

months become engaged to, and had

broken his engagement with, his cousin,

Mary Lowther. But he found that he

could not do it. In the first place, she

would understand more than he meant

her to understand ifhe made the attempt.

She would know that he was putting her

on her guard, and would take it as an

insult. And then he could not bring

himself to talk about Mary Lowther and

to tell their joint secrets. He was dis

contented with himself and with Dun

ripple, and he repented that he had

yielded in respect to his Indian service.

Everything had gone wrong with him.

Had he refused to accede to Mary’s

proposition for a separation, and had he

come to Dunripple as an engaged man,

he might, he thought, have reconciled his

uncle—or at least his cousin Gregory—

to his marriage with Mary. But he did

not see his way back to that position

now, having been entertained at his

uncle’s house as his uncle’s heir for so

long a time without having mentioned it.

At last he went off to Windsor, sad

at heart, having received from Mary an
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answer to his letter, which he felt to be

very cold, very discreet and very unsat

isfactory. She had merely expressed a

fervent wish that, whether he went to

India or whether he remained in Eng

land, he might be prosperous and happy.

The writer evidently intended that the

correspondence should not be continued.

CHAPTER XLV.

\VHAT SHALL I DO WITH MYSELF?

Pansox JOHN MARRABLI-:, though he

said nothing in his letters to Dunripple

about the doings of his nephew at Lor

ing, was by no means equally reticent in

his speech at Loring as to the doings at

Dunripple. How he came by his news

he did not say, but he had ever so much

to tell. And Miss Marrable, who knew

him well, was aware that his news was

not simple gossip, but was told with an

object. In his way, Parson John was a

crafty man who was always doing a turn

of business. To his mind it was clearly

inexpedient, and almost impracticable,

that his nephew and Mary Lowther

should ever become man and wife. He

knew that they were separated, but he

knew, also, that they had agreed to

separate on terms which would easily

admit of being reconsidered. He, too,

had heard of Edith Brownlow, and had

heard that if a marriage could be ar

ranged between Walter and Edith the

family troubles would be in a fair way

of settlement. No good could come to

anybody from that other marriage. As

for Mary Lowther, it was manifestly her

duty to become Mrs. Gilmore. He

therefore took some trouble to let the

ladies at Uphill know that Captain Mar

rable had been received very graciously

at Dunripple; that he was making him

self very happy there, hunting, shooting

and forgetting his old troubles; that it

was understood that he was to be rec

ognized as the heir; and that there was

a young lady in the case, the favorite of

Sir Gregory.

He understood the world too well to

say a word to Mary Lowther herself

about her rival. Mary would have per

 

ceived his drift. But he expressed his

ideas about Edith confidentially to Miss

Marrable, fully alive to the fact that

Miss Marrable would know how to deal

with her niece. “ It is by far the best

thing that could have happened to him,”

said the parson. “ As for going out to

India again, for a man with his prospects

it was very bad.”

“ But his cousin isn’t much older than

he is,” suggested Miss Marrable.

“ Yes he is—a great deal older. And

Gregory’s health is so bad that his life

is not worth a year’s purchase. Poor

fellow! they tell me he only cares to live

till he has got his book out. The truth is,

that if Walter could make a match of it

with Edith Brownlow, they might ar

range something about the property

which would enable him to live there

just as though the place were his own.

The colonel would be the only stumbling

block, and after what he has done he

could hardly refuse to agree to anything.”

“They’d have to pay him,” said Miss

Marrable.

“ Then he must be paid, that’s all.

My brother Gregory is wrapped up in

that girl, and he would do anything for

her welfare. I’m told that she and

Walter have taken very kindly to each

other already.”

It would be better for Mary Lowther

that Walter Marrable should marry Edith

Brownlow. Such, at least, was Miss

Marrable’s belief. She could see that

Mary, though she bore herself bravely,

still did so as one who had received a

wound for which there was no remedy

as a man who has lost a leg, and who

nevertheless intends to enjoy life, though

he knows that he never can walk again.

But in this case the real bar to walking

was the hope in Mary’s breast—a hope

that was still present, though it was not

nourished—that the leg was not irreme

diably lost. If Captain Marrable would

finish all that by marrying Edith, then—

so thought Miss Marrable—in process

of time the cure would be made good

and there might be another leg. She

did not believe much in the captain’s

constancy, and was quite ready to listen

to the story about another love. And
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so from day to day words were dropped

into Mary’s car which had their effect.

“I must say that I am glad that he is

not to go to India,” said Miss Marrable

to her niece.

“So, indeed, am I,” answered Mary.

“ In the first place, it is such an ex

cellent thing that he should be on good

terms at Dunripple. He must inherit

the property some day, and the title too.”

To this Mary made no reply. It

seemed to her to have been hard that

the real state of things should not have

been explained to her before she gave

up her lover. She had then regarded

any hope of relief from Dunripple as

being beyond measure distant. There

had been a possibility, and that was all—

a chance to which no prudent man and

woman would have looked in making

their preparations for the life before

them. That had been her idea as to

the Dunripple prospects; and now it

seemed that on a sudden Walter was to

be regarded as almost the immediate

heir. She did not blame him, but it did

appear to be hard upon her.

“I don’t see the slightest reason why

he shouldn’t live at Dunripple,” con

tinued Miss Marrable.

“ Only that he would be dependent. I

suppose he does not mean to sell out of

the army altogether.”

“ At any rate, he may be backward

and forward. You see, there is no chance

of Sir Gregory’s own son marrying.”

“ So they say.”

“ And his position would be really

that of a younger brother in similar cir

Cumstances.”

Mary paused a moment before she re

plied, and then she spoke out:

“ Dear Aunt Sarah, what does all this

mean? I know you are speaking at me,

and yet I don’t quite understand it.

Everything between me and Captain

Marrable is over. I have no possible

means of influencing his life. If I were

told to-morrow that he had given up the

army and taken to living altogether at

Dunripple, I should have no means of

judging whether he.had done well or

ill. Indeed, I should have no right to

judge.”

Von. IV.—38

 
“You must be glad that the family

should be united.”

“I am glad. Now, is that all?”

“I want you to bring yourself to think

without regret of his probable marriage

with this young lady.”

“ You don’t suppose I shall blame him

if he marries her ?”

“But I want you to see it in such

a light that it shall not make you un

happy.”

“I think, dear aunt, that we had bet

ter not talk of it. I can assure you of

this, that if I could prevent him from

marrying by holding up my little finger,

I would not do it.”

“ It would be ten thousand pities,”

urged the old lady, “ that either his life

or yours should be a sacrifice to a little

episode, which, after all, only took a

week or two in the acting.”

“I can only answer for myself,” said

Mary. “I am sure I don’t mean to be

a sacrifice.” e

There were many such conversations,

and by degrees they did have an effect

upon Mary Lowther. She learned to

believe that it was probable that Captain

Marrable should marry Miss Brownlow,

and of course asked herself questions as

to the effect such a marriage would have

upon herself, which she answered more

fully than she did those which were put

to her by her aunt. Then there came

to Parson John some papers which re

quired his signature in reference to the

disposal of a small sum of money, he

having been one of the trustees to his

brother’s marriage settlement. This was

needed in regard to some provision which

the baronet was making for his niece, and

which, if read aright, would rather have

afforded evidence against than in favor

of the chance of her immediate marriage;

but it was taken at Loring to signify that

the thing was to be done, and that the

courtship was at any rate in progress.

Mary did not believe all that she heard,

but there was left upon her mind an idea

that Walter Marrable was preparing him

self for the sudden change of his affec

tions. Then she determined that, should

he do so, she would not judge him to

have done wrong. If he could settle
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himself comfortably in this way, why

should he not do so? She was told that

Edith Brownlow was pretty and gentle

and good, and would undoubtedly receive

from Sir Gregory’s hands all that Sir

Gregory could give her. It was expe

dient, for the sake of the whole family,

that such a marriage should be arranged.

She would not stand in the way of it;

and indeed how could she stand in the

way of it? Had not her engagement

with Captain Marrable been dissolved at

her own instance in the most solemn

manner possible? Let him marry whom

he might, she could have no ground of

complaint on that score.

She was in this state of mind when

she received Captain Marrable’s letter

from Dunripple. When she opened it,

for a moment she thought that it would

convey to her tidings respecting Miss

Brownlow. When she had read it, she

told herself how impossible it was that

he should.have told her of his new mat

rimonial intentions, even if he entertained

them. The letter gave no evidence either

one way or the other, but it confirmed to

her the news which had reached her

through Parson John, that her former

lover intended to abandon that special

career his choice of which had made it

necessary that they two should abandon

their engagement. When at Loring he

had determined that he must go to India.

He had found it to be impossible that he

should live without going to India. He

had now been staying a few weeks at

Dunripple with his uncle and with Edith

Brownlow, and it turned out that he need

not go to India at all. Then she sat

down and wrote to him that guarded,

civil, but unenthusiastic letter of which

the reader has already heard. She had

allowed herself to be wounded and made

sore by what they had told her of Edith

Brownlow.

It was still early in the spring, just in

the middle of April, when Mary received

another letter from her friend at Bull

hampton—a letter which made her turn

all these things in her mind very seri

ously. If Walter Marrable were to marry

Edith Brownlow, what sort of future life

should she, Mary Lowther, propose to

 

herself? She was firmly resolved upon

one thing—that it behooved her to look

rather to what was right than to what

might simply be pleasant. But would it

be right that she should consider herself

to be, as it were, widowed by the frustra

tion of an unfortunate passion? Life

would still be left to her—such a life as

that which her aunt lived—such a life,

with this exception, that whereas her

aunt was a single lady with moderate

means, she would be a single lady with

very small means indeed. But that

question of means did not go far with

her: there was something so much more

important that she could put that out of

sight. She had told herself very plainly

that it was a good thing for a woman to

be married—that she would live and die

unsuccessfully if she lived and died a

single woman—that she had desired to

do better with herself than that. Was

it proper that she should now give up

all such ambition because she had made

a mistake? If it were proper, she would

do so; and then the question resolved

itself into this: Could she be right if she

married a man without loving him ? To

marry a man without esteeming him,

without the possibility of loving him

hereafter. she knew would be wrong.

Mrs. Fenwick’s letter was as follows :

“ VICARAGE, Tuesday.

“ My DEAR IVIARY :

“ My brother-in-law left us yesterday,

and has put us all into a twitter. He

said, just as he was going away, that he

didn’t believe that Lord Trowbridge had

any right to give away the ground, be

cause it had not been in his possession

or his family’s for a great many years,

or something of that sort. We don’t

clearly understand all about it, nor does

he; but he is to find out something

which he says he can find out, and then

let us know. But in the middle of all

this Frank declares that he won’t stir in

the matter. and that if he could put the

abominable thing down by holding up

his finger. he would not do it. And he

has made me promise not to talk about

it, and therefore all I can do is to be in

a twitter. If that spiteful old man has
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really gwen away land that doesn’t be

long to him, simply to annoy us—and it

certainly has been done with no other

object—l think that he ought to be told

of it. 'Frank, however, has got to be

quite serious about it, and you know

how very serious he can be when he is

serious.

“ But I did not sit down to write spe

cially about that horrid chapel. I want

to know what you mean to do in the

summer. It is always better to make

these little arrangements beforehand;

and when I speak of the summer, I mean

the early summer. The long and the

short ofit is, will you come to us about

the end of May?

" Of course I know which way your

thoughts will go when you get this, and

of course you will know what I am think

ing of when I write it; but I will prom

ise that not a word shall be said to you

to urge you in any way. I do not sup

pose you will think it right that you

should stay away from friends whom you

love, and who love you dearly, for fear

ofa man who wants you to marry him.

You are not afraid of Mr. Gilmore, and

Idon’t suppose that you are going to

shut yourself up all your life because

Captain Marrable has not a fortune of

his own. Come, at any rate. If you

find it unpleasant, you shall go back just

when you please, and I will pledge my

self that you shall not be harassed by

persuasions.

“ Yours, most affectionately,

“ JANET FENWICK.

“ Frank has read this. He says that

all I have said about his being serious

is a tarradiddle, but that nothing can be

more true than what I have said about

your friends loving you and wishing to

have you here again. Ifyou were here,

we might talk him over yet about the

chapel.” (To which, in the vicar’s hand

writing, was added the word, “ Never!”)

It was two days before she showed

this letter to her aunt—two days in

which she had thought much upon the

subject. She knew well that her aunt

would counsel her to go to Bullhampton,

and therefore she would not mention the

 
letter till she had made up her own

mind.

“ What will you do ?” said her aunt.

“I will go, if you do not object.”

‘"I certainly shall not object,” said

Miss Marrable.

Then Mary wrote a very short letter

to her friend, which may as well also be

communicated to the reader:

“ L0RlNG, Thursday.

“ DEAR JANET:

“I will go to you about the end of

May; and yet, though I have made up

my mind to do so, I almost doubt that I

am not wise. If one could only ordain

that things should be as though they

had never been ! That, however, is im

possible, and one can only endeavor to

live so as to come as. nearly as possible

to such a state. I know that I am con

fused, but I think you will understand

what I mean.

“I intend to be very full of energy

about the chapel, and I do hope that

your brother-in-law will be able to prove

that Lord Trowbridge has been misbe

having himself. I never loved Mr. Pud

dleham, who always seemed to look upon

me with wrath because I belonged to

the vicarage; and I certainly should

take delight in seeing him banished from

the vicarage gate.

“ Always affectionately yours,

“ MARY LOWTHER.”

CPIApTER XLVI.

MR. JAY OF “FARMINSTER.

THE vicar had undertaken to main

tain Carry Brattle at Mrs. Stiggs‘ house

in Trotter’s Buildings fora fortnight, but

he found at the end of the fortnight that

his responsibility on the poor girl’s be

half was by no means over. The reader

knows with what success he had made

his visit to Startup, and how far he was

from ridding himself of his.burden by

the aid of the charity and affection of

the poor girl’s relatives there. He had

shaken the Startup dust, as it were, from

his gig-wheels as he drove out of George

Brattle’s farmyard, and had declined even
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the offer of money which had been made.

Ten or fifteen pounds ! He would make

up the amount of that offer out of his

own pocket rather than let the brother

think that he had bought off his duty to

a sister at so cheap :1 rate. Then he

convinced himself that in this way he

owed Carry Brattle fifteen pounds, and

comforted himself by reflecting that these

fifteen pounds would carry the girl on a

good deal beyond the fortnight, if only

she would submit herself to the tedium

of such a life as would be hers if she re

mained at Mrs. Stiggs’ house. He named

a fortnight both to Carry and to Mrs.

Stiggs, saying that he himself would

either come or send before the end of

that time. Then he returned home and

told the whole story to his wife. All

this took place before Mr. Quickenham’s

arrival at the vicarage.

“ My dear Frank,” said his wife to

him, “ you will get into trouble.”

“What sort of trouble ?”

“ In the first place, the expense of

maintaining this poor girl—for life, as

far as we can see—will fall upon you.”

“ What if it does? But, as a matter

of course, she will earn her bread sooner

or later. How am I to throw her over?

And what am I to do with her ?”

“ But that is not the worst of it,

Frank.”

“ Then what is the worst of it?

us have it at once.”

“ People will say that you, a clergy

man and a married man, go to see a

pretty young woman at Salisbury.”

“ You believe that people will say

that ?”

“I think you should guard against it,

for the sake of the parish.”

“ What sort of people will say it ?”

“ Lord Trowbridge and his set.”

“ On my honor, Janet, I think that

you wrong Lord Trowbridge. He is a

fool, and to a certain extent a vindictive

fool—and I grant you that he has taken it

into his silly old head to hate me unmerci

fully—but I believe him to be a gentle

man, and do not think that he would

condescend to spread a damnably ma

licious report of which he did not believe

a word himself.”

Let

 “ But, my dear, he will believe it.”

“ Why? How? On what evidence?

He couldn’t believe it. Let a man be

ever such a fool, he can’t believe a thing

without some reason. I dislike Lord

Trowbridge very much, and you might

just as well say that because I dislike

him I shall believe that he is a hard

landlord. He is not a hard landlord;

and were he to stick dissenting chapels

all about the county, I should be a liar

and a slanderer were I to say that he

was.”

“ But then, you see, you are not a

fool, Frank.”

This brought the conversation to an

end. The vicar was willing enough to

turn upon his heel and say nothing more

on a matter as to which he was by no

means sure that he was in the right;

and his wife felt a certain amount of re

luctance in urging any arguments upon

such a subject. Whatever Lord Trow

bridge might say or think, her Frank

must not be led to suppose that any un

worthy suspicion troubled her own mind.

Nevertheless, she was sure that he was

imprudent.

When the fortnight was near at an end

and nothing had been done, he went

again over to Salisbury. It was quite

true that he had business there, as a

gentleman almost always does have

business in the county town where his

banker lives, whence tradesmen supply

him and in which he belongs to some

club. And our vicar, too, was a man

fond of seeing his bishop, and one who

loved to move about in the precincts of

the cathedral, to shake hands with the

dean, and to have a little subrisive fling

at Mr. Chamberlaine, or such another

as Mr. Chamberlaine, if the opportunity

came in his way. He was by no means

indisposed to go into Salisbury in the

ordinary course of things; and on this

occasion absolutely did see Mr. Chamber

laine, the dean, his saddler and the clerk

at the fire insurance office—as well as

Mrs. Stiggs and Carry Brattle. If, there

fore, any one had said that on this day

he had gone into Salisbury simply to see

Carry Brattle, such person would have

_ maligned him. He reduced the premium
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on his fire insurance by five shillings and

sixpence a year, and he engaged Mr.

Chamberlaine to meet Mr. Quickenham,

and he borrowed from the dean an old

book about falconry; so that in fact the

few minutes which he spent at Mrs.

Stiggs’ house were barely squeezed in

among the various affairs of business

which he had to transact at Salisbury.

All that he could say to Carry Brattle

was this—that hitherto he had settled

nothing. She must stay in Trotter’s

Buildings for another week or so. He

had been so busy, in consequence of the

time of the year, preparing for Easter

and the like, that he had not been able

to look about him. He had a plan, but

would say nothing about it till he had

seen whether it could be carried out.

When Carry murmured something about

the cost of her living, the vicar boldly

declared that she need not fret herself

about that, as he had money of hers in

hand. He would some day explain all

about that, but not now. Then he in

terrogated Mrs. Stiggs as to Carry’s

life. Mrs. Stiggs expressed her belief

that Carry wouldn’t stand it much longer.

The hours had been inexpressibly long,

and she had declared more than once

that the best thing she could do was to

go out and kill herself. Nevertheless,

Mrs. Stiggs’ report as to her conduct

was favorable. Of Sam Brattle, the

vicar, though he inquired, could learn

nothing. Carry declared that she had

not heard from him since he left her, all

bruised and bleeding, after his fight at

the Three Honest Men.

The vicar had told Carry Brattle that

he had a plan, but, in truth, he had no

plan. He had an idea that he might

overcome the miller by taking his daugh

ter straight into his house and placing

the two face to face together; but it was

one in which he himself put so little

trust that he could form no plan out of

it. In the first place, would he be justi

fied in taking such a step ? Mrs. George

Brattle had told him that people knew

what was good for them without being

dictated to by elergymen; and the re

buke had come home to him. He was

the last man in the world to adopt a

 

system of sacerdotal interference. “I

could do it so much better if I was not

a clergyman,” he would say to himself.

And then, if old Brattle chose to turn

his daughter out of the house on such

provocation as the daughter had given

him, what was that to him, Fenwick,

whether priest or layman? The old man

knew what he was about, and had shown

his determination very vigorously.

“ I’ll try the ironmonger at War

minster,” he said to his wife.

“ I’m afraid it will be of no use,” she

answered.

“I don’t think it will. lronmongers

are probably harder than millers or

farmers, and farmers are very hard.

That fellow, Jay, would not even consent

to be bail for Sam Brattle. But some

thing must be done.”

“ She should be put into a reforma

tory.”

*’It would be too late now. That

should have been done at once. At any

rate, I’ll go to Warminster. I want to

call on old Dr. Dickleburg, and I can do

that at the same time.” ‘

He did go to Warminster. He did

call on the doctor, who was not at home;

and he did call also upon Mr. Jay, who

was at home.

With Mr. Jay himself his chance was

naturally much less than it would be

with George Brattle. The ironmonger

was connected with the unfortunate

young woman only by marriage; and

what brother-in-law would take such a

sister-in-law to his bosom? And of

Mrs. Jay he thought that he knew that

she was puritanical, stiff and severe.

Mr. Jay he found in his shop along with

an apprentice, but he had no difficulty in

leading the master ironmonger along with

him through a vista 01‘ pots, grates and

frying pans into a small recess at the

back of the establishment, in which re

quests for prolonged credit were usually

made and urgent appeals for speedy pay

ment as often put forth.

“ Know the story of Caroline Brattle ?

Oh yes! I know it, sir,” said Mr. Jay.

“ We had to know it.” And as he spoke

he shook his head and rubbed his hands

together, and looked down upon the
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ground. There was, however, a humil

ity about the man, a confession on his

part that in talking to an undoubted

gentleman he was talking to a superior

being, which gave to Fenwick an au

thority which he had felt himself to want

in his intercourse with the farmer.

“I am sure, Mr. Jay, you will agree

with me in that she should be saved if

possible.”

“ As to her soul, sir ?” asked the iron

monger.

“ Of course, as to her soul. But we

must get at that by saving her in this

world first.”

Mr. Jay was a slight man, of middle

height, with very respectable iron-gray

hair that stood almost upright upon his

head, but with a poor, inexpresslve, thin

face below it. He was given to bowing

a good deal, rubbing his hands together,

smiling courteously, and to the making

of many civil little speeches; but his

strength as a leading man in Warminster

lay in his hair, and in the suit of orderly,

well-brushed black clothes which he

wore on all occasions. He was, too, a

man fairly prosperous, who went always

to church, paid his way, attended sedu

lously to his business, and hung his bells

and sold his pots in such a manner as

not actually to drive his old customers

away by default of work. “Jay is re

spectable, and I don’t like to leave him,”

men would say, when their wives de

clared that the backs of his grates fell

out and that his nails never would stand

hammering. So he prospered, but per

haps he owed his prosperity mainly to

his hair. He rubbed his hands and

smiled and bowed his head about as he

thought what answer he might best

make. He was quite willing that poor

Carry’s soul should be saved. That

would naturally be Mr. Fenwick’s affair.

But as to saving her body with any co

operation from himself or Mrs. Jay—he

did not see his way at all through such

a job as that.

“I’m afraid she is a bad ’un, Mr.

Fenwick: I’m afraid she is,” said Mr.

Jay.

“ The thing is, whether we can’t put

our heads together and make her less

 
bad,” said the vicar. “ She must live

somewhere, Mr. Jay.”

“I don’t know whether almost the

best thing for ’em isn’t to die—of course

after they have repented, Mr. Fenwick.

You see, sir, it is so very low and so

shameful, and they do bring such dis

grace on their poor families. There

isn’t anything a young man can do

that is nearly so bad—is there, Mr.

Fenwick ?”

“ I’m not at all sure of that, Mr. Jay.”

“ Ain’t you, now?”

“I’m not going to defend Carry

Brattle, but if you will think how very

small an amount of sin may bring a

woman to this wretched condition, your

heart will be softened. Poor Carry!

she was so bright and so good and so

clever !” ‘

“ Clever she was, Mr. Fenwick, and

bright, too, as you call it. But—”

“ Of course we know all that. The

question now is, What can we do to help

her? She is living now, at this present

moment, an orderly, sober life, but with

out occupation or means or friends.

Will your wife let her come to her—for

a month or so, just to try her ?”

“ Come and live here?” exclaimed the

ironmonger.

“ That is what I would suggest. Who

is to give her the shelter of a roof if a

sister will not ?”

“I don’t think that Mrs. Jay would

undertake that,” said the ironmonger,

who had ceased to rub his hands and to

bow, and whose face had now become

singularly long and lugubrious.

“ May I ask her ?”

“It wouldn’t do any good, Mr. Fen

wick—it wouldn’t indeed.”

“ It ought to do good. May I try?”

“ If you ask me, Mr. Fenwick, I

should say no; indeed I should. Mrs.

Jay isn’t any way strong, and the bare

mention of that disreputable connection

produces a sickness internally: it does

indeed, Mr. Fenwick.”

“ You will do nothing, then, to save

from perdition the sister of your own

wife, and will let your wife do nothing?”

“Now, Mr. Fenwick, don’t be hard

on me—pray don’t be hard on me. I
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have been respectable, and have always

had respectable people about me. If

my wife’s family are turning wrong, isn’t

that bad enough on me without your

coming to say such things as this to me?

Really, Mr. Fenwick, if you’d think of it,

you wouldn’t be so hard.”

“ She may die in a ditch, then, for you?”

said the vicar, whose feeling against the

ironmonger was much stronger than it

had been against the farmer. He could

say nothing further, so he turned upon

his heel and marched down the length

of the shop, while the obsequious trades

man followed him, again bowing and

rubbing his hands, and attending him to

his carriage. The vicar ditln’t speak

another word or make any parting salu

tation to Mr. Jay. “ Their hearts are

like the nether millstone,” he said to

himself as he drove away, flogging his

horse. “Of what use are all the ser

mons? Nothing touches them. Do

unto others as you think they would do

unto you. That’s their doctrine.” As

he went home he made up his mind that

he would, as a last effort, carry out that

scheme of taking Carry with him to the

mill: he would do so, that is, if he could

induce Carry to accompany him. In the

mean time, there was nothing left to him

but to leave her with Mrs. Stiggs and to

pay ten shillings a week for her board

and lodging. There was one point on

which he could not quite make up his

mind—whether he would or would not

first acquaint old Mrs. Brattle with his

intention.

He had left home early, and when he

returned his wife had received Mary

L0wther’s reply to her letter.

“ She will come?” asked Frank.

“ She just says that and nothing

more.”

“ Then she’ll be Mrs. Gilmore.”

“I hope so, with all my heart,” said

Mrs. Fenwick.

“I look upon it as tantamount to

accepting him. She wouldn’t come un

less she had made up her mind to take

him. You mark my words. ’I'hey’ll be

married before the chapel is finished.”

“ You say it as if you thought she

oughtn’t to come.”

 “ No, I don’t mean that. I was only

thinking how quickly a woman may re

cover from such a hurt.”

“ Frank, don’t be ill-natured. She will

be doing what all her friends advise.”

“ If I were to die, your friends would

advise you not to grieve, but they would

think you were very unfeeling if you did

not.”

“ Are you going to turn against her ?”

“ N0.”

“ Then why do you say such things?

Is it not better that she should make the

effort than lie there helpless and motion

less, throwing her whole life away? Will

it not be much better for Harry Gilmore ?”

“ Very much better for him, because

he’ll go crazy if she don’t.”

“ And for her too. We can’t tell what

is going on inside her breast. I believe

that she is making a great effort because

she thinks it is right. You will be kind

to her when she comes?”

“ Certainly I will—for Harry’s sake

and her own.”

But in truth the vicar at this moment

was not in a good humor. He was be

coming almost tired of his efforts to set

other people straight, so great were the

difficulties that came in his way. As he

had driven into his own gate he had met

Mr. Puddleham standing in the road just

in front of the new chapel. He had made

up his mind to accept the chapel, and now

he said a pleasant word to the minister.

Mr. Puddleham turned up his eyes and

his nose, bowed very stifliy, and then

twisted himself round without answering

a word. How was it possible for a man

to live among such people in good-humor

and Christian charity?

In the evening he was sitting with his

wife in the drawing-room discussing all

these troubles, when the maid came in

to say that Constable Toffy was at the

door.

Constable Toffy was shown into his

study, and then the vicar followed him.

He had not spoken to the constable now

for some months—not since the time at

which Sam had been liberated—but he

had not a moment’s doubt when he was

thus summoned that something was to

be said as to the murder of Mr. Trum
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bull. The constable put his hand up to

his head and sat down at the vicar’s

invitation, before he began to speak.

“\/Vhat is it, Toffy ?” said the vicar.

“ We’ve got ’em at last, I think,” said

Mr. Toffy, in a very low, soft voice.

“ Got whom ?—the murderers ?”

“Just so, Mr. Fenwick ; all except

Sam Brattle, whom we want.”

“ And who are the men?”

“ Them as we supposed all along

Jack Burrows, as they call the Grinder,

and Lawrence Acorn as was along with

him. He’s a Birmingham chap, is Acorn.

I-le’s knowed very well at Birmingham.

And then, Mr. Fenwick, there’s Sam.

That’s all as seems to have been in it.

We shall want Sam, Mr. Fenwick.”

“ You don’t mean to tell me that he

was one of the murderers ?”

“ We shall want him, Mr. Fenwick.”

“ \/Vhere did you find the other men ?”

“ They did get as far as San Francisco

—did the others. They haven’t had a

bad game of it—have they, Mr. Fen

wick? They’ve had more than seven

months of a run. It was the 31st of

August as Mr. Trumbull was murdered,

and here’s the 15th of April, Mr. Fen

wick. There ain’t a many runs as long

as that. You’ll have Sam Brattle for us

all right, no doubt, Mr. Fenwick ?” The

vicar told the constable that he would

see to it and get Sam Brattle to come

forward as soon as he could. “I told

you all through, Mr. Fenwick, as Sam

was one of them as was in it, but you

wouldn’t believe me.”

“I don’t believe it now,” said the

vicar.

CHAPTER XLVII.

SAM BRATTLE IS VVANTI-ID.

THE next week was one of consider

able perturbation, trouble and excitement

at Bullhampton and in the neighborhood

of Warminster and Heytesbury. It soon

became known generally that Jack the

Grinder and Lawrence Acorn were in

Salisbury jail, and that Sam Brattle—was

wanted. The perturbation and excite

ment at Bullhampton were of course

 

greater than elsewhere. It was neces

sary that the old miller should be told

necessary also that the people at the

mill should be asked as to Sam’s pres

ent whereabouts. If they did not know

it, they might assist the vicar in discov

ering it. Fenwick went to the mill, tak

ing the squire with him, but they could

obtain no information. The miller was

very silent, and betrayed hardly any

emotion when he was told that the police

again wanted his son.

“ They can come and search,” he said

—“ they can come and search.” And

then he walked slowly away into the

mill. There was a scene, of course,

with Mrs. Brattle and Fanny, and the

two women were in a sad way.

“ Poor boy ! wretched boy !” said the

unfortunate mother, who sat sobbing

with her apron over her face.

“ We know nothing of him, Mr. Gil

more, or we would tell at once,” said

Fanny.

“ I’m sure you would,” said the vicar.

“ And you may remember this, Mrs.

Brattle: I do not for one moment be

lieve that Sam had any more to do with

the murder than you or I. You may

tell his father that I say so, if you

please.”

For saying this the squire rebuked

him as soon as they had left the mill.

“I think you go too far in giving such

assurance as that,” he said.

“ Surely you would have me say what

I think?”

“Not on such a matter as this, in

which any false encouragement may pro

duce so much increased suffering. You,

yourself, are so prone to take your own

views in opposition to those of others

that you should be specially on your

guard when you may do so much harm.”

“ I feel quite sure that he had nothing

to do with it.”

“ You see that you have the police

against you after a most minute and pro

longed investigation.”

“ The police are asses,” insisted the

vicar.

“Just so. That is, you prefer your

own opinion to theirs in regard to a mur

der. I should prefer yours to theirs on a
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question of scriptural evidence, but not

in such an affair as this. I don’t want

to talk you over, butl wish to make

you careful with other people who are

so closely concerned. In dealing with

others you have no right to throw over

the ordinary rules of evidence.”

The vicar accepted the rebuke and

promised to be more careful, repeating,

however, his own opinion about Sam, to

which he declared his intention of ad

hering in regard to his own conduct, let

the police and magistrates say what they

might. He almost went so far as to

declare that he should do so even in op

position to the verdict of a jury, but

Gilmore understood that this was simply

the natural obstinacy of the man show

ing itself in its natural form.

At this moment, which was certainly

one of gloom to the parish at large, and

of great sorrow at the vicarage, the

squire moved about with a new life,

which was evident to all who saw him.

He went about his farm, and talked

about his trees, and looked at his horses,

and had come to life again. No doubt

many guesses as to the cause of this

were made throughout his establishment,

and some of them, probably, very near the

truth. But for the Fenwicks there was

no need of guessing. Gilmore had been

told that Mary Lowther was coming to

Bullhampton in the early summer, and

had at once thrown off the cloak of his

sadness. He had asked no further ques

tions: Mrs. Fenwick had found herself

unable to express a caution, but the ex

tent of her friends elation almost fright

ened her.

“I don’t look at it,” she said to her

husband, “quite as he does.”

“ She’ll have him now,” he answered,

and then Mrs. Fenwick said nothing

further.

To Fenwick himself this change was

one of infinite comfort. The squire was

his old friend and almost his only near

neighbor. In all his troubles, whether in

side or outside of the parish, he naturally

went to Gilmore; and, although he was

a man not very prone to walk by the

advice of friends, still it had been a

great thing to him to have a friend who

 would give an opinion; and perhaps the

more so as the friend was one who did

not insist on having his opinion taken.

During the past winter Gilmore had been

of no use whatever to his friend. His

opinions on all matters had gone so

vitally astray that they had not been

worth having. And he had become so

morose that the vicar had found it to be

almost absolutely necessary to leave him

alone as far as ordinary life was con

cerned. But now the squire was him

self again, and on this exciting topic of

Trumbull’s murder, the prisoners in

Salisbury jail and the necessity for

Sam’s reappearance, could talk sensibly

and usefully.

It was certainly very expedient that

Sam should be made to reappear as soon

as possible. The idea was general in

the parish that the vicar knew all about

him. George Brattle, who had become

bail for his brother’s reappearance, had

given his name on the clear understand

ing that the vicar would be responsible.

Some half-sustained tidings of Carry’s

presence in Salisbury and of the vicar’s

various -visits to the city were current

in Bullhampton, and with these was

mingled an idea that Carry and Sam

were in league together. That Fenwick

was chivalrous, perhaps quixotic, in his

friendships for those whom he regarded,

had long been felt, and this feeling was

now stronger than ever. He certainly

could bring up Sam Brattle if he pleased;

or if he pleased—as might, some said, not

improbably be the case—he could keep

him away. There would be four hun

dred pounds to pay for the bail-bond,

but the vicar was known to be rich as

well as quixotic, and—so said the Pud

dlehamites—would care very little about

that, if he might thus secure for himself

his own way.

He was constrained to go over again

to Salisbury in order that he might, if

possible, learn from Carry how to find

some trace of her brother, and of this

visit the Puddlehamites also informed

themselves. There were men and wo

men in Bullhampton who knew exactly

how often the vicar had visited the

young woman at Salisbury, how long he
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had been with her on each occasion, and

how much he paid Mrs. Stiggs for the

accommodation. Gentlemen who are

quixotic in their kindness to young wo

men are liable to have their goings and

comings chronicled with much exacti

tude, if not always with accuracy.

His interview with Carry on this occa

sion was very sad. He could not save

himself from telling her in part the cause

of his inquiries. “ They haven’t taken

the two men, have they?” she asked,

with an eagerness that seemed to imply

that she possessed knowledge on the

matter which could hardly not be guilty.

“What two men ?” he asked, looking

full into her face. Then she was silent,

and he was unwilling to catch her in a

trap, to cross-examine her as a lawyer

would do, or to press out of her any

communication which she would not

make willingly and of her own free

action. “I am told,” he said, “that two

men have been taken for the murder.”

“ Where did they find ’em, sir ?”

“ They had escaped to America, and

the police have brought them back. Did

you know them, Carry ?” She was again

silent. The men had not been named,

and it was not for her to betray them.

Hitherto, in their interviews, she had

hardly ever looked him in the face, but

now she turned her blue eyes full upon

him. “ You told me before, at the old

woman’s cottage,” he said, “ that you

knew them both—had known one too

well.”

“ If you please, sir, I won’t say noth

ing about ’em.”

“I will not ask you, Carry. But you

would tell me about your brother, if you

knew ?”

“Indeed I would, sir—anything. He

hadn’t no more to do with Farmer Trum

bull’s murder nor you had. They can’t

touch a hair of his head along of that.”

“ Such is my belief, but who can prove

it?” Again she was silent. “ Can you

prove it? If speaking could save your

brother, surely you would speak out.

Would you hesitate, Carry, in doing

anything for your brother’s sake?

Whatever may be his faults, he has not '

been hard to you like the others.”

 

“ Oh, sir, I wish I was dead!”

“You must not wish that, Carry.

And if you know aught of this you will

be bound to speak. If you could bring

yourself to tell me what you know, I

think it might be good for both of you.”

“ It was they who had the money.

Sam never seed a shilling of it.”

“ Who are ’they’ ?”

“Jack Burrows and Larry Acorn.

And it wasn’t Larry Acorn, neither, sir.

I know very well who did it. It was

Jack Burrows who did it.”

“ That is he they call the Grinder 2”

“ But Larry was with him then,” said

the girl, sobbing.

“ You are 'sure of that ?”

“I ain’t sure of nothing, Mr. Fen

wick, only that Sam wasn’t there at all.

Of that I am quite, quite, quite sure.

But when you asks me, what am I to

say ?”

Then he left her without speaking to

her on this occasion a word about her

self. He had nothing to say that would

give her any comfort. He had almost

made up his mind that he would take her

over with him to the mill, and try what

might be done by the meeting between

the father, mother and daughter; but all

this new matter about the police and the

arrest and Sam’s absence made it almost

impossible for him to take such a step

at present. As he went he again inter

rogated Mrs. Stiggs, and was warned by

her that words fell daily from her lodger

which made her think that the young

woman would not remain much longer

with her. In the mean time, there was

nothing of which she could complain.

Carry insisted on her liberty to go out

and about the city alone, but the woman

was of opinion that she did this simply

with the object of asserting her inde

pendence. After that the necessary pay

ment was made, and the vicar returned

to the railway station. Of Sam he had

learned nothing, and now he did not

know where to go for tidings. He still

believed that the young man would come

of his own accord if the demand for his

appearance were made so public as to

reach his ear.

On that same day there was a meet
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ing of the magistrates at Heytesbury,

and the two men who had been so cruelly

fetched back from San Francisco were

brought before it. Mr. Gilmore was on

the bench, along with Sir Thomas Char

leys, who was the chairman, and three

other gentlemen. Lord Trowbridge was

in the court-house and sat upon the

bench, but gave it out that he was not

sitting there as a magistrate. Samuel

Brattle was called upon to answer to his

bail, and Jones, the attorney appearing

for him, explained that he had gone from

home to seek work elsewhere, alluded

to the length of time that had elapsed,

and to the injustice of presuming that a

man against whom no evidence had been

adduced should be bound to remain al

ways in one parish ; and expressed him

self without any doubt that Mr. Fenwick

and Mr. George Brattle, who were his

bailsmen, would cause him to be found

and brought forward. As neither the

clergyman nor the farmer was in court,

nothing further could be done at once ;

and the magistrates were quite ready to

admit that time must be allowed. Nor

was the case at all ready against the

two men who were in custody. Indeed,

against them the evidence was so little

substantial that a lawyer from Devizes,

who attended on their behalf, expressed

his amazement that the American au

thorities should have given them up, and

suggested that it must have been done

with some view to a settlement of the

Alabama claims. Evidence, however,

was brought up to show that the two

men had been convicted before—the one

for burglary, and the other for horse

stealing ; that the former, John Burrows,

known as the Grinder, was a man from

Devizes with whom the police about that

town, and at Chippenham, Bath and

Wells, were well acquainted; that the

other, Acorn, was a young man who had

been respectable as a partner in a livery

stable at Birmingham, but who had taken

to betting, and had for a year past been

living by evil courses, having previously

undergone two years of imprisonment

with hard labor.

they had been seen in the neighborhood

both before and after the murder; that

It was proved that ,

boots found in the cottage at Pycroft

Common fitted certain footmarks in the

mud of the farmer’s yard; that Burrows

had been supplied with a certain poison

at a county chemist’s at Lavington, and

that the dog Bone’m had been poisoned

with the like. Many other matters were

proved, all of which were declared by

the lawyer from Devizes to amount to

nothing, and by the police authorities,

who were prosecutors, to be very much.

The magistrates of course ordered a re

mand, and ordered also that on the day

named Sam Brattle should appear. It

was understood that that day week was

only named /)ro f0r//Id, the constables

having explained that at least a fortnight

would be required for the collection of

further evidence. This took place on

Tuesday the 25th of April, and it was

understood that time up to the 8th of

May would be given to the police to

complete their case.

So far all went on quietly at Heytes

bury, but before the magistrates left the

little town there was a row. Sir Thomas

Charleys, in speaking to his brother

magistrate, Mr. Gilmore, about the whole

affair and about the Brattles in particu

lar, had alluded to “ Mr. Fenwick’s un

fortunate connection with Carry Brattle”

at Salisbury. Gilmore fired up at once,

and demanded to know the meaning of

this. Sir Thomas, who was not the

wisest man in the world, but who had

ideas ofjustice, and as to whom. in giv

ing him his due, it must be owned that

he was afraid of no one, after some hes

itation acknowledged that what he had

heard respecting Mr. Fenwick had fallen

from Lord Trowbridge. He had heard

from Lord Trowbridge that the vicar of

Bullhampton was . . . Gilmore on the oc

casion became full of energy, and pressed

the baronet very hard. Sir Thomas

hoped that Mr. Gilmore was not going

to make mischief. Mr. Gilmore declared

that he would not submit to the injury

done to his friend, and that he would

question Lord Trowbridge on the sub

ject. He did question Lord Trowbridge,

whom he found waiting for his carriage

in the parlor of the Bull Inn, Sir Thomas

1 having accompanied him in the search.
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The marquis was quite outspoken. He

had heard, he said, from what he did not

doubt to be good authority, that Mr.

Fenwick was in the habit of visiting

alone a young woman who had lived in

his parish, but whom he now maintained

in lodgings in a low alley in the suburbs

of Salisbury. He had said so much as

that. In so saying had he spoken truth

or falsehood? If he had said anything

untrue, he would be the first to acknow

ledge his own error.

Then there had come to be very hot

words. “ My lord,” said Mr. Gilmore,

“ your insinuation is untrue. Whatever

your words may have been, in the im

pression which they have made they are

slanderous.”

“ Who are you, sir,” said the marquis,

looking at him from head to foot, “ to

talk to me of the impression of my

words ?”

But Mr. Gilmore’s blood was up:

“ You intended to convey to Sir Thomas

Charleys, my lord, that Mr. Fenwick’s

visits were of a disgraceful nature. If

your words clid not convey that, they

conveyed nothing.”

“ Who are you, sir, that you should

interpret my words? I did no more

than my duty in conveying to Sir Thomas

Charleys my conviction, my well-ground

ed conviction, as to the gentleman’s con

duct. What I said to him I will say aloud

to the whole county. It is notorious that

the vicar of Bullhampton is in the habit

of visiting a profligate young woman in

a low part of the cny. That, I say, is

disgraceful to him, to his cloth and to

the parish, and I shall give my opinion

to the bishop to that effect. Who are

you, sir, that you should question my

words?” And again the marquis eyed

the squire from head to foot, leaving the

room with a majestic strut as Gilmore

went on to assert that the allegation

made, with the sense implied by it, con

 

tained a wicked and a malicious slander.

Then there were some words, much

quieter than those preceding them, be

tween Mr. Gilmore and Sir Thomas, in

which the squire pledged himself to—he

hardly knew what, and Sir Thomas

promised to hold his tongue for the

present. But, as a matter of course,

the quarrel flew all over the little town.

It was out of the question that such a

man as the Marquis of Trowbridge

should keep his wrath confined. Before

he had left the inn-yard he had express

ed his opinion very plainly to half a

dozen persons, both as to the immorality

of the vicar and the impudence of the

squire; and as he was taken home his

hand was itching for pen and paper in

order that he might write to the bishop.

Sir Thomas shrugged his shoulders, and

did not tell the story to more than three

or four confidential friends, to all of

whom he remarked that on the matter

of the visits made to the girl there never

was smoke without fire. Gilmore’s voice,

too, had been loud, and all the servants

about the inn had heard him. He knew

that the quarrel was already public, and

felt that he had no alternative but to tell

his friend what had passed.

On that same evening he saw the

vicar. Fenwick had returned from Salis

bury tired, dispirited and ill at ease, and

was just going in to dress for dinner

when Gilmore met him at his own stable

door and told him what had occurred.

“ Then, after all, my wife was right

and I was wrong,” said Fenwick.

“ Right about what ?” Gilmore asked.

“ She said that Lord Trowbridge

would spread these very lies. I confess

that I made the mistake of believing him

to be a gentleman. Of course I may

use your information?”

“ Use it just as you please,” said Gil

more. Then they parted, and Gilmore,

who was on horseback, rode home.
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TOO LATE!

SIT alone in the dark and ponder

On days hid deep in the bygone years:

In the busy past my sad thoughts wander

Far through the rain of my falling tears,

Till I see him there as he stood before me,

Pale with passion and stung with pain;

Just as of old he is bending o’er me,

Telling the love which he told in vain.

How his voice’s cadence grew changed and altered!

His deepening color—it came and went;

But the tale of passion, it never faltered—

A rushing tide till its force was spent.

Oh, a knightly hero, a noble lover,

How his deep voice rung with the true gold’s ring!

He fought with Fortune and soared above her,

By love ennobled—a king, a king!

What answer I made him I know not surely

Something bitter and commonplace;

But I saw the hopes which had shone so purely

Darken out from his pallid face.

In the open doorway he seemed to linger,

And my heart was yearning to call him back:

A look, a whisper, a lifted finger;

But my pride was bitter—Alack! alack!

How I watched and waited for hopeful tidings!

And often, too, when they named his name,

My heart would burst from my sternest chidings,

And flush my face with a tell—tale flame.

How we waited, I and my grief together,

For word or whisper we never heard!

Till the golden days of the summer weather

Died with the voice of breeze and bird.

It was late in autumn: the leaves were scattered

In withered heaps o’er the hill and lea—

Dead as the vainest hopes which flattered

My soul with dreams which were not to be.

One night they told me his mournful story

How his bold, brave struggle for life was o’er:

Shot in battle, but crowned with glory—

Praised—promoted! I heard no more.

From the weary fever at length I rallied,

But only to bear my darker fate—

Only to mutter, with lips how pallid,

The bitter burden, “Too late! too late!”
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Only to see him, so pale and gory,

Sinking down in the foeman’s track:

What care I for the praise and glory?

They cannot give me my darling back.

O hateful beauty that fooled and drew him!

False pride unbendingl O cruel lie!

I loved, yet mine was the hand that slew him,

And drove him forth in the fight to die.

My wreck went down in the storm out yonder:

What have I saved from a life’s despair?

What dream has my spirit left to ponder ?—

This one love-letter, this lock of hair.

Fair Nature sighs in her short-lived sorrow,

Then robes her form in a mantle gay:

She weeps to-day, but she smiles to-morrow

Over the flowers that strew her way;

But, alas! for me there is no returning

Of spring-tide’s flowers or summer’s prime;

By days of sorrow and nights of yearning

Changed and sobered before my time!

From the daily struggle I shrink and shiver

A drooping flower athirst for rain:

My life is lost like a rapid river

That sinks from sight in the arid plain;

For I scorned the gift of a true heart’s treasure;

Love’s crown that crowned me, I flung it by;

The world knows naught of my grief’s dark measure

My life’s deception—a lie! a lie!

Ah! my heart is sad and my life is lonely:

Its dreary burden I scarce can bear;

From night to morning my prayer is only

To cease from troubling and meet him There.

So I yield my days in a meek surrender

To Him who orders and knows them best;

For I feel that His loving hands and tender

Will take the spirit which longs for rest.

EDWARD RENAUD.
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T is a remarkable fact that people

generally know least of what should

be the most familiar things. Many a

sage knows less of his next-door neigh

bor than he does of the dog star.

Americans are knowing as to Venice,

posted on Paris, wise on Rome, but who

knows anything of Canada? Setting

apart the special knowledge required to

qualify one as to Pugwash and Risti

gouche, Matapediac and Weymonta

chingue, who in the States knows with

in twenty thousand the population of

Montreal, the situation of Ottawa, the

whereabouts of Levis? The popular

idea of Canada is that of a frozen land,

inhabited by half-breeds called Canucks,

who live on pork and pea-soup, and

fall an easy prey to the Yankee clock

peddler.

lf, then, such remarkable ignorance

prevails as to the natural features of

Canada—as to matters which are written

in every geography, tinted on every atlas

—is it to be wondered at that American

ideas of Canadian politics are misty?

\’\/hen the correspondent of the best

political journal in America reaches

Montreal by crossing the Desjardins

Canal five hundred miles distant, shall

we expect to find the political deduc

tions of that paper grounded firmly upon

a necessary and intimate acquaintance

with facts ?

Hence, in proceeding to treat of a

subject with which the future of your

American republic is closely entwined,

I propose briefly to describe the present

political status and situation in Canada.

The American correspondents have done

so, often, worthlessly. The daily news

paper does not permit of study or anal- '

ysis in matter any more than of elabora

tion in style.

“does” a country of four million square

miles, with a population of four millions

under different political influences, in

four days and three columns, labors un

der the same disadvantages as he who

The correspondent who .

undertakes French before breakfast or

Greek in thirty minutes.

The three British-American colonies

of Canada, New Brunswick and Nova

Scotia were originally Crown colonies,

ruled by governors and councils nomi

nated by the Imperial ministry. Re

sponsible government was later intro

duced. A few years since, in the then

province of Canada, a deadlock ensued.

The inhabitants of Upper Canada, di

vided into two powerful parties, found

themselves ruled, taxed and bound down

by the insatiate Priest party of Lower

Canada, who, united in firm phalanx,

threw their weight with crushing force

into the councils of the colony. Upper

Canada—p0pulous, wealthy, progressive,

economical—was overbalanced by Lower

Canada—intolerant, beggarly, conserva

tive, spendthrift. Sixty-five votes were

as good as sixty-five. Hence arose a

clamor for Representation by Population,

as a method of swamping the influence

of Lower Canada. A deadlock ensued

between parties. The fate of ministries

depended on a single vote, and time and

again Mr. Speaker’s voice decided the

result. In this crisis the Brown-Mao

Donald coalition of 1864 was formed on

a basis of confederation. Upper Canada

thus obtained additional representation

on paper and the privilege of local self

government, which her people ardently

desired.

Confederation was rapidly pushed for

ward, and was popular both in the colony

and in the mother-country. The fools

who attribute commercial depression ex

clusively to political causes were led to

believe that under confederation com

merce would extend, capital increase,

manufactures multiply. Others saw in

l the inauguration of a more national gov

ernment an era of administrative econo

my, of regulated finance. Others there

were who looked on the confederation

l of the northern colonies as a necessity
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if they would preserve their existence.

Union, it was argued, is strength, and

our undefended frontier of three thousand

miles will be magically guarded when

the word " Dominion” is chalked on the

boundary-posts. Some there were, like

the late Mr. McGee, whose eyes were

dazzled by the impossible glories of a

northern monarchy. The English states

men cried, Unite—the people’s hearts

were sick of old strife or faint for new

possibilities—the politicians swam brave

ly with the tide—and on the first day of

July, 1867, the provinces of Nova Scotia,

New Brunswick and Lower and Upper

Canada were welded into the Dominion

of Canada. The acquisition of the terri

tory in the North-west, the recent move

ment in Newfoundland and the descent

on Prince Edward’s Island empower us

to consider all British North America as

part and parcel of the Dominion, and

linked indissolubly with its fortunes.

Under confederation the people of

Canada have a viceroy nominated in

England, a Senate whose members are

named by the Crown, and a House of

Commons elected by the people on the

basis of population. A Cabinet selected

from these assemblies transacts the busi

ness of the general government. Each

province has a lieutenant-governor, its

own Cabinet, its own local legislature,

who decree on local matters. Thus it

willbe seen that a very elficient govern

ment, almost independent of British con

nection, exists. _

Such, then, is a brief description of

the present political fabric here, and of

the manner in which it has been brought

about. I now proceed to describe the

present political state of the country,

and the causes to which the existing

crisis may be attributed.

Seven men out of every ten will tell

you that confederation is a failure. Why? '

In the first place, it was a measure

hastily pressed to maturity, and deliber

ately intended by the reckless faction

then in office to perpetuate their own

sway. Men said, “With union we shall

have purity and economy—debt will no

longer accumulate—public works will

 

no longer be useless occasions for job

bery. The party lines and party strifes

will be lost in the grander era of national

life.” What a vision of Arcady for so

practical an age ! The same party still

hold office; union has broken up party

lines so far as their opponents were con

cerned, while their ranks it has linked

more closely by the prospect of increased

plunder. Extravagance, jobbery, nepot

ism, debt—seven other devils fiercer than

the first—have entered into the house

they found swept and garnished, and the

last state thereof is worse than the first.

With the same corruption on a larger

scale people are tired.

Again: the commerce of the country

has been prostrated by reckless over

trading and abominable insolvency. The

great importing houses bought heavily,

and vied with each other in disposing

of their goods to the country traders.

These latter overtraded in turn. Indif

ferent harvests and cramped finances in

duced serious loss to the honest, while

the dishonest, with every facility afforded

by the insolvency act modeled for their

express protection, plied the competing

“ drummers” with orders, then failed for

seven cents in the dollar. The Bank of

Montreal notably withdrew its circula

tion from Canada to speculate in New

York. A couple of smaller institutions

failed, others were severely crippled.

Manufacturers closed their works; me

chanics fled the country; an illiberal

immigration policy sent settlers to the

adjoining republic. It is wrong wholly

to attribute depression or stagnation to

political causes, but human nature is

shortsighted, and the first idea of a man

with a bad crop is to damn the govern

ment. The opponents of the existing

order of things would be fools did they

allow so golden an opportunity to pass

unimproved. In the words of one of

the earliest advocates of a change: “A

bad harvest will be a hundred thousand

dollars in our pockets.”

Besides, there were dissatisfactions

latent two years ago. The Nova Sco

tians were disgusted at the unceremoni

ous manner in which union was forced

on them. A large party in New Bruns
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wick regarded with doubtful satisfaction

their union to a colonial rake like Cana

da. And the opposition to the dominant

party naturally transferred their hatred

to the policy of that party, although it

had been filched from themselves. The

Protestants of Quebec gained nothing

from confederation. It left them at the

mercy of a powerful and unscrupulous

majority, hostile to their religion, their

race, their habits. The Province of

Quebec is governed by the Catholic Con

servatives. The English count as tax

ables—the French swarm in the offices.

Agriculture may not be touched, so the

burden is laid on trade and manufac

tures. Hence the Protestant minority

of Quebec is peculiarly dissatisfied with

the results of confederation.

Over the whole country, then, we see

spread the germs of a crisis—a disorder

ed finance, a struggling commerce, polit

ical dissatisfaction and uneasiness, latent

opposition without direction, and a cor

rupt administration unnaturally strong.

Nothing can be rationally looked for but

a general movement toward political re

form or change. It is, in this particular

instance, a question of Independence or

Annexation.

No other issue would be wide enough

for a common platform for the opposi

tion of the seaside and the opposition

inland. A stagnant period follows a

great national change, reform or convul

sion. One great idea has been evolved

—a direct precipitate—while all the

others are travailing together. Thus

the conclusion of the American rebellion

was followed by a time of political insig

nificance, till now the Democrats are

again regaining their activity. Eng

land, having wrecked one branch of the

Church, is leaning on her axe before she

lays it to the root of the parent tree. So

here, confederation so utterly swamped

the opposition that they were left swim

ming frantically, each for himself, like

the crew of a shipwrecked vessel amid

the hencoops and spars. Now, how

ever, they are beginning to form a raft.

Mere reform is not radical enough. A

return to the old colonial state, a stulti

fication of the principles of union, is im

Von. IV.—39

 
possible. All communities have at their

starting an impulse given to them; and

they cannot, having once set their hand

to the ploughing, turn back or aside.

Two great issues, and two alone, are be

fore us—Independence and Annexation.

For the present, I entirely eliminate

Annexation from consideration. It is

not necessary to pronounce upon the

merits of an utter impossibility at pres

ent. It cannot be that an English col

ony should be directly transferred to

another nation. Confining myself, then,

to the nearer issue, I shall proceed to

trace the progress and describe the

present position of the movement for

independence, enumerating the argu

ments whereon its advocates rely, the

benefits they anticipate from it; and till

a later stage of this article, or perhaps

till a future paper, defer the considera

tion of that phase of the situation which

more intimately concerns' the American

people.

The direction of all colonies is toward

independence, just as childhood tends

toward manhood and responsibilities

separate from the family. Especially is

this the ca.se with Canada. From mili

tary law to the Crown-colony system,

thence to responsible government, thence

to confederation,—these stages are natu

ral and all in one direction, and more

rapid as the colonies advance in strength

and the march of political events gener

ally becomes accelerated. Of late, the

English ‘government has begun to doubt

the value of ordinary dependencies. India

is a necessity from a commercial point

of view—so is Gibraltar in a military

aspect. But Canada has neither a vast

population to consume British manu

factures, nor an immense military or

strategic advantage of position. New

Zealand and Australia are of greater

value than the British-American colo

nies, yet England is cutting them adrift.

Colonies in time of war require a vast

and extended power to defend them, and

they must be equally sustained if the idea

of sentimental attachment—of national

honor and prestige—be entertained. In

these days of rival armaments and of
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sensational combinations the disparity

of strength between nations vanishes,

and any one country will have its hands

full to defend itself. And in time of

peace colonies avail little to a nation like

England. She can sell cheaply, and

whether Canada be a colony, an inde

pendent state or a portion of the Ameri

can republic, she must buy from England.

What more does England need of colo

nies? In the days of the reign of Man

chester, of Bright, of Goldwin Smith,

National Policy means Progress and

Profit, social, political and material. All

needless expenditure must be stopped,

all useless dependencies lopped.

I express no opinions as to the mo

rality or propriety of these ideas. They

prevail. Weighed by them, what does

Canada profit Great Britain? In the

first place, she is, like all colonies, an

expense. Her people, too, have been

pampered with loans and guarantees till

they are ruined for any useful habits

of national self-dependence. Like an

overgrown calf, Canada bleats after the

well-drained teats of the old cow, and

protests a loyalty less of the heart than

of the belly. I have already shown that

she is of no advantage to England as a

market. And, lastly, she is a positive

weakness. I am not of those who be

lieve in the sentimental assurances that

the two great Anglo-Saxon nations never

will fight. They have fought twice in

eighty-five years, and how many a time

have their hands sought the pommel of

the sword! If ever a war cbme, in

summer or in winter, Canada is de

fenceless against American invasion. A

marauding horde in green rags suffieed

to keep the country in an expensive

fever for six months. The hands of

Mr. Thornton are hampered by these de

fenceless provinces whenever he comes

to treat of the Alabama claims, or any

subject whcreon it is to the advantage

of the Imperial government that it be in

a position to take a determined stand.

All these are reasons for the desire on

the part of England to cut us adrift.

They are openly expressed by the popu

lar Times, the Tory Stamiard, the Radi

cal Star. Gladstone, Monsell and a

 
dozen others directly avow this policy.

It is the policy of the Radicals, and

they have a long lease of power before

them.

So much, then, for the theories in Eng

land. Now for the practice in Canada.

The independence movement in Can

ada dates back definitely to last March

or April. Previous to that time there

were of course vague yearnings in that

direction. When Sir John Young was

appointed governor-general, people recol

lected that he had been lord high com

missioner of the Ionian Islands, and had

managed to get rid of that troublesome

and useless dependency in an ingenious

and expeditious manner. It is matter

of history—a romance of official life—

that while Sir John was in public

speeches exhorting the people to cher

ish British connection, he was privately

urging the home government to get rid

of them. The very natural conviction

forced itself upon men’s minds that Sir

John was selected because there was

more work of the kind to be done. The

general depression and discontent want

ed a word. That word was uecessarily—

Independence. Within a week of each

other, the Chrom’de of Quebec, the Sta/

of Montreal, the Free ]’rcs's of London

hoisted the Independence flag.

For my own part, for many weeks

previously I had been in close confi

dence and consultation with a most ad

vanced Radical, a practical man, a deep

and fearless thinker—a man who, free

thinker in religion, owned to faith in

political matters, and, above all, one who

was deep in the confidence of the great

English Radicals and Liberals. From

the surest of all sources, private letters,

not meant to serve a political purpose, I

found that the English leaders were de

termined to be rid of Canada as soon as

possible, that the days of guarantee had

gone by, that the whole military force

was to be withdrawn and the colonists

taught to shift for themselves. They pre

ferred that Canada should take the initia

tive, but, whether gentle hints or strong

manifestations of Imperial desire were

necessary, go she must. As they very
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justly wrote: “We must preserve India,

for India is the keystone of England’s

wealth and power.”

With this assurance to start on, cer

tain that it would be a cause ultimately

successful if presently unpopular, I com

mitted the journal with which I was

identified to the advocacy of Canadian

independence.

threw me into the society of some of the

leaders of the movement, and from them

I learned that it was well organized, that

the Honorable Mr. Gait would head it, ‘

and that an attempt would be made to '

introduce the subject into the Commons,

but without hazarding a vote. The early

promoters were not so sanguine of suc

cess: indeed, they considered that if at

the end of two years they succeeded in

creating a popular agitation, that would

be as much as could reasonably be ex

pected.

Events have more than fulfilled ex

pectations. Independence was preached,

and the advocates of it were not stoned

in the synagogues. Paper after paper

took part in the discussion, which was

all that was wanted. The Tory organs

at first shut their eyes to the existence

of such a question. Then they began

virulently to abuse. There has, I must

say, been very little argument in the

literature of either party. The Inde

pendents have generally used the very

powerful weapon of ridicule: they have

held up our anomalous and lubberly po

sition as a nation, our exaggerated and

interested loyalty as individuals. On the

other hand, the Tories have foolishly re

sorted to denunciation, to insinuations of

treachery, to accusations of annexation

proclivities. It can easily be understood

that in such a warfare they who ridicule

have much the best of it. The revolu

tionist or reformer has generally an ad

vantage over him who conserves, so long

as he confines himself to considering

immediate change, not the ultimate con

ditions of that change.

erfully on the masses, who ascribe all

evils to a direct political cause, and who

do not trouble themselves about any

thing more remote than the removal of

that cause. However, abuse only spread

A few days later, events '

This tells pow- -

 
the idea, as winds waft seeds. People

' began to talk in their shops and at the

corners, and though conservative Canada

might bellow like an ox stung by the

' gadfly, still the larvae had been insinu

ated. and ’the rest might be left to time.

The cause of independence received

material support from several events

which I may particularize. The first

was the knighting of the Honorable Mr.

Galt. As he was justly regarded as the

head of the Independent party, the con

ferring of so patent a mark of Imperial

favor could only be construed to signify

sympathy with his views. Then the

silence of the government of the Domin

ion on the question of independence

gave rise to the conviction that the ad

ministration, at least, did not disapprove

of the idea. This silence has only once

been broken, by the publication of a re

markable article in La Vair du Golfe,

the pocket organ of Mr. Langevin, Sec

retary of State. This article appeared

during the presence at the place of pub

lication of Mr. Langevin, and bore in

ternal evidence of being his own pro

duction. It declared, emphatically, that

British connection was the source of

much danger to Canada, and that the

cure for this lay in independence. Mr.

Cartier has by letter expressed the be

lief that a change of political form was

imminent, and on Sir John A. MacDon

ald’s last visit to Montreal he stated in

private conversation that at the next

general elections the platform would be

“ Independence, or stay at home.” The

long coquetting with Mr. Galt, whose

services the government were desirous to

obtain as Finance Minister, has also in

tensified the feeling that the administra

tion would declare for independence.

Again : the proposed meeting of colonial

representatives at Westminster in Feb

ruary, 1870, to discuss the situation,

coupled with the withdrawal of the troops

and Mr. Gladstone’s positive declaration

(in the debate on the guarantee of one

million five hundred thousand dollars for

the acquisition of the North-west) that

this was the last guarantee under the

vicious colonial system,—these events

have all had their influence here. Prob
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ably, however, the greatest aid which the

cause of independence has received has

been from the speeches of the governor

general, Sir John Young. At Quebec, at a

banquet given in his honor, he gave the

people to understand that England would

favorably consider any expression of the

desire of the Dominion to assume a new

form of alliance. He hinted independ

ence in the most unmistakable, though in

the most guarded, manner, and at Halifax

and St. John he reiterated the statement.

The many gildings of the assurance of

Imperial love for Canada and desire to

maintain the present connection fail to

gild the pill while those Ionian Islands

are on the map.

This discussion of the question by the

governor-general has strengthened the

hands of the friends of independence,

and has widely spread the consideration

of the idea. Many of the Tory journals

—notably the Toronto Telegraj)h—have

recognized England’s desire to be freed

from her colonial encumbrances, while

they have deeply deplored it. The most

stubborn have been impressed; the eyes

of conservatism, blinded with prejudice

and pride. are opened; the people are

awake. The deathly calm which suc

ceeded confederation has passed away;

and as, centuries ago, while the spirit

brooded on the anarchic immensities of

space, the fragments of chaos were grow

ing into ordered worlds, so the tumult

of wrecked parties, of jarring problems,

of new ideas has evolved the question .

of the day—Independence.

The crusade ofindependence has been

entirely prosecuted in the press. Mr.

Galt made some hazy remarks in the

Commons last spring, wherein a vague

and mild suggestion of independence was

juggled about under oratorical thim

bles like the pea in thimblerig. Mr.

Huntington spoke squarely about it in

the Commons, and was coldly received,

for the people were not prepared for it.

At present, however, the question is fall

ing within the province of the speaker

and politician. At the county agricul

tural exhibition for the district of Bed

ford, Mr. Huntington delivered a studied

speech in favor of independence, which

was loyal in tone and was well received.

The only importance in this was the fact

that Mr. Huntington was invited over

by the constituents of Mr. Chamberlin,

the county member and a man of strong

Tory convictions. The campaign has

commenced. At the next session of the

Commons the adoption of an address

declaring that the country would ma

terially be benefited by independence

will be proposed. Not that the party

expects to carry it: it is merely to place

a declaration of political faith on record.

Regular organization will follow, and at

the next elections Independence will be

the platform on which many candidates

will stand.

The plan of independence suggested

by Mr. Huntington, and which finds

general favor, is a republican form

slightly modified. An elective president

and chambers, a ministry composed of

representatives from these, a system of

ministerial responsibility, and a civil

service,—these are its features. It may

be that, instead of electing a president,

the premier of the ministry will occupy

that position while his administration

retains the public confidence. At any

rate, the cheapest and simplest forn1 of

government must necessarily be adopted.

A monarchy is too absurd to be thought

of, setting the fate of Maximilian entirely

aside. The new nation would be under

the protectorate of England and the

United States. And a zollverein or

customs union with the American re

public is also a prominent feature.

This is what is proposed, and what is

likely to be adopted when the movement

shall have been successful.

I have not thus far wasted, nor shall

I waste, time on the theories and argu

ments of either party. They do not

interest American readers, who care

only for the actual facts of the move

ment, the objects it proposes to attain,

the bases on which it is founded. I

shall close this article without adverting

to the annexation aspect of independ

ence, since I could not properly treat of

1 it in my limited space. It is, besides
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a matter so delicate, dealing with the

private expressions of men whom I meet

daily, and a matter which may seriously

affect them and the cause, that I would

fain give ample consideration ere the

private history of the movement is writ

ten. There are jesuitry, inconsistency,

concealment in all political affairs, but an

honest avowal of design, an open publi

cation of personal beliefs and aims, can

not harm any cause whose foundations

are deep in sincerity and whose object is

honorable. It is for this reason, and

because. while identified with the advo

cacy of independence, I have done so

from disinterested motives and now owe

the party nothing, that I think it best in

a future article to consider honestly the

American question.

It remains only to report progress. I

am certainly of opinion that every mem

ber of the Radical party in England, and

a fair proportion of the Conservatives, are

either opposed to the present system of

colonial dependence, or—which is the

same for all practical purposes—perfectly

careless about the fate of the colonies.

In Canada the governor-general has in

structions to prepare the way for inde

pendence, and the members of the Do

minion Cabinet are personally favorable

to the scheme, while publicly they are

silent. That they will adopt the idea as

a war-horse to bear them to renewed

victories, or that with the facility of

Cleopatra they will embrace the new

love so soon as it becomes popular, is

certain. It is extremely probable that

they will make it a government question

at the session of 1870. So much for

the politicians.

About three-fourths of the English

press favor the idea of the dismember

ment of the colonies. In Canada, from

a quarter to a third of the journals either

declare for independence or admit that

it is a certainty. The number of con

verts is increasing daily.

As to the people, the feeling in Nova

 
Scotia is strongly for independence, as

the repealers and annexationists see that

their ultimate object cannot be attained

without accepting the intermediate step

of nationality. In New Brunswick the

feeling is favorable in at least a third of

the population. In Quebec, the cities

and the eastern townships, and the

Rouge or Republican party, are for inde

pendence ; and they form a strong body.

In Ontario, where there is less distress,

there is less desire for a political change,

but the people, especially in the centres

of population, are becoming convinced

that they must fling off the trammels of

dependence, desire to retain them though

they may.

It is of course difficult to gauge with

accuracy the dynamics of any political

movement. The presence of a prince,

the failure of a harvest, the lowering of

the discount rate, the crash of a bank,—

these all may affect the people and give

a direction to their cry. Informants may

mislead through sheer ignorance or par

tial acquaintance—one’s own judgment

may insensibly be warped by daily con

tact with one set of people holding one

set of views. Those in daily journalism

are too apt to let desire engender pro

phecy, and prejudice color review. On

such false foundations can rest none but

unsound and unsafe buildings.

Honestly, however, I cannot but think

that the cause of independence has made

more headway in six months than was

anticipated for three years. and that to

day it occupies the attention of all the

inhabitants of the Provinces, and the

cordial sympathy of at least one-fourth

of their number. And judging less by

the state of public sentiment here than

by the determination of a strong ma

jority at home and the evident drift of

events, I cannot resist the conviction

that before the close of 187I the maiden

flag of a new Anglo-Saxon republic of

infinite possibilities shall have been given

to the American winds.

G. T. LANIGAN.
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INC.O1\IPATIBLE_

OM and I were absolutely certain

that we should never quarrel after

we were married. We knew very well

that some married people did quarrel

sadly, and that almost all differed more

than was entirely comfortable: this know

ledge forewarned us, and, after discuss

ing the subject thoroughly, we felt that

we were forearmed as well as forewarned.

Tom admitted that he had heard such

words pass between his own father and

mother as he should be very sorry to

think would ever pass between us, but

he said it was entirely unnecessary ever

to have any difference amounting to a

quarrel. Of course, people who had as

positive temperaments as we both had

could not agree entirely and at once, but

a little concession would smooth away

all difficulties; and for his part, he should

always be happy to make any concessions

which I should demand.

I thought Tom talked very well, and

immediately assured him that so far as I

was concerned he never would have to

make any concessions at all ; upon which

he declared, with a most impassioned

’kiss, that my will should always be his

law.

I thought over this conversation, which

took place just a week before we were

married, by myself, after Tom had gone,

and I must say he seemed .a rare treas

ure to me ; for I could not recall another

man among my acquaintances who was

given to making concessions to the wo

men of his household.

There was my father. Of course I

loved father very much, but grown-up

daughters are not always entirely blind

to their fathers’ peculiarities, and it did

seem to me that he took delight in

ploughing through and uprooting all mo

ther’s tastes and fancies.

Mother was English and of the Epis

copal Church, and always wanted to ob

serve Christmas, but father never would

hear to it, because his ancestors came

over in the *' May Flower.” He was

 

proud of the grim Puritan record of the

first Christmas in this country: -* And

so no man rested at all that day.” It

was, in his eyes, a glorious protest

against princely and prelatical tyranny;

and I agreed with father and kindled

with enthusiasm when he talked of the

beginnings of Congregationalism, and of

the grand days when Milton was its poet

and Cromwell its hero; yet, for all this,

I thought it was hard and bigoted in

father not to let mother keep her own

festival. So, when we children grew up,

we brought about a sort of compromise.

At Thanksgiving, which father celebrated

with great zeal, we trimmed the house

with evergreen and holly till it was like

a bower; we had blazing wood-fires in

every room, and added roast beef to the

feast hitherto sacred to turkey and

chicken-pie. The plum-pudding. being

adapted to both festivals, was not dis

placed; and when mother said, with a

gratified look, that it seemed quite Eng

lish, we were triumphant. We felt that

we had gained a great victory for her,

and that we had got the better of father

without hurting him. Father was an

editor—a very influential man, generous

in his way, especially kind to all young

writers, and very chivalric toward all

women in his office and at his writing

desk, but he did rage around most un

comfortably at home.

Mother said his literary life affected

his nervous system, and so took partic

ular pains to make his home cares light.

I did not quite approve of mother’s

course: I thought it would do father

good if she would occasionally pay him

back in his own coin; but she never did,

and never seemed to care about his be

ing on such very good terms, as he was,

with a great many pretty women; but

sister Mary and I, who thought married

people, in order to be happy, must be

thinking of each other every moment,

used to get quite jealous for her.

“Mother,” said sister Mary on one
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occasion, “do you like to have father

write to that pretty Mrs. Colburn quite

so much as he does?”

“ I don’t know as he writes to her any

more than she writes to him,” replied

mother, indifferently.

“ But, mother,” said I, taking up the

strain, “do you like to have father write

so much to pretty women, any way?”

“ Girls,” said mother, “ I like anything

that diverts your father; and if these

pretty women take up his attention, do,

for mercy’s sake, let them write.”

“ But, mother,” persisted Mary, “if

you were to die, and father should take

it into his head to marry Mrs. Colburn,

what should we do? Maggie and I

should perfectly hate her. I almost

know she could catch father if she wanted

to, and of course she would, for father is

handsome.”

“\/Vell,” said mother, laughing, “in

that case I hope Mrs. Colburn will stop

writing, and take particular pains to see

that the steak is never overdone, and

that the water is always boiling the in

stant your father wants to shave. And

now, children,” said she, with a look that

made us feel as if we wore bibs and drank

milk out of little cups, “ I never want to

hear a word of this nonsense again.

Your father and I are old enough to take

care of ourselves and you too ;” and she

left us with an angry flash in her eye

which father’s most dyspeptic grumblings

never called forth.

That very afternoon father was brought

in senseless, after having been dragged

half a mile by his horse: mother’s agony

was fearful, and it was terrible to see

father’s handsome face so pale and rigid.

Then consciousness came back, and

he stretched out his arms to mother, ex

claiming, “ Oh, Mary, I thought of you

as long as I could think of anything ;”

and they wept together, and murmured

words of deeper tenderness than young

lovers ever dream of.

Sister Mary and I ran away to cry to

gether.

“ Oh, Maggie,” said she, with a blub

bering voice, “it is his nervous system,

and he does love mother after all; and

lmw she loves him! and what fools we

were to think he cared a solitary straw

for that Mrs. Colburn !”

I remembered this scene in father’s

favor, but it was pleasant to think that

Tom would not only love me as well as

father did mother, but would always be

comfortable at home, which father cer

tainly was. not, even after this accident.

Then my brothers passed in review.

Mother, Mary and I made all the con

cessions to them. They always hurried

and worried us; and ‘once, when Henry

was going to Boston to spend the Fourth

of July, he nearly brought the house

down about our ears because his shirt

bosom was not nicely ironed; as if in a

Boston crowd anybody would notice his

shirt bosom—or him, either, for that mat

ter. But sister Mary, who, in the illness

of our laundress, was responsible for the

ironing, said Henry acted as if his shirt

bosom were to be the principal piece in

the fireworks. Brother Edgar was no

better. He hurried Mary so about a

pic-nic on this same Fourth of July that

she went with a boot on one foot and a

slipper on the other; and they were so

early that when Henry drove back to get

the other hoot, he met the first express

wagon with its load of provisions, and

Mary had the whole grove to herself

while she finished her toilette.

With such experiences in the past, it

was not strange that this conversation

with Tom about quarreling and con

ceding was especially delightful to me,

and made my future look uncommonly

bright. '

Tom and I had known each other for

years, and had had an “understanding”

for a long time. I had been away all

summer, only coming home in season for

this Thanksgiving-Christmas sort of fes

tival of which I have spoken.

I wore white alpaca, trimmed with

scarlet velvet, and holly berries in my

hair. I danced constantly, and I never

felt in finer spirits, for Tom was there,

more devoted to me than ever, and I

knewl was looking my best. At last

some one called for vocal music, which

made a pause in the dancing. (This

dancing was another point which we had

carried for mother against father, but I
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will say for father that when he found

he could not help it, he submitted with

a good grace.) Feeling a little chilly, I

threw a scarlet shawl over my shoulders.

I think thisshawl brought Tom to terms.

for as I came into the room his eyes met

mine with a light kindling in them which

made my cheeks the color of my shawl.

In an instant he had crossed the room

and had drawn me into the library, used

that night for a cloak-room, and in fifteen

minutes we were’engaged. I remem

bered the time, for as we crossed the

hall I looked at our tall clock wreathcd

in evergreen, and it struck ten: I was

in a delirium of excited feeling, longing

to be alone with Tom, yet fearing it was

all a happy dream, when sister Mary

called me to come and give one last

look at the supper-table. (The supper

table at a time like this!) Coming out,

the tall clock came again exactly in my

line of vision, and it was quarter-past

ten ; only fifteen minutes, and yet an age

of bliss ! To this day the sight of a tall

clock with the hands at quarter-past ten

makes all the chords of memory thrill.

“ The table looks beautifully, I am

sure,” said I, in a dazed kind of way

after we got into the dining-room.

“ You and Tom are engaged,” replied

Mary, closing the door and holding the

handle.

“Oh, Mary!” said I.

“Well, you are,” said Mary. “Tom

looked, when you came out together, as

if he never had seen a woman in all his

life: that look always me'ans love and

kissing. So now, Maggie, if you don’t

contradict it in one second, I shall tell

everybody, and we shall make one job

of the supper and the congratulations.”

“ Oh, Mary,” said I again, but I could

not contradict it; and Mary was as good

as her word. The congratulations only

ended with the last good-bye that night.

I was just twenty years old—a pro

nounced brunette, very slender, with

what people called a graceful figure, and

hands and feet that all the men praised

and all the women envied. Tom was

twenty-six, with chestnut hair, which

curled thickly all over his handsome

head ; and I must confess that when the

 

sun shone fairly upon these beautiful

curls they had a suggestion of red about

them: he had rather fiery hazel eyes,

and of course the impetuous, dashing

temperament which goes with such hair

and eyes—a splendid temperament for a

lover, whatever it may be for a husband.

Everybody said we were a very stylish

couple, and that there was no reason

why we should not be very happy.

We were married on New Year’s day,

my outfit for a winter in New York being

turned into a trousseau when Tom de

clared he could not and would not wait;

and, as we had known each other so

long, there really seemed to be no cause

for delay.

We were to go to Boston to live, and

when some one condoled with mother

on the separation, she replied, cheerfully,

“Oh I think it is better for young mar

ried people to be by themselves—for the

first year, at least ;” so we were sent

forth with a cheerful “good-bye” and

“ God bless you,” and the old life was

ended and the new one begun.

Tom and I were happier in our own

fresh, tasteful and even elegant home

than we had ever imagined we could be ;

but after a little time we found that we

differed very decidedly upon some points,

and I was surprised to see that if Tom

had not forgotten his old doctrine of

concession, he often ventured to ignore

it.

Iwanted to go to a Congregational

church, but Tom declared for Episco

pacy. I could not find my place in the

Prayer-Book, nor did I know when to

rise nor when to sit. An Episcopal

service was a severe experience, and

Tom’s readiness and apparent devotion

were quite exasperating to me.

Then Tom was scientific, and I was

not: he wanted to go to scientific lec

tures, which I detested; while I wanted

to go to literary and patriotic courses,

which he absurdly called “sensational.”

He dragged me through one course upon

astronomy, which was a sad penance

to me, but I never complained till he

brought out a tremendous book upon

The Or{gin of the Stars, which he want

ed me to read when he was down town.
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I dare say it would have been a most

excellent book for me, for

“ Twinkle, twinkle, little star:

How I wonder what you are,

Up above the world so high,

Like a diamond in the sky !”

was all I knew about astronomy; but,

unfortunately, it was all I wished to

know; so I openly rebelled against The

O/1};in of the Stars.

Then of chemistry, which was another

pet science with Tom, I only knew that

my old chemistry at school used to tell

about oxygen, hydrogen and nitrogen;

and I had a vague idea that some of

these were healthy and some were not.

Tom, to be sure, went with me to my

favorite lectures, but they seemed about

as hard for him to bear as his were for

me.

At length I thought I would talk with

Tom about it, and, if need be, remind

him that my will was to be his law. So

one afternoon, as we were crossing the

Common to call on Mrs. Foster, Tom’s

aunt by marriage, I said:

“Tom, you don’t like to go to my

lectures.” It was a mild afternoon, and

both Tom and I were as genial as the

weather, for I had a new hat, and looked

very well in it, and Tom had just told

me so.

“ Oh yes, Maggie,” replied Tom, gal

lantly, “ I like to go anywhere with you.”

“No, Tom, you do not,” I replied,

“and I feel it.”

“I certainly do, Maggie,” responded

Tom.

“ No, Tom, you do not, and I should

like it better if you admitted it.”

“I do, I say,” said Tom, in an irri

tated tone. “ Can’t you believe me ?”

“ Oh, Tom,” said I, “you are pos

itively cross.”

“ Well, you needn’t give me the lie,

then,” replied he, savagely.

“ Oh, Tom !” I exclaimed, cut to the

heart, “I never thought—l never meant

to say such a /thing.”

“ Well, you said it plainly enough,”

retorted Tom, contemptuously. “Now

come in and see if you can be as civil to

Mrs. Foster as you are to me.”

“ Oh, Tom,” I replied, “ let us go

 

home: I can’t go in — I shall die if I

do.”

“We’ll see if you will,” said Tom,

pulling me into the parlor, where I burst

into tears at once, and sobbed as if my

heart would break.

“ What is the matter?” said Mrs.

Foster, deluging me with cologne and

almost choking me with salts.

“ Nothing,” said Tom, “ only Maggie

has got very much excited.”

Now, every man knows that telling

a woman she is excited is the most in

tensely aggravating thing he can do.

“ ‘Excited !’ ” I screamed. “ He says

I told him he lied, and I never thought

of such a thing, and he knows it!”

“ There it is again,” said Tom, sar

castically, without any regard for my

distress.

Poor Mrs. Foster looked greatly trou

bled. “ You must try to bear with each

other,” was all she had time to say when

callers were announced, and Tom seized

me and dragged me out through the

back parlor.

“ Now, Tom,” said I, calmly, for the

fresh air revived me and I had cried off

some of my emotion, “ do you call this

‘ concession ?’ ”

“ ’Concession l”’ replied he, as if he

had never heard of the word before.

“ Well, no—not exactly.”

“ Well,” said I, “don’t you remember

that you told me you should always be

glad to make concessions, and that my

will should always be your law?”

“No,” said Tom, stoutly, “I do not;

and if I ever said such a silly thing, I

should desire to forget it. Everybody

knows that it is a woman’s place to yield,

and every true woman finds her highest

pleasure in doing so ;” and then he

began a little whispering whistling of

“ Yankee Doodle,” which he kept up all

the way home, as if determined to show

all the contempt he could for me.

For aught I could see, Tom was be

coming as bad as my father and brothers,

and this, too, when he had explicitly,

and of his own accord, promised to con

cede. It was only four months—four

little months—since that promise, sealed

with that impassioned kiss, and now I
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was expected to find my highest pleas

ure in submitting to his will.

One thing was certain : Tom had told

a lie, whether I had “ given” it to him

or not. If he would tell a lie about one

thing, why not about another—why not

about everything? My days of happi

ness were over, for it was plain I never

could trust Tom as I had done.

I had entirely forgotten that I had

told him, with equal sincerity at the

time, that he never would have to make

any concessions to me, and that it was

this lamb-like sentiment which had called

forth his final declaration and kiss. I

thought we should have a wretched time

after this walk, which began so pleasant

ly and ended so sadly, but diversion

came from an unexpected source.

Esther Flanders and her brother Philip

came in to pass the evening: I liked

Esther very much, but her brother I had

never seen before. He was a most cap

tivating man. “Captivating” is just the

word to describe him. He took one’s

judgment, taste and fancy by storm:

such fine manners, such rare culture,

such delicate tact I had never seen united

in one person, and although Tom and I

were in such a miserable state, he suc

ceeded in calling us out wonderfully. I

was conscious that I had never talked

so well, nor had I ever sung and played

better than I did with this magnetic

stranger to turn the leaves for me.

Tom was pleased with his evident but

respectful admiration of me, and told me,

with a halfattempt at reconciliation, that

he was quite proud of me, for Philip

Flanders was the most fastidious and

critical man he knew, and that he espe

cially admired a woman who talked well,

and I certainly did. I was not much

gratified by Tom’s praises, for I could

not understand how he could so soon

get over our storm of the afternoon: he

seemed to have done so, however, and

never alluded to it again; but it rankled

in my mind, and with every difference—

we had them pretty often now—a sense

of my wrongs in this matter of conces

sion flamed up afresh. But I forgot my

wrongs when with Philip Flanders ; and,

indeed, in his presence Iforgot every

 
thing but music, culture and the gifted

man who sang so well and for me alone,

for he was often in of an evening; and

it so happened that his calls came on

Tom’s club evenings rather more fre

quently than at any other time. It was

very pleasant, and I did not always tell

Tom when he had been with me: I did

not want to tell him everything, as at

first, and by degrees I found myself

thinking quite as much of Philip Flan

ders and his sympathy in any emergency

as of Tom.

One evening, when Tom and I had

exchanged some unusually hard words

as hard, I fancied. as those which he told

me, at the time of the concession pro

posal, he had heard pass between his

father and mother—Tom strode out

through the front parlor, exclaiming an

grily, “ Don’t try sulking with me—I am

not the fellow to stand it,” just as Philip

Flanders entered the back parlor noise

lessly, to find me sobbing almost hyster

ically. I was sure he had heard Tom’s

last words: how much more I could not

tell.

It would take a very high-principled

man—which Philip Flanders was not—

of thirty-five (Philip’s age), or of fifty

five, or of sixty-five, or indeed of any age

to which man ever attains, to find a

young and pretty woman in such a plight

and not wish to console her with more

tenderness than would be altogether

prudent. Philip soon drew all my mis

ery from me, and then said, in his most

thrilling tones, holding my eyes. mean

while with his own fixed and magnetic

gaze:

M I-Iow strange that we should both be

so wretched—you with your husband and

I alonef I have seen this from the first :

you and your husband are not well

matched: he does not understand the

requirements of your nature. You are

really incompatible.”

“ What can I do ?” I cried, for I had

not defined the case so clearly in my

own mind.

“Do! Nay, poor child,” replied he,

slowly and pityingly, “I will help you

bear your burden : perhaps I can lighten

it a little. I have no wife, nor do I wish
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for one now. \/Ve will be more tha’n

friends. Is it a compact ?” he asked,

persuasively.

I felt entirely powerless, and at that

instant he pressed a burning kiss upon

my lips.

A strange feeling of exhilaration,

which I mistook for happiness, came

with this kiss, and I thought my troubles

were over; but when Tom came home

that night, all hearty, and clubby, and

smoky, I felt a remorseful aversion to

him which I had never known before,

and which was farther from happiness

than the hardest quarrel would have

been. ‘

It seems to me that the next few weeks

were passed in a sort of delirium : when

not directly under Philip’s influence,I

was constantly wondering what father

and mother and Mary and Henry and

Edgar would think of all this. If' they

could only understand it, they would not

blame me, for Philip placed the subject

before me in the most sophistical light;

but, somehow or other,I always felt that

they never could be made to understand

it ; so I was glad they did not know it,

and I had a vague wish that the old

quarrelsome days—we did not quarrel

now—with Tom were back, and that I

had never heard of Philip Flanders.

At length I broke down in a nervous

fever, and after the crisis was past, as I

lay weak and helpless, I overheard the

doctor say to Tom,

“ Your wife is in a very poor way:

she must have change. She must go

into the country, or I cannot answer for

the consequences.”

“ You don’t think it is anything seri

ous ?” said Tom in a husky voice, which

made me almost love him again.

“I can’t say: I hope not, I am sure;

but I thought it was my duty to tell you

this much,” said the doctor in a busi

ness-like way, as he left the room.

Tom opened the door softly and bent

over me for a moment, then kissed me

very lightly, lest he should wake me, and

crept out of the room on tip-toe, but he

sighed very heavily, or else he tried to

suppress a sob. Tom, whom I had

never seen cry—could it be that he loved

 

me, after all, just as father did mother?

I buried my face in the bed-clothes and

prayed I might die and be through with

it all, for there was Philip Flanders with

his strange power over me, which I knew

I never could resist. I did not die, how

ever. Youth and agood constitution tri

umphed, and in a very short time I was

pronounced fit for the country. I did not

see Philip Flanders, and Tom was very

tender with me: happiness seemed to be

creeping back; and when Tom said I

should go to Aunt Abigail’s, as I begged,

instead of home, I kissed him gratefully,

and felt a quiet content stealing over me.

The last summer of my bright, care-free

girlhood was passed away back among

the hills, with Uncle Cyrus and Aunt

Abigail: the very thought of it was peace.

Even now I sometimes think it was the

happiest summer of my life: I had never

been disappointed there: my ideals were

all glorious heroes, who never came down

from their pedestals. Life before me

looked like one grand triumphal march :

my only care for the future was to wonder,

as girls will, what strong arm I should

Ie’an upon, and what manly tread would

keep time to the music of my lighter

step.

Uncle Cyrus and Aunt Abigail were

the rarest old couple in the world. Their

love had reached its Indian summer, but

it was not mournful, like that of the year:

it did not suggest decay and death, but

a world where such love must bloom

over again in freshness and immortal

youth. It had ripened slowly, I knew

now, though I thought then it had al

ways been thus peaceful, for Uncle Cy

rus’ once tawny-brown hair was like

snow, and only a few threads of dark in

the silver of Aunt Abigail’s told of the

wealth of black hair which framed her

beautiful face when she came a bride to

the old homestead.

Aunt Abigail was a “ Friend” by birth

and training, and when that non-resisting

sect threatened to “ read her out of

meeting” because her whole soul turned

in love to Uncle Cyrus, whose family

had been “ Congregationalists” for gene

rations, her temperament and her train

ing met in a hand-to-hand conflict. 'Tem



620 [Drc.INCOMPA TIBLE.

perament won the victory, as it generally

does in such cases; so she laid aside

her drab, and brightened the bridal white

of her wedding-hat with a bit of scarlet

verbena, and sat in the choir with Uncle

Cyrus the Sunday after they were mar

ried. She said “ thee” but once after

that time, and it was years and years after,

when Uncle Cyrus told her, with a ghastly

face, that Cousin George was dead—dead

at Gettysburg. “ Thee can’t mean it,

Cyrus,” came in a shriek from her ashy

lips, and she sank senseless at his

feet. Poor Aunt Abigail! all the hope

of her youth, coming back through the

old familiar phrase to resist the shock,

was powerless before the terrible truth.

We thought her heart was broken, but

after the first sharp agony was over, she

was her own strong self again ;- and

when they brought crape and bombazine,

she exclaimed, “ Shall I put on garments

of mourning because my son has been

’promoted on the field ?’ ” and she put

them away with a face like that of an

angel. Their grief was too sacred for

sadness: if full of heart-break, it was

also full of hope: boisterous mirth might

be subdued, but no innocent enjoyment

was ever checked by their presence.

The faith of the aged couple created

a serene atmosphere around them which

I, weak and morbid as I had become,

longed for with an inexpressible longing;

so when Tom placed me comfortably in

the cars, for he could not go with me,

giving the conductor enough charges to

betray the fact of his being a very young

husband, and I leaned languidly back, a

sense of the tranquil cheerfulness which

brooded over the home to which I was

hastening filled my soul, and the thought

of Philip Flanders seemed fading like

the memory of a bad dream.

A caressing touch aroused me, and

he, my evil genius, was beside me.

“ Alone for such a journey, in such a

state !” he said, softly.

I had been very ill, and was weak and

morbid, as I have said, and before my

journey was half completed I had an

agonized conviction that I was a wretch

ed, almost deserted wife, and that he was

indeed my “more than friend.” He

 
adroitly left at a station a few miles from

Uncle Cyrus’, regardless of the fact that

I was more lonely and in a much worse

state than he found me; but I did not

think of this at the time.

The next morning, after a sleepless

night, I thought I would tell Uncle

Cyrus and Aunt Abigail my sad story.

They were always charitable to motives:

they might understand me. If they did

not, and the worst came to the worst—

though of what that Worst would be I

had only a vague notion—there was my

“more than friend” to whom I could

appeal, and who would stand by me to

the last. So, after prayers, I told them,

as well as I could, that I had found that

my marriage was a great mistake; that

I was wretched and wanted to die ; that

I had but one friend, Philip Flanders

(and I painted him in glowing colors);

that he had understood me from the be

ginning; and that he said Tom and I

were “really incompatible.”

“ Most men,” said Aunt Abigail, with

quiet but stinging satire, “ have a lively

sense of the wrongs of other men’s

wives.”

“Incompatible!” cried Uncle Cyrus,

looking at me over his glasses and turn

ing very red in the face. “ Drat the man !

I wonder what your aunt would have

done if some fool had told her we were

incompatible before we had been married

six months ?”

Now “drat” was the strongest oath

Uncle Cyrus ever used. It was well

understood in the family that it bore no

more dangerous relation to a regular

“damn” than a single sneeze does to a

three weeks’ influenza; yet for all this,

whenever he used it, Aunt Abigail al

ways felt that the interests of religion

and morality required her to say “ Why,

Cyrus !” when Uncle Cyrus, with a

slightly crestfallen air, would reply,

“Well, well ;” and there the matter

would end for that time. But on this

occasion she did not reprove him, but

looked as if she would have borne the

stronger word had he chosen to use it.

This omission and this look nearly

broke my heart, and exclaiming vehe

mently, “Everybody is against me l” I
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' rushed away to my room, cried myself

to sleep, and awoke feeling indescribably

better and very hungry.

Oh how hungry I was! But after

such a tragic demonstration, how could

I go down stairs and ask for something

to eat? If I could only see Hannah

from the window, I could get her to

smuggle a nice lunch into my room; but

no Hannah was to be seen, and the

question seemed to be between pride

and starvation, when I heard Aunt Abi

gail stepping cautiously over the stairs.

That slow, steady step foreboded a lec

ture, and Aunt Abigail would make

thorough work with me, I knew; but to

meet it when I was so hungry did seem

hard.

fragrance of coffee filled the room, and

there stood Aunt Abigail holding a salver

containing the most delicious lunch—one

of her own old-fashioned china cups, my

childish admiration, from the corner cup

board, for the coffee, two ham sand

wiches and a single tart of homemade,

flaky paste filled with clear, quivering

currant jelly.

“ Oh, Aunt Abigail!” exclaimed I,

gratefully, with a watering mouth.

“Your uncle thought,” said she, mov

ing a little stand nearer the bed and

placing the salver on it, “that you would

like some of his ham: he cured it him

self ;H and I sat up and ate the ham that

had been “ cured” by the man who had

just “dratted” my “ more than friend,”

and felt better for it—better, in fact, than

I ever had for anything that my “ more

than friend” had ever said or done, and

I began to gain mentally as well as

physically from that day.

Tom wrote constantly, telling me not

to write to him till I was able, but that

he was so very lonely he must write to

me.

’. A very good letter fora cold-blooded

monster to write,” said Aunt Abigail one

morning, as I read her passages from my

last.

I had just come, “as fresh as a rose,”

Uncle Cyrus said, from a long country

drive through old roads, winding, as old

roads will, here to a ferry and there to a

mill ; and Aunt Abigail, seeing I was

Then the door swung open, the -

 
able to bear it, began to talk with me

about my troubles. She laughed hearti

ly over the concession story, and told me

I was only learning what all wives must

—the difference between a lover and a

husband. Then she told about the dif

ferences of opinion and feeling which she

and Uncle Cyrus had when they were

first married—how she used to cry and

wish she was back in the Friends’ meet

ing-house, with her little drab bonnet on,

and no Uncle Cyrus anywhere. Then

grandfather came to see them. He was

an old man—older than Uncle Cyrus is

now—with a manner of gentle yet stately

courtesy. Aunt Abigail thought he must

have seen that she was not quite happy,

for he took great pains to praise every

thing she did, especially when Uncle

Cyrus was near to hear him : he used to

' read in the Bible to her: Saint John was

his favorite apostle. He liked him, he

said, because he was not born gentle, but

had become so through his faith ; for he

was one of those who were called “sons

of thunder ;” and Aunt Abigail said

grandfather’s keen blue eye and high in

step made her think his experience might

have been like that of John; so she liked

to hear him read and talk of him, but she

thought the words, “ Little children, love

one another,” were pretty sure to get

into every reading.

One afternoon, when he was reading

from his favorite John, a lady who was

present said, “ Well, after all, I like Paul

better: John got to be a little too gentle.

Now Paul,” said she, “ knew people must

quarrel sometimes, for he said, ‘ lfit be

possible, as much as lieth in you, live

peaceably with all men.’ ” Then grand

father said that passage had been very

much perverted, because people did not

know howto place the emphasis properly;

and when the lady looked surprised, he

said the right emphasis was on the word

“.}/au”—“3s much as lieth in y0u, live

peaceably with all men ;” and he said if

it were read in that way it would be a

perfect rule for all newly-married people.

Aunt Abigail said she often thought of

it after that conversation, and it was cu

rious to see how frequently it prevented

the retort that was springing to her lips.
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Then, when grandfather went away, she

watched him through the blinds with

tearful eyes, for she loved the kindly old

man who had strengthened and consoled

her; and she heard him say to Uncle

Cyrus, “ You have a better wife, Cyrus,

than I ever thought you would get: see

that you are very kind to her, for she has

given up a great deal for you.”

Uncle Cyrus did not say anything then,

but they were happier from that time;

and the day after grandfather’s funeral

for he did not live long: Aunt Abigail

never saw him again—he told her those

very words, not dreaming that she had

heard them before, and that they had

been among her choicest treasures since

the bright autumn day when grandfather

kissed and blessed her for the last time.

I could not help thinking that grand

father’s consolation was not much like

that of my “ more than friend; ” and with

this thought a sudden conviction that it

was a great deal better swept through

my mind with the refreshing effect of a

cool evening breeze after a sultry day;

and for the first time I felt like writing

to Tom.

My letter brought back a most lover

like epistle, by return of mail, to say he

would be with me in a week.

Aunt Abigail said it was the sentiment

of love which carried people through

courtship, but they must depend upon

the prz-nfll/JlH of love to carry them

through marriage. It often seemed as

if this sentiz/mzt of love had been killed

by the antagonism of the earlier periods

of married life ; but if the prinn}7le were

developed by unswerving truth and loy

alty to each other, under whatever temp

tation to the contrary, the sentiment

would in time revive again, and the love

and life would be transfigured.

I was greatly comforted by my talks

with Aunt Abigail: they gave me hope

for the future, and I resolved to be as

intensely loyal to Tom as any one could

desire. We did not talk much about

Philip Flanders, for I felt that neither

Aunt Abigail nor Uncle Cyrus did him

justice. I knew he had not done right:

he ought not to have kissed me, and I

never would let him again. I should

talk frankly with him about it all, and

tell him that I now saw I had been more

to blame than Tom, and that we had be

come very happy. He had meant to be

kind to me: he was wretched and lonely;

and, after all, his only fault was that he

had too much heart. It would be hard

and cruel to give him up: every man

needed a strong matronly friend, and I

would be—he was thirty-five and I

twenty—one to him.

But of all these resolutions I said not

a word to Aunt Abigail, nor yet to Uncle

Cyrus, as Idid not wish to encounter

another “drat.”

The day that Tom was to come was

as perfect as June could make it. Uncle

Cyrus took me to the station in his

old country-wagon. with its high green

“settle,” for I wanted Tom to see it

and take his first drive in it. The sta

tion was thronged. for it was now the

middle of the month, and crowds of city

people were coming up for the remain

der of the season. We gathered at the

end of the platform to catch the first

glimpse of the train, which was when it

came around a sharp bend in the road :

then it disappeared, and we could not

see it again till it was just at the station.

The train was late, and I began to fear

an accident.

What ifI never should see Tom again?

Such things had happened to others—

why not to me? The thought brought

a sharper pang than I had ever known ;

but no—all was right. “ There it is !”

cried the people; and we watched it

make the curve. A bright cloud caught

my eye-—it was just sunset—and at that

instant there came a sound of agony

from the crowd, and I saw the cars

dash off the steep embankment, turn

over and over, and plunge into the river

below.

My Tom was there. I had only writ

ten to him once, and now I newr could

write to him again! Everything reeled

around me. There was a terrible hush for

a moment, then a sound of mad riding,

then I recognized the voice of the sta

tion-agent. He seemed to be screaming

in my ears: “ They can’t save a soul:

 

we never had such a smash-up on this
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road.” Then two men took hold of

me, very gently, to carry me into the

station.

“ Poor thing !” said one, his voice

sounding far away: “had she any friends

in the train?”

“ Her husband,” replied Uncle Cyrus,

and his voice trembled, though it was so

far away I could hardly catch the sound—

“ only married six months.” Then all

was blank. When I came to myself, it

seemed to be midnight: a single lamp

was burning on the table in the “ Ladies’

Room,” where I was, and the station was

as still as the grave. I thought, with a

shudder, that all the people were at the

river. Then I felt hot tears raining on

my face, and knew that some one was

sobbing over me.

“ Aunt Abigail,” said I, feebly, “I am

glad I wrote to Tom ;” and his own dear

voice replied,

“ Oh, Maggie, Maggie! I thought I

never should see you again.”

Then Tom told how he was in the

front passenger car, the only one that

was saved. The curve was so sharp

that he looked back as he felt a strange

jar, and saw the two back cars plunge

off: then he knew there was no hope.

“I learned what prayer meant in that

second, Maggie,” said Tom, reverently.

Then he took me in his arms and

carried me out: he would not let Uncle

Cyrus help him, and I could not yet

stand; and Tom took his first ride, after

all, in the old wagon with the high green

settle. It was only eight o’clock when

we got home, though it had seemed so

much like midnight to me.

That night, as I awoke Tom for the

fortieth time, to make sure that he was

really by my side, and not a mangled

corpse among the whirling waters and

sharp rocks of the river, I said, 'softly,

“Tom, I will go to the Episcopal

church, and I will make a business of

learning to find my place in the Prayer

Book.”

“ Oh, Maggie,” said Tom, “I have

taken a pew in your church—I forgot to

tell you: this terrible shock put every

thing out of my head. When I thought

it was all over with me,I hoped you

 would find it out, and know I wanted to

please you.”

“ Oh, Tom,” said I, beginning to cry.

“ you always wanted to please me ;” and

I privately resolved to take T/r0 O/’g’giu

(ff t/ze Stars “by the horns,” as father

used to say, and learn everything about

oxygen, hydrogen and nitrogen as soon

as we got home.

“Don’t cry so, Maggie,” said Tom,

“you’ll be getting hysterical next. Now

I will tell you some home-news that will

surprise you and make you laugh:

Philip Flanders is engaged.”

I was surprised, though I did not

laugh. If ever anybody “saw stars,” I

did then, but I knew their “ origin”

without going to Tom’s book for it.

“ Engaged!” said I, with an unnatural

airiness in my tone: “ to whom, pray?”

“ Guess,” said Tom—“ some one that

you know.”

I could think of no one but Lizzy

Plummer, and I would not guess her, ‘

for I never could bear her, because she

could wear a boot half a size and a glove

a quarter of a size smaller than I could ;

so I gave it up.

“ Mrs. Harriet Monroe,” said Tom,

with great solemnity.

“ Why, Tom !” I cried, sitting up in bed

—“ she is forty-five, at least, and so fat !”

“ Yes,” said Tom, pulling me back,

“ and she has a ’fat’ purse, which is all

Flanders cares for: they have been en

gaged for a year, and have only waited

to secure some property which was to

come to her at this time. They will be

married and go abroad at once.”

A year ! Then he was engaged to her

before and after he became my “ lonely,”

“ wretched ” “ more than friend !”—all

the time that he was singing with me

and admiring my slender, willowy figure,

and she so fat! He whose only fault

had been that he had too much heart—

whose misfortune and misery had been

that he had met me 1oo late—was going

to marry an oldish widow for money.

Well, he had secured a strong matron

ly friend: I was glad, I was sure, or at

least I ought to be. If my proposed

occupation was gone, I should be at lib

erty to devote myself to Tom with a
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clear conscience, or at least as clear as

it could be under the circumstances.

“Do you know, Maggie,” said Tom,

“ that James Roberts once tried to make

me jealous of you and Flanders?”

“ Of me ?” said I, faintly.

“ Yes,” replied he. “ Roberts came

to me one day and said, ’Tom, isn’t

Flanders at your house a good deal ?’

’Yes,’ said I, ’he is: he is a help to

Maggie about her music.’ ’I thought

he was there pretty often,’ returned Rob

erts, ’for I have happened in several

times when you have been at the club,

and have always found Flanders. He

is a confounded flirt, and if I had a

young and pretty wife, I would not trust

him with her. I would stay at home

from the club and take care of her.’ ”

“ Is he a flirt?” I interrupted.

“ Oh yes,” replied Tom—“ particular

ly with married women. Roberts said

he had made untold misery in a great

'many families. His ‘dodge’ was to make

each woman believe that he was lonely,

wretched and dying for sympathy, but

that he should never marry, because he

had not met her till it was too late.”

Oh, wasn’tI glad that I had never

kissed Philip, and that his one passion

ate kiss had been a complete surprise

to me ?

 

Tom went on: “ ‘I am much obliged

to you, Roberts,’ said I, when he had

said all he had to say, ’but I do not

choose to give up my club, and Ican

trust my little wife with any man.’ ”

“ And so you can, Tom—so you can !”

I cried, in a sudden gush of remorseful

tenderness. “I always hated James

Roberts: I wish he was dead.”

“Oh, he meant well enough,” said

Tom, drowsily, “only in this case he

made an ass of himself, and he saw that

I thought so.”

Then Tom gave me one kiss more

and we went to sleep ; and that was the

last of our “incompatibility,” though we

still have some pretty sharp differences ;

and I suppose we shall so long as Tom

is a sandy-complexioned man, with red

dish-brown hair and fiery hazel eyes,

while I have jet-black hair, and eyes

which do not wait for long provocation

before they flash.

Perhaps, when the hair is white, and

the eyes are dim and look through spec

tacles, if we should live together so long

—and God grant we may !—an Indian

summer with bright tints indeed, but

soft haze and quiet light, will come to

us, as it has to Uncle Cyrus and Aunt

Abigail.

A. W. H. Howaao.

\VITH THE YAM-EATERS.

TO enter the piney woods of Missis

sippi is like returning to North

Carolina. To pass through them with

out eating roast yams and buttermilk is

like passing through North Carolina

without eating some hominy and a chine

of bacon. To receive a positive answer

of;/es or no in them is like being saluted

before you salute in North Carolina. To

think ofthem apart from a bowl of strong

waters is like thinking of North Carolina

disconnected from a snuff-swab.

I-Iow dreary, skinny, stale and flat is

Eastern Mississippi in the winter! Be

tween the ancient pine which blazons

the border, and Meridian, the whole

starveling narrative to Pearl river is

condensed.

There is the sallow, ashen or yellow

ish soil, full of ague seeds and an un

measured potentiality of yams and ugly

spiders. There are the wide flats be

neath the pines, with struggling wisps

of broom-grass, where the sullen hiss or

rattle of reptiles makes a sudden flutter

ing faintness in the blood; and black
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swamps among the cypresses, full of

miasmas, and fevers, and all biliousness.

There comes up now and then the dank

breath of the swamps: a passing cloud

intercepts the sunlight, as ‘

“ The sudden sun,

By fits effulgent, gilds the illumined field,

And black, by fits, the shadows sweep along ;”

the pinched pine leaves sough in a sort

of cold blue shudder; and Nature her

self seems to be having the ague. Then

comes the relapse. The sun’s rays stream

down in a kind of yellow, aguish glare,

squatting and shimmering on the fences

like fever-stricken witches, and blinking

among the pines like the squinting eyes

of imps. Now the pines move with an

uneasy stir, as a fever patient sighs at

times and rustles the covers of his couch

as he tosses in his burning.

At evening, when the sun is set, the

small frogs in a neighboring bog set up

their shrill, monotonous piping for spring.

They wriggle among the flags and long

rotting grasses and fioating scum, thrust

out their cold green noses, and wink

little silvery winks in the moonlight.

Then the faint, tepid air, preluding

spring, floats through the open windows,

alternating in sickly clouds of cool and

warm.

Such is Eastern Mississippi in Feb

ruary in its gaunt, sallow ugliness.

It was the warmest hour of the after

noon when I reached Meridian. Stand

ing among the pines, in the midst of

such a dreary flat as I have mentioned,

it seemed to have chopped only so many

trees as were built into itself, and yet,

with the strange fecundity of the piney

woods, was already a bustling city. All

the business nucleus of it was of little

frame houses, each with elbows akimbo,

holding all its neighbors aloof. But all

the suburbs were a nebulous cincture of

log-cabins, with stick-and-clay chimneys

—a rim of the war around a heart of re

construction. The inn where I stopped

was a great, square, unpainted tenement,

Old and tottering, with a deep veranda

above and below, and enjoying the dis

tinguished honor of being the only house

which escaped Sherman’s brand. It

stood, all gray and lintm, and swagging

Von. IV.—4o

 under the weight of years, among its

mushroom neighbors, smirking in white

paint, like an awakened Rip Van Winkle

in the gaping crowd of villagers.

In the very small room devoted to the

guests there was a miscellaneous crowd

from the trig young lawyer, in a suit of

black and flippant with scraps of Byron,

to the lank, sallow woodman, still wear

ing his Confederate coat with brass but

tons. Their whole talk was of pistols,

and indictments, and bail-bonds.

One was soliciting signatures to a

testimonial of character, which he hoped

would be efficacious in an impending

trial. He had, at the hour of midnight,

pursued his enemy through the streets,

and, as he turned into an alley, shot him

to the ground. He rode close beside

him, leaned far over in his saddle, and

when he heard his stertorous breath still

gurgling in his blood, shot him through

the temple, where God’s pure moonlight

lay bright upon it. Yet he had three

hundred signatures, and a third of them

of women! Such a choleric word may

a “high-toned” young Mississippian

speak, which in a lumpish oaf of the

piney woods were flat blasphemy.

Against this foul instance I set another

more pleasing. As we sat on the long

benches beside the supper-table, I no

ticed that one of the servants, a boy

about nineteen, with good Caucasian

features, though perfectly black, was

paying me particular assiduities. Stand

ing at a respectful distance from my

chair, he seemed to watch me only, and

to anticipate my slightest wish before it

was expressed. He brought me unask

ed the tenderest cuts, the sweetest and

juciest yams, the puffiest .waffies, and

whatever little kickshaws in their rude

larder he counted dainty. I became

interested in him and asked him his

name. Thus encouraged. he told me

that when he caught the first glimpse of

my face he thought it was his young

master risen from the dead, and he could

hardly believe otherwise till he saw I did

not notice him. His master had hurried

among the first to the wars of the rebel

lion, and on the disastrous field of

Antietam greatly fallen in his place ; but
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as he lay dying he whispered to his

comrade a message for his wife, in which

he manumitted all his slaves, mention

ing Drake by name. As he told me this

his voice became low and tremulous, and

the tears gathered in his great dark eyes

until they brimmed full over. He beg

ged me, for the likeness I bore his be

loved young master—“ for,” said he, “I

know you will treat me kindly, as he

did”—to permit him to share my jour

ney. He would cheerfully walk with me

through all perils, not only to California,

but to the ends of the world. My pain

at being compelled to deny him this

trifling boon was only less than his;

and when next morning I took poor

Drake by the hand and spoke a last

word, he wept like a child.

At Meridian terminated the march of

Sherman’s Ten Thousand; and there

began his Katabasis to Vicksburg. All

these villages and grimy towns, over

which he drew his long firebrand—

Meridian, Pelahatchie, Brandon, Jack

son, Clinton—how they have gained

strength by touching the ground! Bar

ring the wanton destruction of private

property, it was wholesome. Weather

worn, gray, swagging, they gave their

tinder of piney beams and of shingles to

the fining-fire; and from their embers

they rose, by a greater than mediaaval

alchemy, in the whiteness of paint,

springing clean and bright from flat de

struction. These are Americans! No

other people on earth would hew fresh

rafters from the woods before the old

were done smouldering. If the South

would only lay the topmost brick on the

chimney as ’well as it plasters the hearth !

Ten days a North Carolinian immigrant

fells trees in the piney woods, choosing

goodly stems far and wide, and flattens

them on two sides. On the eleventh

there come to him men out of the un

broken depths of the forest, by paths dis

cernible to their eyes alone, in such num

bers that one asks ln astonishment,

Whence do they all come? In a single

busy day the logs are carried together,

notched, saddled, laid in place and

crowned with unhewn rafters. In a few

days more the owner lays and weights

 the shingles, knits a chimney with sticks,

daubs the chinks with interstitial clay,

and mortises a bedstead into the corners.

After a short interval the neighbors,

summoned by some mysterious sylvan

telegraphy, assemble again in the same

unaccountable numbers, and the piney

forest lays another egg. This tenement,

though more pretentious than the other,

rises even sooner, as if by magic, like

the Miltonic temple reared in Pandemo

nium. It is embellished, too, with a

clapboard gable; and has above the door

a smooth-shaven shingle, bearing the

universal legend of Mississippi—“ Gem

Saloon.” Its bright golden face, softly

wrinkling with aromatic boards, smiles a

rich, ripe smile upon the thirsty wayfarer,

inviting him to the delusive feast. No

Mississippian can resist the blandish

ments of that smile.

From that day dates the nativity of

the village. The meeting-house comes

long after. As months and years pass

on, Time touches that ample forehead

with a mellower tint; and the golden

hair, parted so straight across the brow,

turns to auburn, and then to the linten

gray of decline. It gives place at last to

its successor, aweatlier-boarded house

very long, squat and narrow, with the

square white gable and a little board

awning universal in Mississippi.

The second public building in order is

the grocery; third, a second saloon;

fourth, a tavern; then a smithy, etc.

But still the little town scarcely has

breathing-room among the pines, for

each citizen only cuts into the forest

enough for a garden-place. Like a cap

tive thrust down into an ancient round

tower, it lies languishing at the bottom

of this donjon which the axe has bored

in the mighty forest. Like plants in a

darkened cellar reaching palely up to

ward the light, Mississippians grow taller

than their fellows. At last the meeting

house is built, high-perched on posts.

Comfortless as it is, with its paintless

wainscoting and pulpit, and stiff, hard

benches, where children are thrust back

till their little legs project forward straight

as tenpins, the winter evenings bring to

gether an unaccountable throng of youths
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to breathe the rudiments of music as

they unite with the singing-master in a

solemn whine. Whence do they all

come ?

In the course of years a Georgia rail

road engineer, with tape and theodolite,

passes through the village, and months

afterward he is followed by the asthmatic

horse. This should be a prophecy of

light, but still the village lingers, yellow

and dingy, in its evergreen prison. Every

day the locomotive reels over its uncer

tain course out of the forest, alongside

the platform, pauses amidst a crowd of

waxen, aguish-looking children, kinky

headed negroes, dogs and squeaking

pigs; then plunges again into the forest.

I hear the unaccustomed traveler, as he

stands on the rear platform and measures

the crowd with his eyes, ask in amaze

ment, Whence do they all come?

At length the old barn-like tavern,

built upon metropolitan expectations,

swags and cracks in the middle, the

chairs punch through the rain-rotted ve

randa, and swine crawl at night beneath

the bar-room and emit dolorous noises

at uncertain intervals. Still the larva

village does not burst its forest shell.

Huge ox-wains come and go, groaning

beneath their baled portionsof Missis

sippi’s great fleece; and these lie upon

the platform, puffing and swelling in their

kingly pride of heart, shredded by boys

and mouldering in the rain. And still

the wonder grows, and still the question

is, Whence do they all come?

How did Sherman ever find all these

villages? How does the sun find them

in Lent? Is it because it finds them

more seldom that the ague finds them

more often ?

Between Meridian and Jackson there

stretches a continuous wood, a “silent

sea of pines,” all islanded with gray,

where the swamps send up the taller

cypresses; and here, in this cheerless

month, the green waves of the pines beat

upon these wooded shores their dreary

requiem to the dead year. Here, too, is

the tender myrtle, and the great-leaved

magnolia, and the ensanguined sweet

gum. Here the cypress roots, prowling

wide beneath the black waters, kink sud

 
denly up among the green-robed trees

into long warts, bald and branchless as

mile-stones. Vast trunks of cypress,

felled by the axe or the storm, have

seized in their long arms branches and

neighboring trees, and dragged them

down into mighty ruin. They lie in the

black morass, rotting in the darkness,

a refuge for bats and ghostly screech

owls, while parasite vines, yellow and

blistering with poison, warm their roots

beneath the bark and fatten on decay.

It was not till I came within sight of

the stupid cupola of the capitol itself that

I left the pines. In a minute more I

stood upon the bank of that narrow,

filthy misnomer, the Pearl, where it wrig

gles along under the gloomy cypresses.

I knew by the color of its current that I

had reached the Mississippi Valley, which

at this point is separated from the pine

woods with the greatest sharpness.

When the moist I-Iyades of winter arouse

it into a passion, it does not rasp the

hills and run down all gory, like the

rivers of Georgia; but, aping its great

brother, flows with the mild and benig

nant futility of soap-suds. The peaceful

old Father of Waters will tolerate no

such bloody doings in his dominions.

Neither will he suffer any mendicant of

Nature to inhabit them. Fifty miles he

stretches out his arm across the conti

nent, and waves his banner of plenty in

the very face of the legions of poverty,

the grim pines.

Jackson is the first city really in the

West. Here I found that regal and

contemptuous largeness of traffic, that

sublime scorn of small moneys, that

roundness of prices, that’ complacent

and lordly indifference of seller toward

buyer whether he purchases or not, and

that pride which disdains to ask the

price, so characteristic of the South

west. Almost burned and stamped out

of existence as a business place, Jackson

was still the coolest city I had passed.

It united the poverty of the piney woods

to the assurance of the rice-swamps.

Jackson forgets that it stands ever

within sight of the piney woods, and that

the Mississippi is still far distant. Its

site is nothing, its traffic is nothing: it
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has only politics, mixed drinks and in

dictments. In all these it excels, but

specially in the first. Nowhere else in

the Union do men so frequently and

abundantly assert the inalienable prerog

ative of every American—the right to

frame and pass a resolution. Nowhere

else are the people so devoted to princi

ples, for every candidate has one. Every

principle also has a candidate. Georgia

is ruled by farniers ; Alabama, by schol

ars ; but Mississippi, by politicians.

Immediately west of Jackson the

plateau begins to heave into long, lazy

ground-swells, as when a harbor stirs

uneasily with the motion of a storm

without. From Jackson to Vicksburg

these swells, mostly parallel with the

Mississippi, run continually higher and

higher.

The soil is here the famous Miami

loam, and bears magnificent forests of

beeches in the russet robes bequeathed

by the dead year; sweet-gums, still

flickering with snatches of flame; oaks,

elms and hollies. Broad cotton—fields

stretch rolling away where once the

whitening balls gave abundant promise

of cloth.

But the land is still sick, deadly sick,

with the poison of battles. As far around

as the thunder of Grant’s siege-guns

echoed in the still summer night, it

slumbers yet in a stunned torpor. All

the fields are unfenced, untended and

silent, save here and there where a soli

tary negro whacks his braying mule in

the furrows. Orange-groves, whose

leaves wink bright and silvery in the

morning. and yet seemingly so lonesome

and languishing in their motions, like

loving eyes unloved, are companions

only to blackened chimneys. Or per

haps there crouches among these ruins

a grotesque hut built of fragments, in

which sumptuous paintings embellish a

room like a sty, while the piano shines

in absurd grandeur between the dresser

and the pot-rack. All through the woods,

from the Big Black onward, there are

crowds of graves or trenches, digged in

haste at midnight by the flicker of the

yellow torch or the uncertain flash of

the cannonade. There the unreturning

 

dead of that sad, sad war sleep side by

side, Unionist with rebel—the frenzied

struggle, the shout, the moan, the mut

tered prayer forgotten in a common

grave—all mustered now alike by Win

ter in the sere uniform of Death. The

moonlight reveals by the roadside long

ranks of boxes, warping and yawning in

the tepid air, awaiting removal to the

Vicksburg cemetery. The graves whence

they were exhumed stare blackly at the

placid moon—the eyeless sockets of the

dead earth. A bull-bat sends out its

guttural, dismal croak from a neighbor

ing tree, and the flies which I disturb

buzz about with a lonesome droning, as

in the sickening green air of a charnel

house. All the faint air of night is sick

with an old and horrible corruption, as

if here the obscene demon of Pestilence

shook off its pinions the efliuvia of its

yellow lair.

As I approach Vicksburg, the parallel

ridges become steeper, and the road

winds up and down by easy grades,

while the locomotive first plunges through

a deep perpendicular cut, and then

bowls across a tressel fifty or seventy

feet above the narrow valley. The

trees gradually disappear, until there is

nothing but coppices in the ravines.

Long lines of earthworks troop along the

yellow crests, crumbled by.rains and

palisaded with dry weeds: shattered

shells and muskets lie rusting in the

trenches. Already I am treading on

ground more sacred than Trojan dust.

Crest rises over yellow crest before

me, sweeping in a vast, irregular arc

around the city. Nature herself, like

Minerva with the Greeks, in that memo

rable battle-summer made auxiliary war

on you proud citadel of the Mississippi.

All along these giant billows which she

hurled against it are the sodded breakers

of battle; and there, where human wave

met wave and the spray of bayonets

fiercely flashed, the early grass grows

greener from its bloody watering.

A few steps farther brought me to the

renowned place, half-way down one of

the slopes, where two men sat under a

tree and broke a celebrated backbone.

Vandals had chipped the plain marble
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monolith, which was removed, and a can

non, poised on the pedestal, and staring .

with its grim eye toward heaven, marked

the place. May the republic never seek

to commemorate a triumph of brother

over brother by any other monuments

than those erected to its dead !

Nearer the city the road swept through

perpendicular cuts, which occurred even

on the brow of the hill; and here in

these steep, stark walls were the caverns

dug during the bombardment. Crouch

ing there like the early Christians in

the niches of the Catacombs, the peo

ple counted through weary nights the

slow pulse-beats of the cannonade, or

listened breathless to its awful tumult by

day. They heard the stupendous how

w-w-w of the sixty-four-pounder, the keen

ping-g-g-g of the rifle-ball, and that most

diabolical sound of battle, the infernal

ragged yell of bursted bombs—whew-zz

zu—whish-e-ye—woop! They saw the

red shells come and go in long and gleam

ing lines; they saw the bloody stretcher

carried past; they heard at midnight the

crash and sudden shriek from some

stricken chamber. Vicksburg shudders

yet at these hideous memories; nay, it

is itself one great ghastly shudder of

hills, a perennial geologic death-rigor.

A minute more and I stand upon the

highest hill, which is crowned by the

court-house. Looking down two hun

dred feet into the huge, sooty chimneys

of the steamboats, I can almost see their

flaming bowels of fire. Over on the op

posite shore, Grant’s grim dogs of war,

 
squatted on their haunches, bayed deep

throated thunder at the doomed city,

while the musket-blazing crests in the

rear wrapped it in a sheet of level flame.

Beginning at that shore, the low flats of

Louisiana stretch away westward, north

ward and southward, league upon league,

until they lose themselves beneath the

immeasurable span of heaven. Far off,

across that haze, I see where the Father

of Waters, coming down from the frozen

North, reads his long argument for the

Union. He -rolls his vast flood south

ward, as if forgetting the Hill City, to a

point due westward ; then doubles grand

ly backward, then eastward; flows in a

slow and solemn march toward the sol

diers’ cemetery beneath the hill, where

he turns again southward, chafing his

mighty flank, as if in affection, almost

against the serried graves, and chanting

an eternal requiem to the asserters of

his freedom; hews his giant highway in

the hillside; then sweeps before the city

in the pride of his greatness.

I stand upon the brow of the ancient

East. Across the partitioning flood of

the Mississippi it scowls down at the

youthful West, and wrinkles its ugly, sal

low brow in the impotent rage of senility

at beholding the ample and placid fore

head of the young giant across the river.

The East clutches again for a moment

the sceptre of barrenness which had

been wrenched from its gripe, and in its

expiring moments creates its ugliest and

most monstrous—Vicksburg.

STEPHEN Pownas.
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THE EAST: HOWV I ENTERED AND HO‘/V I LEFT IT.

EASTERN travel, like travel every

where on this exhausted globe of

ours, has no longer the interest of

novelty, and unless one goes, as a dear

friend of mine has lately, to that odd,

secluded corner of the world whence our

race came and visits Tiflis and Poti, or

the mountains of Armenia, or wanders

down the Tigris or Euphrates, there is

no chance of telling the public anything

new. And yet, are there not bright

memories of Oriental adventure and

Oriental scenes which may bear to be

put on paper, and may have an interest

for those who have shared and seen

them, and those who have not? Let

me tell of the great gateways of the

East—howI entered them and how I

left them.

On the morning of the 7th of Septem

ber, 185—, after seventy days of sea mo

notony, with no sight of Mother Earth

except the sand and pebbles picked up

by the sounding-lead off the coast of

Brazil, my uneasy slumbers—for in ap

proaching land neither passenger nor

navigator has quiet rest—were broken

by a message to come on deck, for there

was something worth seeing. And there

was! There, in the dim, orange-tinted

dawn of a spring morning—for Septem

ber is spring in those latitudess—with the

moon sinking in the west and the morn

ing star over the mountains in the east—

there was Africa, the “ Cape of Storms,”

or, in that gentler phrase—one of the

most beautiful I know of which has sur

vived so long—the Cape of Com’ Hope.

There was Africa—that vast continent,

one quarter of the globe—with its fringes

of civilization, its Carthage and Egypt

in ancient days, its Algiers and this

green spot at the far south now; but

still Africa, on which the primeval curse

rests, and from which no mortal power

can take the curse. And as I gazed on

the scene of beauty, and as the Table

Mountain and the ranges of hills—for

the dim ridges seemed to rise to vast

 

distances to the north—swelled up be

fore me, I could not but think of the

mysterious destiny which haunts this

continent, and of the translated miseries

it has engendered, and of the freight of

sorrow and suffering which the cupidity

of Old England and the delegated, in

tensified greed of New England has

sent across the ocean. And then, in

the light of that poetic dawn, I thought

of the heroic adventurer who, more than

three hundred years ago, came hither in

a humble craft as the herald of Occi

dental conquest, and of the sublime

imagining of the poet of Portugal—of

the Genius of Asia rising from the Ocean,

and. as if prescient of the Future, warn

ing him away.

We drew near the land, and the an

chor dropped and the salute was fired,

and there was mysterious silence in re

turn; and the tragic message came to

us that a bloody mutiny of black men

against white men, of servants of an

alien race against their masters, had

burst forth, and that the great fabric

of British empire in India, with its

black, subsidized population, was tum

bling down in bloody ruin. There were

not left at the Cape artillerymen enough

to fire a salute. And we went on shore

and rested in a wilderness of flowers;

for such is Southern Africa, the land of

the ferns, and the bulbs, and the geran

iums and the roses, with the orange

trees in full blossom and the camellias

just over.

What idea had I, or have you, gentle,

well-educated reader, now of Southern

Africa and this its capital? I—Iottentots

and Caffres and Fingoes and elephants

and ourang-outangs were my ideals. I

certainly never dreamed of a picturesque

town with wide, well-shaded streets and

public squares, and libraries, and botanic

gardens singularly beautiful, and omni

buses and hansom cabs, and brilliant

equipages, and pretty, bright-eyed, fair

cheeked women; certainly not of an
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easy journey into the interior over good ture of the captive Jews and the shew

roads carried up steep mountain slopes

by gentle gradients, and lovely villages,

such as Paar] and Wellington, and vine

yards like good Mr. Cloete’s at Con- '

stantia, and hearty welcomes in one’s

mother-tongue everywhere. Not that the

traces of the early colonists, the Dutch,

are wholly effaced. Far from it. The

village names attest their existence yet,

and he who drives into Stellenbosch—a

perfect Paradise of white r0ses—at two

o’clock in the afternoon, and finds, as I

did, all the inhabitants asleep, will not

doubt that Dutch repose is still un

broken.

Then onward we sped our journey

across the wild Indian Ocean, and close

by the mysterious and untenanted islets

of St. Paul and Amsterdam, with their

extinct volcanoes—a sort of testimony

that there was no more need of destruc

tion where there was nothing left to de

stroy ; and on to Java—the Eden of the

East; through the Straits of Sunda and

the China Seas, with their wild typhoons,

the memory of which, and the agonizing

thought of those I had left at home and

whom I never expected to see again, have

hardly faded yet; and then we reached

the haven where we would be ;—and thus

I entered the Eastern World!

On the 8th of February—nearly two

years later—I passed another gateway

of the East coming home, and the morn

ing dawn in the Red Sea showed me

Mount Horeb and Mount Sinai, the

Tomb of Aaron, and the spot where

Moses face to face held communion with

the Almighty, and whence he came with

“ his face shining.”

And now let me for one moment pause

and note an illusion which this pilgrim

age of mine utterly destroyed. Till I

saw these ancient and sacred and classic

spots I had imagined that actual contact

with them, their obscure ruin, their rust

and filth and deformity, and the presence

of usurping, hideous infidels (for such to

me, I confess, all pagans are), would

weaken faith. It was exactly the re

verse. Let any one stand in Rome un

der the Arch of Titus, and see the sculp

 
bread and the seven-branched candlestick

as fresh as yesterday, though carved

eighteen centuries ago, and he will be

lieve. And when I looked at Horeb

and Sinai in their silent desolation, I did

not care if antiquaries doubted and dis

puted about details: the Genius of the

place was on me, and my faith in sacred

story was firmer and steadier than ever

it had been at home, from the happy

days of nursery credulity through all the

phases of mild skepticism which every

man is conscious of.

On the same day we went from Suez

to Cairo across the Desert, where the

Israelites had so much trouble, and over

which, amidst the bones of camels and

dromedaries, memorials ofdisused modes

of transit, we were whirled in railroad

cars said to have been made at Spring

field, Massachusetts! And then the Des

ert! What ideas had I—or have you,

reader—of a desert ? Every one knows

how difficult it is to retain one’s antece

dent imaginings when the reality is pres

ent, and I do not pretend to say what I

once fancied a desert to be. I found it

a mass of smooth white sand as far as

the eye could reach. As you approach

Cairo, the signs begin to show them

selves of the great struggle between the

Desert and the Nile’s fertility: the sand

thrown up by some opposing force into

irregular conical hills (and no doubt the

shape of the Pyramids was taken from

these sand-hills), and then a new range

of elevations of the most picturesque form

conceivable; all white sand, wreathed

like snow-drifts and quite as graceful

and beautiful, where the fight seems to

have ended and fertility to have con

quered; for soon after there are a few

stunted, dusty trees, and then Cairo and

its minarets rising out of the Desert as

out of the sea; and then the Pyramids,

ruddy at a distance in the’ light of the

Egyptian sun; and the Mosque of Ali,

where the Ma-melukes were butchered;

and the Nile, and Alexandria, and the

Pharos, and the Tomb of Saint Mark,

and all that is left of the Great Temple,

the sole survivor of the four hundred

columns which as late as the twelfth
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century—only six hundred years ago, a ‘ spectacle of all, dear to me as having

mere yesterday compared with the Pyra

mids—were lying round in fresh ruin.“F

And then Malta and the dark, mys

terious Catacombs, down which the trav

eler is guided by an ancient and very

rusty monk carrying a torch, and trying

to explain his theory of those strange

caverns—at the best not very clear, and

to me more perplexed than to any one,

for my reverend friend could speak neith

er English nor French, and I no Italian

or Maltese; and so was driven to the

grim necessity of digging with painful

effort out of the catacombs of mem

ory fragments of my buried Latin, and

striving to solve under these difficulties

the antiquarian puzzle of these mystical

remains.

And then Sicily, and the first glimpses

of Calabria; and Vesuvius and Pompeii;

and at last — to my mind the great

' “ In the twelfth century, while the Crusaders were

ravaging Syria, a learned physician of Bagdad, named

Abdallatif, visited Egypt, and dwelt a considerable

time there. He afterward wrote an admirable account

of what he saw therein, and his work has been trans

lated by some Arabic scholars. The best translation

is by De Sacy (Paris, 1810). Abdallatif tells us that

the column, now called by us Pompey’s Pillar, which

is so finely seen from the sea, was called by the Arabs

’the Pillar of the Colonnades;’ that he had himself

seen above four hundred columns ofthe same material

lying on the margin of the sea: and he tells us how

they came there. He declares that the governor of

Alexandria, the officer put in charge of the city by

Saladin, had overthrown and broken up these columns

to make a breakwater. ’I have seen.’ says he, ’all

round the Pillar of the Colonnades considerable re

mains of these columns—some entire, some broken.’

It was evident that these columns had been covered by

a roof and cupola, which they supported.”—R¢Inlt’on da

1’Egyflz, liv. i., ch. 4, as quoted bv Miss Martineau,

Eastern L1/c, vol. i., p. 13,.

given the purest and highest intellectual

§or, if you please, sentimental) enjoyment

ever remember to have had — ROME

itself: Rome, seen for the first time in

the bright tints of an Italian winter sun

set from the hills of Albano. And bear

in mind, I visited these scenes not as

the ordinary traveler on the beaten track

from West to East, approaching Italy

through the glittering capitals of West

ern Europe, but as one coming from the

hideous East, where, though many a

natural prospect pleases, man and his

works are certainly very vile; where

there is no historical association ; where

picturesque art has no existence, and

where, from the weird cave of Ele

phanta to the Great Wall of China (for

I passed almost from the one to the

other), there is no single structure or

erection of the hand of man—none at

least within my range of vision—whiCh

is not repulsive. Fancy a traveler, after

a wayfaring purgatory like this, stand

ing amid the ruins of the Palace of the

Caesars, at the Tomb of Raphael or un

der the dome of Saint Peter’s, and some

idea may be formed of the emotions

which I have sought to describe. “y

heart bowed down in gratitude then, as

it does now, that these visions of beauty,

these realities of intellectual enjoyment,

had been vouchsafed to me.

Thus I began and thusl ended my

Eastern travel. In the interval there

were incidents and scenes of which I

may write hereafter. This is a small

installment of a traveler’s garrulity.
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BEYOND THE BREAKERS.

CHAPTER XLII.

THE ABDUCTION.

“Magnetism has been made, by turns, a trade, a

pastime; a science, a philosophy, a religion : a lover’s

go-between and a physician’s guide.”—Dzt.aAt;E.

IN the study at Rosebank, on a Satur

day afternoon, some ten days after

Tyler’s death.

“ Is it possible, Mr. Creighton?” said

Sydenham. “ It sounds more like some

coincidence invented to help out the plot

of a novel than an incident in real life.

What a strange chance !”

“Is there such a thing as chance?”

replied Creighton. “ We are wonder

fully made : are we not also wonderfully

led sometimes? What so strange as

truth and God’s economy ! But are you

sure as to the name?”

“Terence pronounced it Cunningem,

and called him Sir Charles.”

“ It must be the same,” Creighton

said, referring to a paper before him:

“ ’ C/mrles Conyngluzme, Baronet.’ ”

“So that scoundrel Cranstoun could

not keep to the truth even about so

simple a matter as a name. Dunmore,

he told Celia, the guardian’s name was.”

“ He was afraid we might forestall

him—writing first, or by the same post

as himself.”

“ The suit is in Sir Charles’ own

name ?”

“ Yes. He takes Miss Ellinor’s death,

it seems, for granted.”

“ So, then, she is the heir ?”

“ As against him, certainly; but if

my view of the law in the case—and

Mr. Marshall’s too, by the way—be cor

rect, Miss Celia is co-heir, and the sis

ters will divide equally.”

“ The sisters! I can scarcely real

ize it.”

“ Mr. Cranstoun, however, would say

your ward was excluded from the suc

cession.”

“ Celia will be delighted.”

“So it is, but you will find I am

right.”

Creighton’s face flushed with pleas

ure : “ It does one good to meet with a

nature so noble as that.”

“Did you know that Ellinor’s name

was Talbot?”

“No. And she never told me her

guardian’s name—only the general in

cidents of her story. I knew her only

as Miss Ethelridge. Good that Terence

peeped through that keyhole: how else

should we have known what a heroine

the young lady is? And then his de

position as to her identity is the very

thing. But first I must see her, to make

sure there’s no mistake.”

That same Saturday morning Celia

entered Ellinor’s room in riding equip

ment. “Another French scholar,” she

said—“ Ellen Tyler. I’ve just been to

see the poor girl. What suffering there

is in this world!”

“Occupation is the surest alleviation.

I’m glad she is coming to us.”

“ How does the list of scholars stand

now ?” asked Celia as Ellinor set down

Ellen’s name. “ Is it up to what it was

when I joined you ?”

“ Not quite, I see: five less—that’s

all. Good Mr. Sydenham’s kind word

at the Mite was help in time of need.”

“ And Lela’s, the darling! But I’ve

something more to tell you, Ellie. I’ve

had such a time with dear auntie! I

never saw her so near being downright

angry with me before. I shall have to

give up, I’m afraid, and you must help

me.”

“I wish I had been there to see.”

“ You needn’t laugh. I had got aunt

persuaded to let me pay Mr. Hartland a

hundred dollars a year for my board, and

eighty more for Bess. Now that it is

her own house she rebels, and says if I

won’t accept my board and Bess’ keep

from my mother’s sister, she’ll never for

“That’s a great deal to say for any I give me as long as she lives.”

one, Mr. Sydenham.” I
!

“ She is in good circumstances, and
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you owe her that kindness. You must

agree to it, dear child.”

“ On one condition. I’ll be a good

girl ifyou will too. See here, Ellie! I

wanted to help you in the school, and

I’ve been nothing but a millstone about

your neck.”

“Indeed! I’d like to have a few

more such. I had no idea millstoness

were such pleasant wear.”

“ It’s serious, Ellie: don’t put me

out. Suppose Bess and I stay with

auntie for nothing. Mr. Sydenham pays

me a hundred and fifty dollars a year for

Leoline’s lessons; and I can’t, with any

propriety, spend more than that on dress

and knickknacks.”

“ So you want to violate our articles

of partnership, and make me take all the

profits ?”

“ What a darling you are to guess it

so nicely! Precisely, my dear: that’s

just it.”

“ You know, Celia—you know I can’t

do that.”

“Indeed I don’t. But I’ll tell you

what I do know. If you stand out

against me, I’ll stand out against auntie

—I will. So you may take your choice.

Then I want to whisper something in

your ear.”

“ Be reasonable, Celia—”

“ Certainly, if you will only listen.

’ Strike, but hear!’ ”

“ Well ?”

Celia whispered : “ It’s all in the fam

ily, my dear. Ethan will be auntie’s

heir. If I don’t pay auntie, Ethan will

lose a hundred and eighty dollars a year.

That’s all the same as if Mrs. Ethan

lost it: ’they twain shall be one flesh,’

you know. I’d be getting paid twice,

Ellie: is that what you call reason?

Then how are you going to buy that

furniture? Ethan tells me his secrets

sometimes.”

“You are too bad !” But Ellinor

took the laughing girl in her arms and

caressed her and kissed her and called

her pet names. till neither could refrain

from tears. What they both cried for I

don’t exactly know.

. After a while Celia said: “There are

two sisters, Ellie—at least they made an

 

agreement they were to be sisters. I

think the elder will be married soon. I

don’t believe the younger will ever mar

ry—not for many years, at all events;

and she has more than enough to live

on comfortably. Now do you think it’s

just the sisterly thing for these two to

keep such strict accounts that the elder

can’t have what she needs for wedding

things and to do a little toward house

furnishing, because the younger may

possibly need some money ten years

hence ?”

“ Ten years, Celia? You’re going to

make him wait that length of time ?”

“ Whom ?”

A knock at the door and Nelly came

in: “ Mr. Creighton, Miss Ellinor, for

to see ye.”

“In a minute or two, Nelly, please

tell him.” Then, when the girl had gone:

“If you don’t know, Celia, or if Nelly

did not stumble on the answer, then I

can’t pretend to guess. Wait for me,

won’t you, dear?”

In quarter of an hour she returned

pale and agitated.

“ What has Mr. Creighton been tell

ing you? Bad news, Ellie?”

“ No.” Then, after a pause, “I ought

to be glad.”

“ And yet you’re sorry. You’ll tell

me all about it, won’t you?”

“ Yes, dear. I promised you I would,

some day.” She drew Celia to the sofa,

retaining her hand.

“ After mother’s death I had a guard

ian—a rich man, not a good one—Sir

Charles Conynghame. Mr. Creighton

came this morning to know from me

if that was his name. I don’t know

why: not from idle curiosity, he said,

and that he would tell me more to-mor

row. He had heard the name, it seems,

from a man who once saved me—saved

me I mustn’t think from what—at my

utmost need: a brave, good young fel

low, the father of little Derry and Kath

leen. Strange that I didn’t know him

again when he brought them to school !”

“ Terence, the Irishman, who manages

Mr. Sydenham’s farm ?”

“ Yes; but I must go back to my

story.” Her gaze, as she paused, seem
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ed exploring some mysterious distance.

Celia knew, as she looked at those eyes,

how sad the recollections must be.

“ How happy you were, Celia,” El

linor said at last, ’' to have had such a

mother! Mine—but I dare say I was

wayward and disobedient and hard to

manage, or perhaps mamma was soured

by some cross or grief. It’s terrible to

say, but I don’t remember one really

happy day at home. I l1ad happy days,

but they were spent with Cousin Con

stance. She was ten years older than

I ; and my idea of angels in heaven was

that they must be like her. One child

hood’s recollection, standing out from all

the rest, is my being dressed out in my

first white silk frock—just seven years

old then — for Constance’s wedding.

’She’s Lady Conynghame now,’ my

nurse whispered to me as the bridegroom

placed the ring on her finger.”

“ She married your guardian, then ?”

“ Her husband afterward became my

guardian—yes. I remember, when the

marriage was over, I put my arms round

the bride and told her, crying bitterly

the while, what nurse had said, and

asked her if she wasn’t my cousin Con

stance any more. She smiled, then

cried a little herself—which I thought

was very strange on her wedding-day

and said she was my own very cousin

Constance, and always would be till she

died, and that there was nobody in all

the world she loved as well as me. I

suppose her husband didn’t quite like

that, but he took me up kindly and kiss

ed me, and told me mamma had agreed

that I should come and see Cousin Con

stance whenever I liked. ’ Didn’t you,

Mrs. Talbot?’ he said, appealing to her,

and she assented.”

“ Mrs. Talbot ?”

“ Ah! I forgot. Mamma, who liked

show and station, gave me three bap

tismal names—Mary Ellinor Ethelridge:

Ethelridge was her maiden name. Con

stance always called me Ellie, and I

only brought two of my four names with

me to democratic America.”

“ Had Lady Conyinghame children ?”

“ None—except me, she used to say.

Mamma died when Iwas twelve years

 

old, making Sir Charles her executor

and leaving me in his care, the property

to go to him in case Idied unmarried

and without a will. I should have been

perfectly happy with my cousin, only

that, as I grew older, I saw that she was

not happy. She had been over-persuaded

to the marriage. Sir Charles was rich,

indulgent, good-natured in a general way,

but without any feeling deserving the

name of love. He became a gambler,

too, keeping dissipated company, -and

risking hundreds, if not thousands, on

his favorite horses. ConstanFe behaved

admirably to him. I—Ie was proud of

her, and grudged her nothing as long as

the money lasted. But what sympathy,

what companionship could there be?

Some Frenchman talks of people who

think themselves entitled to rank and

fortune because they’ve ’ taken the trou

ble of being born !’‘ Well, my dear,

Sir Charles was one of these.”

“ Poor Constance !”

“ And if you had known, Celia, what

a noble, loving darling she was! To

me friend, sister, mother—teacher, too,

and guardian. If I know anything, if

I’m good for anything, it was her doing.

I don’t think one human being ever

owed more to another than I to her.

When I lost her—”

“ She died ?”

“When Iwas seventeen. We had

been a year in Paris. The fashionable

dissipation into which she was forced

wore upon her, but far more her hus

band’s increasing dissipation. Titled

swindlers, professional gamblers, jockeys

and stable-boys were his companions.

He seemed to become daily more reck

less, and was often embarrassed for

money. Once, I remember, we had

bailiffs in the house. But Ithink an

other grief wore on Constance’s spirits

more than all the rest. In some way—

perhaps from himself, when flushed with

wine—she must have come to know that

he was using the money which as exec

utor had been placed in his hands.”

' “Noblesse, fortune, un rang, des places; tout

cela rend si fier! Qu’ aver vous fait pour tant de

biens? Vous vous Etes donné la peine de naitre, et

rien de plus.“—BEaUMARCI-Inls, La illari./xge de Fi

garo, Acte V., Scene 3.
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“ Your property, Ellie ?”

“ Yes. Some eight or ten thousand

pounds—l don’t know the exact sum.

On her deathbed, when delirious with

fever, Constance spoke, in frenzied words

which I shall remember to my dying

day, of some terrible dishonor—some

breach of trust of which her husband

had been guilty. Suddenly she took me

in her arms, lamenting over me in terms

oh so pitiful !—then crying as if her very

heart would break. Later I knew what

it meant. I’m sure it hastened her

death. Next morning—ah, Celia, I was

never an orphan till then !”

Celia had taken Ellinor in her arms,

and when a burst of grief, controlled up

to that moment, had subsided, she asked

her, “ Had you to remain in Sir Charles’

house ?”

“ What could I do? When we re

turned to London, his widowed sister,

Mrs. Beaumont—hard, haughty, aristo

cratic in the worst sense—came to keep

house for him. To her I was an en

cumbrance, and no day passed in which

she did not make me feel it. I was far

worse than alone. If a fervent longing

could have brought death, I should soon

have been with my lost darling again.”

“ You were spared to do good here,

and for me to love you, Ellie.”

“ God overrules all, but in those days

I had not learned to realize that. I fell

into a weak, nervous state. The phy

sician recommended exercise. To avoid

driving out with Mrs. Beaumont, whom

I hated, I went regularly to a noted

riding-school not far olf.”

There she stopped. Celia guessed

the reason. “ If it pains you to go on,

dear—” she began.

“I’m a coward: that’s the truth. I

linger over details, because the rest—

Never mind, I want you to know it all.”

“ Well, Ellie?”

“ The style of people who frequented

our house after dear Conny’s death

changed much for the worse. Among

them was one whom we had known

while Constance was alive, and who had

seemed to me, at first, better than most

of the others. He was Sir Charles’ in

timate friend—Captain I-Ialloran, of the

 Guards. He was handsome, and I think

may once have been good. I liked to

talk to him more than he deserved: even

then I used to be conscious that I did.

Yet there was something genial and

pleasant enough about him, except now

and then when a certain look came over

his face: I can’t describe it, but it gave

me the idea of a reckless, self-indulgent

man. At other times I felt in his society

quiet, satisfied, and, strange to say, often

very drowsy.”

“ As I do, sometimes, near you, Ellie.”

“ Yes, dear. Once or twice in the

evening I had to leave the drawing-room

after talking with him, for I was actually

afraid I should go to sleep. Yet it was

some time before it occurred to me that

he had anything to do with it: I thought

it was only nervous weakness. One

morning, when he called to see me, and

when I pleaded my engagement at the

riding-school as excuse for cutting short

the visit, he begged so hard to accom

pany me that I yielded, though till then ‘

I had never allowed any one but a ser

vant to attend me. During the lesson

he remained in a small gallery overlook

ing the riding-arena, and to which gen

tlemen accompanying young ladies to

the school were admitted. Once or twice

during the hour I rode a sleepy fit came

over me, so that the riding-master no

ticed it and asked me ifl had not been

up very late the night before. In return

ing home the unaccountable feeling so

gained on me that I must have walked

some distance in an unconscious state.

The thundering rap which announced

our return awoke me on the doorstep.”

“ What a wonderful thing !”

“ When I thought it over, it recalled

to me a discussion I had heard, a few

evenings before, between Captain Hal

loran and several other gentlemen, but

to which, at the time, I had paid little

attention. They had spoken of human

magnetism and its strange effects, and

now it suddenly occurred to me that my

drowsiness might be due to magnetic

influence.”

“ Did you avoid him?”

“I never allowed him to go with me

to the riding-school again; and I tried
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to keep away from him as much asl

could. But I found that a difficult thing

to do. Several times, when he sat down

by me and began to talk, I resolved, as

soon as common politeness permitted,

to rise and leave him. But when I tried

to rise I felt that I had lost the power.

It seemed to me as if he were telling me

to sit still, and that I had to obey him.

I felt, too, a sort of fascination, partly

painful, partly pleasurable, in yielding to

this mysterious authority.”

“ Poor Ellie !”

“I had a sense of danger, too; and

had it been possible Iwould have left

the house for some other where the cap

tain could not reach me; for in his ab

sence he was comparatively indifferent

to me, and I had self-control enough

left earnestly to desire that I might never

see him again. But Sir Charles was

the only relative I knew anything about

—the only person, indeed, on whom I

had any claim.”

“ Did Captain Halloran make love to

you, Ellie?”

“ About a year and a half after Lady

Conynghame’s death he proposed to me.

With a strong effort I managed to refuse

him ; and very glad I was of it after he

was gone. But he persisted, coming

almost every evening, usually to dinner.

Mrs. Beaumont, I saw, encouraged him.

One day, when I felt that I grievously

needed help, I asked him how he knew

that Sir Charles would consent. Then

it came out about my property. The

captain said my guardian had squander

ed every penny of it, and of course would

resist my marriage with any one. Then

he professed that he cared nothing about

the money: his father would ‘come

down handsomely,’ he said, in case of

marriage. But on my guardian’s ac

count it must be a private marriage—by

special license. ’I have it here,’ he

said, taking a paper from his pocket.

I’ve often wondered, Celia dear, how the

poor little birds feel when the serpent’s

eye is on them and they can’t even move

a wing. When I read that license, it

seemed to me like the fiat of doom. If

I had had anybody to sustain me, I

could have escaped.

 

But everything ‘

seemed crumbling around me, life value

less, and nothing worth striving for or

striving against. I had, indeed, misgiv

ings about my suitor, yet I felt a sense

of protection, a soothing of nerves, when

I was near him. All the other /mbiluls

of the house were repulsive to me.

Captain Halloran saw his advantage and

pressed it, assuming my consent. I

felt that I was giving up, half by attrac

tion and halfin despair.”

“ You agreed to marry him?

darling !”

“When it came to the point, and he

told me, one afternoon, that he had a

carriage a square off to take me to his

aunt’s, where the clergyman awaited us,

I repented and flatly refused to go. To

my surprise, he said it should be just as

I pleased; he would wait my time and

pleasure; he would speak to his servant

and dismiss the carriage. How long he

stayed after his return to the drawing

room I never knew, not0 when nor how

I left the house. I first awoke to a

sense of my situation (as I had done in

returning from the riding-school) at the

loud rat-tat-at of a fashionable knock.

I heard the captain swearing at his ser

vant for making such a noise, and he

looked uneasily at me. But I had pres

ence of mind enough to express no sur

prise, and followed him submissively into

the house, with one resolve on which I

strove to concentrate my will—namely,

not to suffer that stupor to return.”

“ Was the clergyman there?”

“A man with a hateful countenance,

but scrupulously dressed in canonical

robes. Then there was what seemed, at

least, a lady, over-dressed, very conde

scending, and to whom the captain in

troduced me, calling her aunt: several

younger ladies also, and a baronet, a

friend of the captain, whom I had often

met at our house. When the ’aunt’

kissed me I shuddered. You will think

me superstitious, I know, dear—”

“ Perhaps not, Ellie.”

“ It came to me, I cannot tell how—

Poor

I suppose a Swedenborgian would say \-‘.

my interior sight was opened—it came

to me, not in words I think, but flashing

over my mind as if I had heard some
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one whisper: ’ No aunt, no clergyman: '

all false l’ I turned suddenly to the wo

man, who spoke to me in what she

meant for an affectionate style, intro

ducing to me two of the young ladies

dressed in white, who were to act, she

said, as my bridesmaids. They also ad

dressed to me some civil commonplaces.

But something in the tone and manners

of all three made me think they were

not persons of position, accustomed to

good society. The captain beckoned to

the clergyman, who began the ceremony,

speaking with a slight foreign accent, I

thought. I let it go on till it came to

the question whether I took this man

to be my husband; and then to Hallo

ran’s utter astonishment—for I know he

thought me still entranced—I answered

with all the energyl could muster, ’No,

I do not.’ ”

“ Brave darling !

plot!”

“ These things don’t happen in novels

only, Celia. The wonder is, that the

strange control which animal magnetism

gives is not more frequently abused.

There was a pause when I came out

with that unlooked-for denial, and I felt

that Captain Halloran was exerting his

utmost influence to throw me again into

a somnambulic state. But either some

mysterious guardian influence interposed,

or my excited indignation enabled me to

resist, for I succeeded in resisting.

“’GO on,’ said the captain to the

clergyman: 'it was a mistake. Ask

the question again.’ But before he had

time to proceed I turned to the young

baronet. ’Sir George,’ said I, ‘a man

of honor will not stand by and permit

this.’

“ ‘ D—n it, Tom, this won’t do,’ said

he to the captain: ’an elopement’s all

well enough, but a gentleman can’t re

fuse a lady protection when she asks it.’

“ The captain turned white to the

very lips with anger, but he choked it

down and only said, ’You know she

came here willingly, George.’

“ Maybe,’ the other replied; ’but a

But what a terrible

 

lady has the right to change her mind.

Where do you wish to go to, Miss

Talbot?’

“ l Home,’ I said, ‘to Sir Charles’.’

“ ’ You hear ?’ said Sir George to the

captain: ’it can’t go on.’

“ ’Sir George,’ cried Halloran, ‘ you

shall answer for this.’ ‘

“ All right, my good fellow,’ said Sir

George, coolly. * But will you take her

home, or shall I ?’

“ The captain, I saw, was furious, but

after some hesitation he said that if the

carriage was still in waiting, and if I

insisted, he would escort me. With that

he left the room. I expressed my grat

itude to Sir George, and begged that he

would see me safe out of the house.

This, on the captain’s return, he did,

waiting till he heard the order given to

the coachman : ‘ To Sir Charles Conyng

hame’s.’ Then I felt comparatively at

ease again, having made up my mind to

disclose the whole to my guardian, and

to ask that Captain I-Ialloran be forbid

den the house. This threw me off my

guard, particularly as the captain spoke

in the most submissive terms, saying

that he saw now that my aversion to

him was unconquerable, and that it was

useless to press his suit farther. As he

said this I felt—and hated myself for

feeling—that in spite of his gross mis

conduct, I had no aversion to him. On

the contrary, I felt again that inexplicable

attraction, and found myself seeking ex

cuses for his behavior. It occurred to

me that perhaps, in trance, I might

have actually consented to leave Sir

Charles’ house; and then, as to the

marriage, had I not seen the special

license? This revulsion of feeling was

dangerous—the more so, as we were in

a coupé, single-seated, and I had no

choice but to let the captain sit by me.

He had lowered the blinds, which I was

glad of, for I feared to be recognized as

we drove along. Gradually that subtle

influence began to steal over me again.

The way seemed very long, but such

was the fascination thatl did not care

how long it was. I felt as if] could go

on so for ever. The last thing Ire

member was the thought that, though I

was again sinking into trance, the knock

ing at Sir Charles’ door would awake

me.”
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“ Did it?” asked Celia, eagerly.

“ Alas, dear child! we never arrived

there. When I awoke to partial con

sciousness we were ascending the stairs

of a house that was unknown to me. It

seemed to be divided into apartments

after the foreign fashion. The door had

been opened by Halloran’s groom, whom

I recognized; and in the passage I

caught a momentary glimpse of a face

that of a servant in black—which I felt

sure was the same repulsive countenance

that belonged to the person who as

sumed to marry us. Then the whole

base plot lay bare before me, and

I knew that I had been brought, in

trance, to Captain I'Ialloran’s private

apartments.”

“ Good Heavens !”

“ \'Vhat did you do ?”

Then Ellinor narrated to her friend the

substance of the scene with which our

readers are already familiar, ending with

her escape, by Terence’s aid, into the

street.

“And then ?” asked Celia, breath

lessly.

“I hurried, I knew not whither, pass

ing through street after street, and when

darkness came on I found myself in a

part of the city quite different from any

I had ever seen—the streets narrow and

dingy, the houses poor and dirty. It

must have been some disreputable region,

for, to my terror, I was several times ac

costed in a shocking manner by vulgar

men, from whom I had the greatest diffi

culty in escaping. The bystanders offer

ed me no aid: indeed, my alarm seemed

to afford them amusement. Or perhaps

it was my dress, so utterly out of place

there. One ruffian, after talking to me

in the most revolting terms, attempted

by force to thrust me into a horrible

looking house. My screams brought a

policeman to the spot. At first he seem

ed disposed to treat me with indignity

also. But when I explained to him that

I had lost my way, he became more re

spectful and offered to take me to the

nearest stand for coaches. On the way

a desperate resolve took possession of

me. What explanation to my relatives

was now possible? I zould not face

exclaimed Celia.

 my guardian and that insolent sister of

his.

’Anywhere, anywhere,

Out of the world !’

—these were the terrible lines that beat

themselves into my brain. Yet I strug

gled for control as long as I was with

the policeman, entering a cab, and, when

he asked where the man should drive

to, giving my guardian’s address, in

Grafton street, Piccadilly. Soon after,

however, I stopped the cabman, asked

which was the nearest of the bridges, and

bade him drive there. He hesitated,

muttering something about his fare. But

when I produced a sovereign and in

sisted, he turned. I shuddered fearfully

when I found he had obeyed my order.

I seemed to hear the rebuke: ‘You fear

the face of man and affront the presence

of God !’ I had my hand on the cab

window to lower it and call the driver.

But Despair prevailed, ever recalling,

with frighful iteration, the lines:

’ Mad from life’s history,

Glad to death’s mystery

Swift to be hurled—

Anywhere, anywhere,

Out of the world !’

I felt as if I were

Oh forgive me,

I was beside myself.

pursued by the Furies.

darling!”

Celia could not reply for weeping.

“ It’s cruel, dear child,” Ellinor re

sumed, “ to grieve you so, but the rest is

soon told. In the very act of springing

from the bridge a friendly hand held me

back. I turned, indignant at first, but

when I met Mr. Creighton’s honest, man

ly face, and heard a few words of gentle

expostulation, the evil spirit was exor

cised. Yet I was scarcely ’clothed in

my right mind.’ The remaining events

of that night are phantasmagorial. I

know we were roughly repulsed from sev

eral doors where Mr. Creighton sought

to obtain a room for me. At last I

found myself in bed. Toward morning

I sank into a sort of stupor, from which

a knock at my chamber door aroused

me. I had lain down in my clothes, so

I rose and unlocked the door. It was

Mr. Creighton. He begged me, though

it was early morning, to come with him
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at once, as he had secured a lodging for

me. As he hurried me into the street,

Ifound that we were leaving a hotel,

and I turned for an explanation, asking

him where I had passed the night. He

is one of God’s noblemen, Celia, with

the true instincts of God’s nobility. I

shall never forget how he spoke to me

—with such delicate forbearance, with

such tender regard for my feelings.

'Forgive me, young lady,’ he said; ’it

was an absolute necessity, since the

alternative was that we should remain

all night in the street. Ihad to give

you my room.’ Then, when he saw how

dreadfully embarrassed I was, he added:

’You are too weak now to tell me by

what terrible cruelty or injustice you

were brought to despair, and perhaps

you may never think me worthy to know.

But to-morrowl shall call to ask if I

can take a message to your friends or

serve you in any way.’ All the rest of

his conduct was of a piece with this.

When he found I was resolved never to

see my relatives again, but to maintain

'myself by needlework, and that I posi

tively refused to accept money from him,

he refrained from visiting me except at

considerable intervals; and when, after

several weeks, he was obliged to leave

London, he told me he had written about

me to his uncle, an old Quaker gentle

man, who would visit London in a month

or two. I told you the rest. When

Mr. Creighton took leave I don’t think

I said one grateful word, but I know

Elizabeth Browning’s glorious lines were

in my heart:

’ The I do not thank at all :

I but thank God, who made thee what thou art

So wholly godlike.’

I don’t know which I venerate most

Mr. Creighton, young as he is, or that

saint-like old man, Uncle Williams, as I

used to call him. They did far more

than to save me from suicide: they re

conciled me to life in a world where

such honor and loving-kindness are to

be found.”

Celia took the weeping girl in her

arms and kissed her again and again.

“ They were as kind to me as to you,”

she said: “ they sent me a sister.”

 
CHAPTER XLIII.

EVENTS TI-IICKEN.

“ So we grew together,

Like to a double cherry, seeming parted.“

/ilidnnnmer A’r’gltIs Dream.

AFTER a time, when the two girls had

become quieter, Celia fell into a reverie.

When she looked up and saw Ellinor’s

eyes on her with that wonderful look of

love they sometimes wore, she said, “I

keep thinking—but that’s foolish and

ungrateful too—if you only were my

real, real sister.”

“Ah, that reminds me— I’ve some

thing to tell you, Celia. It’s almost as

strange as that dismal story of mine, but

it’s not gloomy. Last evening I picked

up a little book — a wonderful book,

Celia; you must read it—Isaac Taylor’s

Physzlcal T/wory of Anoll[er Life. Con

stance had once given me a copy of it,

and it brought her forcibly to my mind.

When I went to sleep, thinking of her,

there came to me such a vivid dream.

I can scarcely yet believe that I didn’t

actually see my darling standing beside

the bed.”

“ She appeared to you ?”

“ As in very life, Celia, except that

she seemed idealized, etherealized. How

beautiful she was !”

“ Did she say anything?”

“ Not at first, but above her head—it

seemed in letters of light — were the

words: ’ Bring forth the blind people

that have eyes.’ (I found the text this

morning in Isaiah.) Then I saw in the

distance, but gradually enlarging or ap

proaching (I couldn’t tell which), two

figures—you, Celia, and, strange to say!

myself. I—or rather my ’double ’

seemed groping as if to touch you.

Then I thought Constance turned, raised

her hands as in blessing over us, and I

heard, in a tone that went to my heart,

the word * SISTER !’ With a start I

awoke, and it was long beforel could

convince myself that Constance wasn’t

there.”

“What could it mean, Ellie?” hesi

tatingly. ‘

Ellinor smiled: “ That I shall be

blind, and that you will be to me a sister

and a blessing.”
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“ And you smile?”

“Constance smiled when she turned

and blessed us, though I had to grope

for you, dear child.”

“ But I’m not your real sister; so

maybe you won’t be really blind.”

“ As God wills.”

“And if God does will it, I’ll try to

be ’eyes to the blind ;’ but, at all events,

you must be my real cousin—my cousin

Ethan’s wife, Ellie dear. I don’t think

he would live if you were to refuse him.”

Supper was late that evening at Dr.

Meyrac’s. They were waiting for Ethan

Hartland, who had been invited to join

them, but had first to go on business to

Mount Sharon.

When they were seated, and Ethan

had been telling them the news from the

county-seat, Ellinor suddenly exclaimed,

“ Who put out the lamp?

the oil that failed? But in a single mo

ment—how strange !”

No one replied. They all turned, in

amazement, to Miss Ethelridge. She

was not in the habit of jesting, and the

look on her face was of unmistakable

surprise.

“ What did you say?” Ethan began,

after a pause. Ellinor looked at him

at least her eyes, bright with intelligence,

were directed, inquiringly, to his face.

Was it possible? His very heart stood

still at the thought.

“Ellinor, dear child,” said Dr. Mey

rac in French, “I would see you a mo

ment in my study.” He went up to her

and took her hand: “ Shall Iconduct

you ?”

Ellinor’s mind was in a maze, but she

assented. “ What is it, doctor?” she

asked as he led her off.

“ Is she ill, mamma ?” said Lucille

Meyrac.

“Alas, my child ! It is as your father

has feared. But how very, very sudden!

And without the least pain, for she evi

dently thought not of it.”

“ Blind, mamma ?”

turned pale as a sheet.

“I remember that your father once

told me of just such a case—in some

town of the provinces. But Iwas in

VOL. IV.—4r

And the girl

Or was it '

 
credulous. It is rare: it usually occurs

by degrees.”

“ Is it paralysis of the optic nerve?”

Ethan forced himself to ask.

“ Yes. Poor dear mignonne !”

Then they were silent. After a time

the doctor and Ellinor returned, and he

assisted her to her seat. Ethan’s bitter

griefgave way to wonder and admiration.

Not a trace of sorrow on that placid face.

Could she not see him ?—for the brilliant

eyes turned to his, he actually thought,

as if to discover how he bore it. But

he knew now. It had come in very

deed ! How glad he was she didn’t see

his tears! Did she not see them ?—

for she said, in a tone that sank into his

heart of hearts, “ Do not grieve, dear

friend. It is a relief to me that it is all

over.”

Dr. Meyrac was often abrupt, and

now and then somewhat despotic, but he

was a man of instinctive delicacy. He

had found out how it stood with Ethan

and Ellinor, and he so contrived it that

when supper was cleared away they were

left alone. “It is he who must be her

physician henceforth, my dear Elise,”

he whispered to his wife. “ See to it

that no one intrudes on them.”

Nor must we. When, at the end of

an hour, Ethan rose to go, Ellinor said:

“ To-morrow evening, dear, dear Ethan.

Cannot you wait for my decision till

to-morrow ?”

He kissed her fervently and tore him

self awayfwithout trusting his voice to

answer.

Immediately after breakfast next morn

ing, Creighton called at Mrs. Hartland’s

and sent up his card to Celia. She

came down at once, but with her hat and

shawl.

“ You were going out, Miss Pem

broke ?”

“To see poor Ellie. You have

heard—”

“ Yes. Butl have something to tell

you that you ought to know before you

go. It relates to her.”

The evening before, Ethan had, with

dilhculty, persuaded Celia not to see

Ellinor that night. When she came
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down to meet Creighton she had been

nervously impatient, and, ‘almost uncon

sciously, had remained standing. But

his words recalled her. Laying aside

hat and shawl, she seated herself. “ I’m

afraid I’ve been very rude, Mr. Creigh

ton,” she said, blushing a little: “I shall

be most happy to hear what you have to

say.”

Our readers know what it was. Celia

felt as if she were dreaming. She

scarcely took it in at first. She asked

him again and again if he was sure, quile

sure ; and when the details he gave her,

including Terence’s testimony, left no

longer a doubt on her mind, she sud

denly recalled all that Creighton had

done, and for whom.

Tears started to her eyes, and she

gave him both her hands: “I know

what a good man you are, Mr. Creigh

ton: she told me yesterday. And you

saved my sister’s life.”

Creighton blushed like a girl, but he

turned it off, asking, “ Will you tell her,

or shall I?” As Celia hesitated, he

added: “It will come best from you.”

Then, smiling, “You are not sorry now

that I detained you, Miss Pembroke?”

All the way home Creighton kept

thinking of the look she gave him in re

ply. But gratitude is not love.

And what were Celia’s thoughts as

she sped toward Dr. Meyrac’s? They

were mingled still, for a time, with in

credulity. Sudden, unlooked-for joy,

like some unexpected stroke of misfor

tune, often comes before us, for the mo

ment, as incredible. Celia seemed to

herself almost as walking in trance, and

she half feared to wake and behold it a

dream. Had the news been that her

lawsuit was gained and a certain forty

thousand dollars still her own, she would

have received it joyfully, of course, but

calmly, and she would have believed in

it at once. But this was something be

yond her wildest anticipations—like some

gift in a fairy tale. Would it vanish

away?

No. That mysterious being whom

she had heard of as her father’s first

wife had been Ellie’s mother.

one happy day at home, Ellinor had

 

Never ‘

 

said. Ah! that explained her father’s

flight. But he must have loved Ellie.

She thought of him taking his first-born

in his arms, kissing her, weeping over

her, perhaps, before he left; grieving

after her, too, no doubt, even when a

second daughter came. How strange it

all was !

Another apology she found for her

father’s conduct. Though he had aban

doned his little daughter, still she re

mained at first, as he knew, with her

mother ; and afterward, as he must also

have known, in the care of one who was

far more than that mother had ever been

to her. She was well provided for, too.

He had given the mother and child half

his fortune.

A new train of thought! That forty

thousand dollars would not go to prof

ligate Sir Charles Conynghame now.

Eliot Creighton had come that morning

specially to talk to her on that branch

of the subject. But at first, when he

saw her wild joy at the discovery of a

sister, he could not find it in his heart

to speak to her of money. And after

ward that look of Celia’s, which he car

ried home with him, put it out of his

head. A poor head for a lawyer, it must

have been : he was ashamed to think of

it when he got home. But Celia thread

ed herlegal way without his aid. Creigh

ton had already told her that the guard

. ian was heir-at-law only in case the ward

' could not be found. Ellinor was the

heir. The sole heir? Never mind:

time enough to think of that by and by.

for just then she reached Dr. Meyrac’s

garden gate.

At the first moment when she opened

the blind girl’s chamber door, and saw

the large resplendent eyes fixed on her

with all their wonted love, the arms

stretched out in welcome and the face

calm—yes, actually with a smile on it !

she was bewildered. But when she sat

down beside her, and Ellinor put one

arm round her and passed the other

slowly, -gently over her face, with a

slight start as she detected the tears

then the reality burst on Celia at once.

Never, never again to see the sun or the

spring flowers or the face of a friend!
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Morning and night, the glorious break

of day and the peace-breathing twilight,

all one changeless blank now! Over

the whole fair external world the black

ness of darkness for ever! She had

been told of it the evening before: she

had lain awake half the night thinking

of it ; but—

“ Because things seen are greater than things heard”

she had never felt it, it had never be

come part of her consciousness, till now.

She had come to tell her sister the in

credible secret, but even that, for the

moment, passed from her mind. “Ellie,

Ellie !” was all she could say; but the

blind can detect sobs as well as tears;

and no words could have told half as

much as that warm embrace.

After the first gust of grief, however,

Celia struggled bravely for composure.

Ellinor’s silent caresses, too, produced

their usual soothing effect. Then, with

returning tranquillity, came back to her

also the astounding, the rapturous news.

The long swell after the tempest was

there still, but the sun broke out on it.

—The sun, warm and cheering. Her

heart overflowed under its glow. “ Ellie,”

she said, and the blind girl started: she

felt that there was joy in the tone—

“dear Ellie, you don’t know what I’ve

got to tell you. It would have made

me—it has made me—oh so glad !”

“ Then it will make me glad, too,

dear child. Tell it me.”

“I have a right to take care of you

now. Till you’re married, Ellie, n.o

body—nobody in all the world—will have

the same right.”

*WVhat is it, Celia?—what is it?”

The eyes turned eagerly, restlessly, to

Celia’s face, as if, for the first time,

the soul within were impatient of the

darkness.

“ Your mother thought herself a widow.

She was not. Your father—our father,

Ellie! think !—our father came to this

country and changed his name from Tal

bot to Pembroke.”

“To Pembroke!” Celia feared, for

a moment. that Ellinor would faint, she

grew so deadly pale: the conflicting

emotions of the last twenty-four hours

 

had sorely tried her nerves. But the

color gradually returned to her cheeks,

the sightless eyes lighted up, and a look

came over her face such as Celia had

never seen there before. It awed her.

It seemed to her the expression of heav

enly joy.

“ God is good !” Ellinor said in a low

tone—“ oh how good! In man’s hands

that’s terrible! but in His—” Then

her lips moved as in prayer.

Yet after a time there was a sudden

revulsion. She came back to this lower

world again, all the feelings of her im

pulsive nature breaking over the bounds

within which she had schooled them to

abide. Her joy was exultant. Triumph

was the expression Celia now read in

her face. Ellinor took the astonished

girl in her arms, kissed her passionately

again and again, laughing and crying

over her the while. “Sister!” she re

peated—“ sister! my own, my own !”

Then the current of her excited feel

ings changed once more. “ Constance

knew it,” she said, humbly: “ she knew

all that awaited me. Really blind, Celia;

and this my real, real sister!” Grad

ually the wild excitement subsided, and

she added: “God has given you your

wish, dear child, and we shall be so

happy !”

The first day of blindness!

was said from the very heart.

When they had sat together a little

space in silence, Ellinor resumed: “I

think you know I would never tell you

anything but the very truth.”

“I don’t believe in what I see and

feel more than I do in your word.”

“I’m very glad of that. Then see,

dear! In the last few hours two things

have happened to me. I have become

blind—I dare say for life; and I’ve found

out that the very girl I would have

chosen out of all the world—out of all

the world, Celia—is my own, actual sis

ter. Do you think that Iwould take

back my sight on condition that I should

remain all my life blind to what you’ve

told me just now? I’ve gained far more

than I’ve lost. As God is my witness,

I do most religiously believe it.”

“Oh, Ellie, how can you talk so ?”

Yet it
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A knock at the door, and Dr. Mey

rac came in: “I think my patient had

better keep out of church this morning,

Mademoiselle Célie. We must have her

a little accustomed to her new phase of

life before she goes into public.”

They assented, and then they told

him the news. He was much surprised,

of course, but he received it quietly, with

French politeness: “I know not which

of the two is the more fortunate. You

are worthy of each other, my dear young

ladies.”

Then the business aspect of the affair

struck him: “ Ah, it is charming. That

good-for-nothing of a Cranstoun is check

mated.”

For the first time that day Celia saw

a painful expression cross her sister’s

face, but Ellinor said nothing until the

doctor, after inviting Celia to dinner, left

the room. Then she took Celia’s hand:

“ Sister, I see what good Dr. Meyrac

means. It is to Sir Charles Conyng

hame that Cranstoun has written. If

suit is commenced, it will be in Sir

Charles’ name.”

“ It has been commenced.”

“ Ah ! Then my name can be used

to arrest or defeat it; but it will be a

mere form. We know well enough

Mr. Creighton is convinced—that—that

father made a will, witnessed by Cran

stoun, leaving his American property to

your mother and you.”

“ He thinks so—that’s all : there’s no

proof of it.”

“ Ofcourse it’s so.

thought—that I was provided for.

mmt respect his wishes, Celia.”

“ Sister Ellie, you can’t always have

your own way, even if—” She com

menced the sentence playfully, but broke

off with a deep sigh.

“ Even ifl am blind. Well, dear?”

Celia sat lost in thought for a brief

space; then she looked up: “There’s

nobody you respect more than Eliot

Creighton.”

“ Nobody.”

“ You didn’t hear his election-speech:

I did. That man wouldn’t swerve one

hair’s breadth from the right for favor of

man or woman.”

He knew—or be

We

 

“ He’s the very soul of honor.”

“ Well, Ellie darling, there’s one thing

—only one —that we two sha’n’t agree

about. Let us refer it to him and abide

his decision.”

After some further talk, in which Celia

stood her ground resolutely, her sister

assented; and it was agreed that after

dinner they would visit Mrs. Creighton.

“I can’t see my way,” Ellinor said, “ but

I shall be love-led.”

They found mother and son at home.

Mrs. Creighton was a charming old lady

—charming and handsome too — with

bright, tender eyes undimmed by her

fifty years. It was touching to see her

reception of the blind girl. If she had

been her own daughter, she could not

have folded her in her arms with warmer

tokens of affection. And she was de

lighted when the sisters—each setting

forth the rights of the other—submitted

their difference to her son as referee.

“ Wise girls !” she said. “ You’re

too romantic, both of you, to be trusted.

I haven’t quite made up my mind which

of you two I like best; and I’m not

sure that Eliot has. So I think you

may trust him.”

Ellinor thought she knew very well

which was the favorite, but she did not

say so. And it was on her lips to re

ply, “ Mr. Creighton might be trusted to

arbitrate between his best friend and his

worst enemy,” but neither did she make

that remark. She quietly awaited Creigh

ton’s answer.

.“I dare say mother’s right”—he hes

itated a moment, just a little bit abashed,

then suddenly closed the sentence—“in

what she says about romance. The mat

ter ought to be decided at once, and I’m

afraid it can’t be without help. You

honor me very highly, young ladies;

and, since you wish it, I’ll do my best.”

He sent them his decision that even

ing. It read as follows:

“OPINION

in the Case of Ellinor Ethelridge Tal

bot and Celia Pembroke.

“ Proof that Miss Talbot lives and

establishing her identity, sent to Sir

Charles Couynghame, will probably in
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duce him to withdraw his suit. If not,

the identity can be established and he

will certainly be defeated.

“ Then the law of Ohio will regulate

the case. I believe that, by that law,

Miss Talbot and Miss Pembroke are

equal heirs. But as there has been no

decision in point by the Supreme Court,

I may be mistaken. Miss Talbot might

possibly be declared sole heir.

“I do not doubt that the late Fred

erick Pembroke (or Talbot) left a will,

but it will probably never be found ; and

meanwhile the legal effect is the same

as if it did not exist. That will did

probably, but not certainly, make Miss

Pembroke sole heir of the American

property.

“ Under these uncertainties, I think

the matter ought to be decided accord

ing to what we may reasonably conclude

to have been the wish of said Frederick

Pembroke (or Talbot).

“ But it was evidently his intention to

leave half his property to each of his

daughters. My opinion is, therefore,

that each sister should take half of the

American property, and that if any por

tion of the property now held by Sir

Charles Conynghame as executor of the

late Mrs. Talbot and guardian of her

daughter should hereafter be recovered,

that also should be equally divided be

tween the sisters aforesaid.

“ (Signed) ELIOT CREIGHTON.”

Sydenham, who had called to see El

linor, was at Dr. Meyrac’s when this

document arrived. It was submitted to

him as Celia’s guardian, and he heartily

approved it.

So that affair, as such differences al

ways can be between reasonable people,

was settled at once.

And this opinion of Creighton helped

Ellinor to decide in another matter more

important than money. Ethan came for

his answer. Celia had half won his

- cause in the course of the day. “ We

frail mortals are never satisfied,” she had

said to Ellinor: “ prosperity spoils us

the more we get the more we long for.

I found a sister: now I want a brother

too.” ‘

 

Ellinor had been arguing herself into

the conviction that to one of moderate

means like Ethan a blind wife would be

a pecuniary burden such as he ought

not to bear. That scruple was removed :

she would not come to him empty-hand

ed; and whereas her lover’s fate, till

then, had been trembling in the balance,

now the scale on which she had piled

her doubts and scruples kicked the

beam.

Thus in the course of twenty-four

hours Mary Ellinor Ethelridge Talbot

lost her sight, found a sister, acquired

twenty thousand dollars and became an

affianced bride.

Which may we fittingly do—rejoice or

condole with her?

CHAPTER XLIV.

GOING HOME.

“ So Ann still lov'd : it was her doom

To love in shame and sorrow:

Charles came no more ; but, ‘ He will come,’

She said, ’to-morrow.’

Oh yet for her deep bliss remained ;

She dreamed he came and kissed her:

And in that hour the angels gained

Another sister.”

Euaxszsn ELLIOTT.

SUMMER passed and part of autumn.

During that time two items of news only

broke the even tenor of events in our

quiet village. First: a report came that

an uncle of Mowbray, who had avoided

all intercourse with him and his mother,

was dead and had left Evelyn a fortune

which rumor estimated at a quarter of a

million of dollars. Second: Creighton

had started for London: gossipry said

to see about another fortune in the hands

of a rich English nobleman, who, as

Terence O’Reilly had found out, was

Miss Ethelridge’s cousin.

Up to the time when Mowbray went

on a five or six weeks’ visit to New

York, on the business alluded to, he and

Ellen had met every few days. It ex

cited no remark, for their engagement

had become public, and such was the

habit of the place.

When Mowbray returned, it was

known that he had been put in posses

sion of the uncle’s legacy—not quite as
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large as was reported, but a comfortable

fortune—a hundred and eighty thousand '

dollars, besides a handsome dwelling,

richly furnished, in Philadelphia.

Then village gossips alleged that the

meetings between the lovers became less

and less frequent; but this might have

been because Mowbray was busy selling

their house, furniture and other posses

sions. Early in October his mother

and he left Chiskauga: it was said to

return no more.

The evening before they went an

incident happened which Mowbray was

never able to explain. He had been to

take leave of a friend who lived beyond

Mrs. Hartland’s house, a mile out of

town, and he was returning about ten

o’clock. There was a new moon, but

the sky was clouded. Just as he was

crossing a street running west, that had

been opened half a mile from town, but

was not yet built up, he heard what

seemed a rifle-shot close by, and for a

moment he thought he was hit. But,

removing his hat and touching himself

all over, he found he was mistaken. The

shot, he thought, had come from behind

a board fence to a grain-field on the right

of the cross street; but when he went

up to it there was no one to be seen in

the field. He did imagine, for a moment,

that he could distinguish a figure gliding

along at some distance close to the fence,

but a second look dissipated that impres

sion: he could see nothing stirring.

When he reached home he went

straight to his room, having some pack

ing still to do. As he deposited his hat

on a table he started. Two holes, evi

dently from a good-sized rifle ball, right

through the hat, about two inches below

the crown! He sank on a chair. “I

thought I felt something graze my hair,”

he said, half aloud. Conscience sug

gested a name, but a little reflection

caused him to reject it. “ She refused

him,” was his thought; “and then these

country fellows might knock a man down

in open daylight, but they’re not assas

sins.” It was an hour before he resumed

his packing, and by that time he had re

solved not to say a word to any one

about it.

called at Rosebank much excited.

1 Tyler, he said, who had seemed dread

 
On the second morning after the de

parture of the Mowbrays, Hiram Goddart

Ellen

fully depressed the day before, had not

spent the night at home. She had been

present at supper, though she scarcely

touched anything, and had put \Villie

carefully to bed, but her own bed had

evidently been unoccupied: she must

have wandered out, no one knew whith

er. He had inquired at the village, and

she had not been heard of there. What

added to his alarm was that the night

had been pitch dark, and after midnight

there had been several hours of heavy

rain. This had now ceased, but the

morning was raw and gusty,

When Mr. Sydenham asked Goddart

whether Chewauna creek was high, the

poor fellow fairly broke down: “ Surely

you don’t think, Mr. Sydenham—” There

he stopped.

“No, Hiram—not that. But the

banks are steep and rocky, and she’

might have lost her way in the rain and

darkness.”

It was agreed that Hiram should fol

low the line of the creek, and that

Sydenham should explore the various

roads and by-paths leading from the

mill. At Leoline’s earnest instance her

father permitted her to accompany him.

Two or three hours were spent in

fruitless search. At last Sydenham be

thought him that a few weeks before,

when following an obscure bridle-path,

he had caught sight, in the distance, of

Ellen and Mowbray seated under a

forest tree. Why it occurred to him

that she might have wandered to that

spot I cannot tell; but there, in truth,

they found her. lnsensible, it seemed ;

stretched out on the wet grass; her

clothing drenched, for she wore a light

cape only over her usual dress; her face

deadly pale; the eyes closed ; her hands

cold as ice. Outwearied with a struggle

she seemed, and sunk to rest at last. ’

Beautiful in their calm, innocent expres

sion were the sweet child-features, but

there were traces of tears on the wan

cheeks.

Leoline sprang from her saddle, knelt
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down and chafed the cold hands, a gust

of mingled sorrow and indignation fill

ing her eyes the while. Mowbray was

one of the men whom she could not

endure. ‘

Sydenham had taken the precaution

to bring with him a blanket and a small

flask of wine. He handed these to her:

“Are you afraid to stay here, my child,

till I ride home for the carriage?”

“Afraid, papa? Don’t think about

me. But how can you manage to get a

carriage here ?”

“ We are only quarter of a mile from

the road: I’ll bring two or three of the

men, and we’ll rig up a litter. If she

revives, give her some of the wine.”

Leoline took off a thick sack which

she wore, and contrived to substitute

it for the thin cape that was soaked

through. Then she wrapped Ellen up

as warmly as she could in the blanket.

But the poor girl seemed chilled through,

and it was a long time before any symp

toms of returning animation showed

themselves. Soon after that Sydenham

returned, and with him Mr. Harper.

Ellen was a favorite of the good man.

He had heard in the village vague

rumors about her disappearance, and

had come to Rosebank seeking more

certain tidings.

The movement of the litter seemed

gradually to revive the sufferer. When

they had lifted her into the carriage, Mr.

Harper, who had been walking with

Sydenham, came to the door. “ Ellen,

my child,” he said, “I promised your

father the day before he died that if you

ever needed help I would stand in his

stead. I’m going to take you home to

my little place.”

Ellen was very, very feeble, but she

contrived to take the kind old man’s

hand: “ Oh, Mr. Harper, not to your

house. I can’t, indeed I can’t—I don’t

deserve it.”

“ You felt, last night, as if you couldn’t

trust in God. That was wrong. But

we can’t always do right. We can’t

always trust in God when there’s not a

gleam of light in the darkness.” Then

he entered the carriage, arranged her

pillows, sat down opposite to her and

 
bade them drive on. “ You need very

careful nursing, Ellen, and good old

Barbara is an excellent nurse.” She

was about to remonstrate further, but he

stopped her: “When we get home:

you mustn’t talk now.” She obeyed

him as a little child might, but she wept

long and silently.

Barbara had been in Mr. I-Iarper’s

service fifteen years during the life of

his wife and twelve years since her death.

She was at heart a kind soul, though a

little stiffin some of her notions, and her

reverence for her master was unbounded.

She received the poor girl without ques

tion, and was unwearied in her endeavors

to counteract the chill and prostration

caused by that cruel night of storm.

In the course of the day Hannah

Clymer came to aid in nursing the in

valid. Dr. Meyrac, in his report to

Harper, spoke somewhat doubtfully:

“ There is to fear ./luxiou de poilrine—

vat we call pneumonie—but it may not

come: in two, tree days one shall know

for sure. She seems very triste. Is it

that the poor child grieves? Has that

nothing-worth perhaps deserted her ?”

“I fear that he has, doctor.”

“ It is pity—that complicates the case:

visout it the pronostic would be favor

able. ’But if the heart sinks, who can

tell? Seek to keep the heart up, Mon

sieur Harper. You may be better doc

tor than me.”

In the evening Mr. Harper sat with

the patient while Barbara was preparing

tea, and Ellen said to him: “I hope

you’ll not be troubled with me long, Mr.

Harper.”

“ For your sake, Ellen, I do hope you

will speedily recover; and ifl could see

you more cheerful, I should feel sure

of it.”

She lay quite still for some minutes ;

then, hesitatingly: “Mr. Harper, is it

wicked to wish to die ?”

“ We must all die, but it is our duty

to wait God’s good time.”

“I think God wishes me to die.

When people are bad they kill them;

and perhaps ifl die, God will think that

was punishment enough and let me be

with father and mother. It would be so
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good of Him if He would!

I care about now.”

Harper took one of her hands in both

his: “ Why do you wish to die, dear

child 2”’

“I am sudz a great sinner. People

will never pardon me here. I don’t think

there ever was a better man than you,

Mr. Harper, but I’ve disgraced myself,

and even you can’t forgive me: I know

that. But I think father will. Nobody

was ever so kind to me as father. I

would tell him everything. Mother too.

I was such a little girl when‘ she left me

with father, and she won’t expect much

from me, maybe.”

In spite of his best efforts, the tears

were rising to the old man’s eyes. Bar

bara came in with tea, and Harper, fear

ing over-excitement, pursued the subject

no farther at that time.

Harper pondered over Ellen’s words,

wondering what their exact meaning

might be. When Meyrac called next

day, he told him what she had said.

“ Ah what child !” was the doctor’s

comment: “ poor little simpleton! That

has no self-esteem. One must sustain

it.” And after a brief visit to his patient

he took a hasty leave. In the course of

the day, Celia, Leoline, Ellinor, Mrs.

Hartland and Mrs. Creighton came to

see Ellen. Harper wondered whether

Dr. Meyrac had begged them to call.

In the evening the patient asked to

sit up: she seemed to suffer much when

lying down. She had some fever and a

hacking cough. She was quiet, but it

was the quiet of resignation, Harper

thought, not of hope. He sought to en

courage her: “ You see, Ellen, that the

people you esteem most all come to visit

you and interest themselves about you.”

“Yes”—it was said sadly, despond

ingly—“ they are all kind and good : and

I’m very glad I shall not live to disgrace

them.” Then, looking up earnestly in

that tender face: “ Mr. Harper, I heard

that you can read Hebrew and Greek,

and know all about what the Bible says

and what God thinks.”

“ It is true, my child, that I have

spent most of my life in studying the

Scriptures in the original tongues; but

That’s all

 

God’s thoughts are not as ours: His

ways are past finding out.”

“ I’m very sorry for that.”

“ Why are you sorry for it, Ellen?”

“I’m so much afraid God won’t let

me go to father by and by, when I die;

and I wanted so much to know, and I

thought maybe you could tell me.”

“ Perhaps I can. There are some

things that God lms told us. Why are

you afraid you will never be in heaven

with your father?”

“ Because father was such a good

n1an—and—” she buried her face in her

hands and he saw the tears trickle over

her fingers: at last, in a low tone that

went to his heart, she sobbed out, “ and

oh, Mr. Harper, I’m not a good woman!”

Harper looked at her as Christ, when

he sojourned on earth, may have looked

on some humble Judean penitent. Ere

he could reply she interrupted him,

speaking hastily, as if fearing her courage

might give way: “ I joined your church,

and I know I ought to tell you. I prom

ised father before he died that I wouldn’t

marry Mr. Mowbray till I was twenty

one—not for a year yet: we’ve been en

gaged five months. He wanted me to

marry him sooner — this year. But I

couldn’t lie to father—and he just dead

too—could I ?”

“No: you did quite right 'to refuse

him.”

“ Do you think so, Mr. Harper?”

“ Yes, and God thinks so too.”

“ Does He?” with a pleased smile:

in a few moments it faded: “ But Eve- .

lyn was angry: he thought I didn’t love

him, and that made me very, very sorry,

for he had been as kind and good to me

as he could be. Then I thought what a

poor thing I was compared to him, and

what could I ever do for him ? And I

told him if he would only let me keep

my promise to father, there wasn’t any

thing else in the world Iwould refuse

him; but Mr. Harper—” a feeling of

oppression had been gradually gaining

on the‘ poor girl: she couldn’t say an

other word. Harper was startled and

fearful of what was coming; and, after

he had bathed her throbbing temples

and she had gradually revived, “Don’t
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talk any more,” he said: “it exhausts

you.”

But though face and neck were flush

ing scarlet, and though her respiration

was becoming hurried and painful, she

went on: “I didn’t mean—I never in

tended—maybe you won’t believe me—”

and she looked up at him—such an im

ploring look !

He understood it all now! The first

impulse was to reprove the offender—to

show up before her the enormity of her

fault — but that suppliant look ! His

heart was not proof against it ; and after

ward, when he thought it over, he took

himself to task for this; but just then

he couldn’t help saying, “ Say no more,

my child. I do most religiously believe

you. You have a right to be believed.

You wouldn’t tell a lie and break your

promise to your dead father: if you had,

you might have been that bad man’s

wife to-day.”

“ Oh, please, please, Mr. Harper, don’t

call him a bad man. I’m not a bit bet

ter than he is.”

“ What did he say to you before he

went?”

Ellen hesitated: “I haven’t seen him

for three weeks.” The sigh and the

look—so utterly hopeless both—aroused

in Harper as much anger as that in

dulgent heart of his was capable of

feeling. '

“ He forsook you without a word!” he

broke forth, but seeing how much pain

he gave her, he checked his indignation,

saying gently: “Are you sorry for what

you have done, my child?”

“I’m very sorry for it when I think

of God: I’m sure it must have made

Him angry, and I don’t know as He’ll

ever forgive me. Yes, I’m very, very

sorry: it was so wrong; only—I’m afraid

that’s wicked too—I’m not sorry Evelyn

found out that I told him the truth about

putting off the marriage. He knows

now that it wasn’t because I didn’t care

for him. He knows that Ido love him;

and I can’t help being glad of that.”

It was a new revelation to the warm

hearted, guileless minister. He looked at

the girl with dimmed eyes, wondering. the

while, whether that passage about Jona

 

than’s love “passing the love of woman”

was not a mistranslation. His voice had

a wonderful tenderness in its tones when

he said, “ You are glad you made him

know that you love him, even though he

deserts you without a single farewell?”

“Oh, Mr. Harper, how can I help

forgiving him that? He is so rich now.

He will have a great, fine house, with

carriages and horses and servants: then

fashionable people, that know so much,

will all come to see him. And I know

so little: I can scarcely speak French

even. He would be ashamed of me if I

was his wife.”

“ You have forgiven him everything,

then ?”

“I love him. Oh yes: I couldn’t go

and leave him for ever and not forgive

him. I should never be happy, even

with father, if I did that.”

No complaint of death—not a spark

of resentment toward the author of all

her sufferings: loving still. Ellen had

never read Goldsmith’s two celebrated

stanzas: she only acted them out.. Her

feeling was that she had “stooped to

folly,” and that she had to die.‘

The kind old man’s heart yearned

toward her: he couldn’t help it. “My

poor child,” he said, “ you asked me if I

could tell you whether God would forgive

you and suffer you to be with your father,

if you died—”

“ IV/ten I die. Don’t be sorry for

that, Mr. Harper: I’m glad. You know

I mustn’t bring shame on your church

and Miss Celia’s school; and maybe

they won’t think so hard of me when

I’m dead. Then, ifl can only get to go

to father, I’ll be a great deal happier than

if I had to stay here. Do you really

think God will let me ?”

“ I’ll tell you what Jesus Christ once

did and said, and then you can judge:

that’s better than to take my word for it.

It was when he was preaching in a city

of Galilee, probably Nain. He was in

vited to dine with a man named Simon,

one of those called Pharisees, who

' The sentiment. as expressed in a German transla

tion (Lessing’s, I believe) beginning

“ Liisst sich ein liebes Kind bethi:‘>ren‘'—

is more tender and delicate than the original.



659 [Dsc.BETOND THE BREAKERS.

thought themselves saints or godly

men—better than all others: the people

thought them so too. In those days

men did not sit at meals: they lay

on couches, with their feet uncovered.

Vi/hile they were at table a woman came

in: most persons believe it was Mary .

Magdalene, but I don’t think that was

her name. This woman—” he hesi

tated—“ you have done very wrong,

Ellen, but this woman was a far more

grievous sinner than you’ve ever been.

All the city knew of her evil doings.

Decent people would not associate with

her. No doubt Simon thought she

would never be forgiven, and he was

shocked when he saw her come into the

house and stand behind the couch where

Jesus reclined. She wept, thinking of

her sins; she kissed Jesus’ feet, and

anointed them with precious ointment

and wiped them with her long hair. It

was all she could do to show her love.”

Ellen had been gazing at the narrator,

her soul in her eyes. She must, no

doubt, have read that chapter of Luke

before, but how little cdmmon iterances

—set words repeated week by week—

come home, especially to the young and

the happy ! The story was all new and

strange to her as Harper related it.

When he stopped, struck by her eager,

pleading look, she said, “ Oh, go on,

Mr. Harper: please go on. Did Christ

forgive her?”

“ You shall bear the very words,”

he said, taking a Bible from the table

beside him. Then he read to her how

Simon thought Jesus could not be the

Christ or he would have known what

sort of woman this was; how Jesus,

divining Simon’s thought, told him the

parable of the two debtors; and how

Simon had to admit the likelihood that

when both these men were frankly for

given their debts, he to whom most was

forgiven would love the most. Then

came the comparison between the cold

reception given to his guest by the self

installed saint and the humble, tender

regard of the self-accusing sinner. And

finally the words—how few how simple!

yet embodying the very essence of all

that Jesus came to teach and to die for

' cumbent position.

 —“I say unto thee, her sins, which are

many, are forgiven; for she loved much.”

To the last that look of eager, doubt

ful inquiry! Then, when the gracious

words came, such a deep sigh of relief!

Her head drooped, her eyes filled with

tears of joy and gratitude: her lips

moved—

“ The voiceless prayer,

Unheard by all save Marey’s ear :

And which, if Mercy did not hear,

Oh God would not be what this bright

And glorious universe of His

This world of wisdom, goodness. light,

And endless love—proclaims He is I”

“ And you forgive me, too ?” were the

first words Ellen was able to utter.

“I, dear child! A sinner like me!

I forgive you with all my heart and soul.

Dare I condemn when my Saviour pro

claims forgiveness ?”

Ellen never directly reverted to the

subject afterward, but from that time her

quiet wish for death was unmixed with

despondency. The words of consolation

had allayed grief and fear. Herself for

giving, she readily believed in forgive

ness. Her‘ sufferings thenceforth were

physical only.

But these were great. At times, next

day, she seemed unable to endure a re

Fever and cough had

both increased, so had the feeling of op

pression: there were great thirst, much

lassitude, and no appetite whatever—a

settled, stinging pain also on the chest.

Meyrac employed the test of ausculta

tion. It was, he then told Harper, a

severe attack of pneumonia, caused by

exposure. He bled Ellen——with some

misgivings indeed, for he had lost, under

similar treatment, one or two patients

lately by this disease, and his professional

faith in the theory about the congested

lung that must needs be unloaded by use

of the lancet was beginning to be shaken.

Hannah Clymer, relieved on alternate

nights by Norah, spent most of her time

by Ellen’s bedside, and ere many days

had passed she came to feel as if the

life of some dear child of her own was

at stake. So gentle and uncomplaining

—such a calm cheerfulness even. Entire

oblivion of her wrongs, utter forgetful

ness of self; no “ See how a Christian
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can die !” about her. Yet, if the graces

of our religion give title, a Christian in

deed, in whom was neither bitterness

nor guile. There was, no doubt, scant

cultivation of the intellect, small scope

of thought, little knowledge of the world

and its wondrous economy: lack of

strength, too, to hold firm, and of pru

dence or stern principle to restrain. For

all her twenty summers, there was much

of the child about her. Yet of such is

the kingdom of heaven. There was

faith, hope—above all, love. She had

given up this world, the heart failing in

the struggle through it: her thoughts

and wishes were already in the next—

to her not a shadowy object of belief,

but an assured reality, close at hand.

To Mrs. Clymer she loved to speak, as

any child might, of going to see her

father and mother, just as if she were

from home for the time, but was soon

to return to the shelter of the dear fa

miliar arms.

On one occasion only her thoughts

seemed to revert vividly to the past.

As the disease ran its course the tor

 turing pain diminished, giving those

around her hopes of her recovery—false

hopes, for next day there was very high

fever, running at last into delirium.

Then the sufferer appeared to be greatly

excited, addressing her lover as if pres

ent; now reasoning with him about the

sacred promise made to her father ; anon

showing wild joy and conversing as if he

had returned to leave her no more. But

when the delirium passed off, though

she was weak to utter helplessness, yet

she was quite calm; and then all her

allusions, breathing a sweet, trustful ten

derness, were to her parents and to the

welcome that was coming. It was her

last thought, if one might judge from

the smile that spoke from the quiet lips

after the soul that gave it birth was

gone—after the spiritual body, emerg

ing to higher life, and awaking from the

brief transition-slumber among rejoicing

friends, had been ushered into its new

home—there where there is “ no more

death nor sorrow nor crying, neither any

more pain; for the former things have

passed away.”

THE SEVENTY THOUSAND.

R. MALTHUS is a political econ

omist. He- is also a conserva

tive. He establishes himself upon fun

damental principles, clings to his inalien

able rights and demands that all things

shall remain as they are.' He fights

every great reform step by step: it is

his intense mortification that reforms

succeed in spite of him.

At the same time, Mr. Malthus is, in

a certain sense, a disciple of progress.

He believes in material advancement

and in the diffusion of American ideas.

Statistics are delightful reading for him.

“ Seventy thousand more women than

men in Massachusetts !” he exclaims, as

if it were a pleasant truth. “ Seventy

thousand !” he repeats, nodding and

 
smiling at me. If there is anything

which conveys a sense of serene and

perfect satisfaction to the Malthusian

soul, it is to hurl at me some tremen

dous and incontrovertible fact against

which I can make no defence.

My line of action in such cases is

clear. If I attempt to argue the ques

tion, he accepts the contest with su

preme pleasure: he marshals whole bri

gades of collateral facts ; he wheels the

irresistible artillery of figures into order;

he opens a harassing fire of subsidiary

evidence; and so speedily and thorough

ly possesses himself of the field thatl

must needs surrender at discretion.

But I have learned wisdom from de

feat: I no longer waste myself in argu
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mentj I merely interpose a blank wall

of denial. So on this occasion I said,

boldly,

“I don’t believe it, Mr. Malthus.”

“ My dear,” he returned in a kindly,

superior tone, “ it is quite true. Statis

tics prove it. Figures cannot lie.”

“ But that dreadful man who makes

the statistics can,” I said, indignantly.

“ And I would like to know, Mr. Mal

thus, if Massachusetts pays him for

taking pains to prove that God is all the

time making a stupendous mistake?”

Mr. Malthus surveyed me with a look

of mingled severity and indulgence:

“ My dear, God has nothing to do

with it. That is to say,” correcting

himself in haste, “in any particular

sense. No doubt he exercises a gene

ral supervision over the affairs of this

planet, but it would be carrying it quite

too far to refer to Him the social diffi

culties of the time. The age is a pro

gressive one. The hot blood of enter

prise runs in its veins. It overruns the

old limitations. It is natural that young

men of character and energy should emi

grate—that they should flow out to all

the ends of the earth. They carry our

exalted and refined ideas everywhere.

The mission of Massachusetts is to

originate ideas, and then to send out her

sons to disseminate them. It is a noble

mission.”

“ But,” I said faintly, “ these seventy

thousand women—”

“ Are a mere trifle,” said Mr. Malthus,

waving his hand, as who should say,

Thus I sweep them from the face of

the earth. “ We cannot expect the tide

of civilization to turn aside from its tri

umphal course for any such puny ob

stacle. It will go on upon its sublime

journey—”

“ Like that monstrous car of Jugger

naut,” I cried, indignantly. “I do won

der at you, Mr. Malthus. Aren’t you

continually harping upon the idea that

woman’s sphere is the house—clothing

it in such beautiful and winning rhetoric

that it passes for much truer than it

really is? Aren’t you for ever standing

in the way of the woman’s rights move

ment ?”

 
“I believe in every woman’s right to

a good husband,” interrupted Mr. Mal

thus in a chivalrous gush. “I always

did, you know. If I’ve told you that

once, I have a hundred times.”

“Precisely, my love: I quite agree

with you. But don’t you see—you with

your clear, logical, masculine hrain—that

here are seventy thousand women for

whom that right can have no practical

value. What do you propose to do with

these?”

“ Mrs. Malthus, you talk like a—a

woman,” said Mr. Malthus. rising and

looking for his hat. “ The few must be

sacrificed to the many. Circumstances

may bear hard upon the minority: it is

inevitable. But time is the great equal

izer. In fifty or a hundred years, or so,

things will come out right. There’s a

deal of ferment just now: everything is

hurried and unsettled. But by and by

the sediment will fall, and the pure,

transparent wine of life shall run clear.”

“ But these seventy thousand women

will all be dead then,” I pleaded, tear

fully. “ What matter how pure the wine

when the grass is growing over them?

The cup they drank was bitter. \Vhat

shall atone for the defrauded hopes, the

long, disappointing years, that cheated

them of all pleasantness and offered no

compensation in opportunity? Oh, Mr.

Malthus, you and your statistics, and

your civilization, and your progressive

ideas are fearfully at fault, or God did

make a mistake when he created women.”

Mr. Malthus was gone and did not

hear. It would have made no difference

if he had heard. Mr. Malthus, as you

may have guessed, is a conservative.

He has cherished his pet theories until

he has become the concrete embodiment

of unreason. A most excellent man,

but a fossil. Like a granite boulder

swept down from some ruder time, he

lies in the path of advance: the rains

may wash it, and the snows beat and the

sun smile upon it, and the winds caress

it, but it stirs not. You must just go

around and leave it lying there.

Was there, then, nothing for these

seventy thousand women? I confess

the question haunted me. Not that it
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affects me personally. I am a very meek

woman, with no aspirations. I know

that my duty is toward Mr. Malthus. I

am to keep his house, comfort his sor

rows, quarrel with him affectionately upon

occasion, and accept his dicta with im

plicit faith. If Mr. Malthus says that

woman’s sphere is the home, and the

home only, I know that it is so.

But my heart aches for my less for

tunate sisters. I am tired ofseeing them

impaled upon the pen of every smart

litl¢"raleur—tired of the weak tide of

shallow counsel and criticism which flows

to them from the pulpit and lecture-plat

form. My deepest sympathies are with

the Girl of the Period. Through her

voluminous paniers, and her exaggerated

chignon, and the montrosities of all sorts

wherewith fashion disguises her, I re

cognize a common womanhood.

The seventy thousand haunted me.

I saw them gathering from all the green

hillsides and sunny valleys of Massa

chusetts — from quiet country towns

where life stagnates and grows a burden

—from the lonely seashore and from the

solitude of great cities—a forlorn, ghostly

procession, a melancholy, hopeless, su

perfluous fact.

There must be something for them.

I pondered the subject a long time, and

at last—I state it with diffidence—I hit

upon a means of freeing society from

this cumbrous superfluity of women.

My diffidence must not be understood to

imply a want of confidence in my plan.

It is rather a reluctance growing out of

my consciousness of the discomforts of

martyrdom. I think the originators of

great ideas are not always well received

by their generation. I have an impres

sion that some of them have been stoned

and hanged and sportively broken upon

the wheel, and in various ways made to

understand that the other world was a

more suitable place of residence for them

than the present. But my sympathy pre

vails over my cowardice; and, besides,

I put my trust in Mr. Malthus and the

Editor of Lippincatt. The expedient

that I have to propose is not an innova

tion. It is merely a return to an old

Oriental custom. When the Hindus

 

first began to extinguish a certain pro

portion of their female infants at birth, I

cannot doubt that they were led to the

course by some such embarrassment as

that under which we are laboring. No

one supposes that they bore the innocent

creatures any special malice. It was

only that there was not a career for all.

And to these enlightened legislators sum

mary methods appeared, as they usually

are, the most merciful.

I confess that at first sight the sug

gestion has an aspect of cruelty. Ten

der hearts might possibly be revolted.

But I suppose the mother-instinct is the

same in all nations; and if those I-Iindd

women could sacrifice their feelings, shall

the Anglo-Saxon race be less brave?

Moreover, anasthetics are at our service.

Do you not see that my plan cuts the

Gordian knot of difficulty? It is a short

way out of a long woe. It would set at

rest this vexed question, which is sure to

obtrude itself into all qestions of social

science for fifty years to come. Look

at it ! Over and over again has woman

been assigned to her sphere, and her

adaptability to it, and none other, de

monstrated. Books, essays, newspaper

and magazine articles about her are as

thick as the brown leaves in October.

She has been toasted on the gridiron of

the Salurday Review-ers; she has been

made to run the gauntlet of convention

and congress: she has been exhibited

alternately as a model and as a horrid

example: from the cradle to the grave

everything that she is and has and does

is criticised, questioned and denounced.

Her dress is suicidal: the deteriora

tion of the race is due to the fortresses

of whalebone and steel wherewith she en

closes herself—to her habits of idleness,

to her luxurious indulgences. Now she is

scorned for her ignorance, and anon dis

liked for her intellectuality; now she is

rebuked for her subserviency to the other

sex, and presently scolded because she

will do as she pleases. As soon as she

is capable of learning anything she is

taught that her destiny is marriage: in

a thousand ways this idea is pressed

home upon her until it comes to be ac

cepted as an inviolable truth ; yet if, by
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any innocent art of dress or manner, she

betrays a desire to attract—if she inad

vertently allows it to be seen that she so

much as thinks of marriage—she is

given over to reprobation : she is an

offence to all modest-minded men. If,

peculiarly sensitive to the reproach of

angling for a husband, she is retiring

and hard of access, she is denounced as

old-maidish and left to celibacy. If she

seeks a career, she is reminded that she

is to be a wife and the mother of future

generations, and that she had best fit

herself for her peculiar work. If she

accepts this counsel, she is reminded of

her ignoble position, and made to feel

how humiliating it is. Dear friends,

what would you have?

In view of the whole matter, I have

come to the conclusion that the world

was made for man. Woman was an

afterthought at best — a superfluous,

added creation, not inwrought into the

original constitution of things ; and this

undoubtedly is the reason why she is such

a thorn in the flesh. She is de mp.

But one accepts the inevitable. Woman

cannot be abolished, but superfluous wo

men may be suppressed. Woman, at

best a mitigated good, becomes by excess

of numbers an unmitigated evil. And

here, specially to meet the exigency,

comes in this old Hindti custom. Is it

cruel? But it seeks the greatest good

of the greatest number. And, moreover,

it is better than the waste of intellect and

heart in fashionable society—than a life

given over to vanity—than shameless hus

band-hunting—than the inaction which

corrodes all noble energies, all sweet

sympathies—than the dependence which

beggars self-respect — than the alms

house in old age—than the opprobrium

that waits upon celibacy.

I see, then, but one alternative for the

seventy thousand—summary extinguish

ment, or respect and worthy work. In re

gard to this matter of the respect due to

unmarried women, I am aware that I touch

a difficult subject. Nothing would tempt

me to approach it but a vivid and long

existing sense of the injustice that has

been and still is meted out to them. I

shall be told that their position is vastly

 

better than in the olden time—that cer

tain noble women who have forsworn

marriage for alliance with art or philan

thropy have honored the whole sister

hood. This is in a measure true, but it

is not half so true as it ought to be.

The traditional old maid is indeed nearly

extinct, but men still find it easy to sneer

at a class to which the great women

workers of the age—the artists, the poets.

the novelists, the philanthropists—be

long. If it were only Pat Mulligan who

did it—if only Adolphus Shoddy aired

his feeble wit at their expense—one

would not so much mind. But when in

sermon, and lecture, and essay, by men

of refinement and culture, the sneer is

repeated, the very soul of womanhood is

stirred to indignation.

Within half a decade of years there

was a gathering of clergymen in a cer

tain large town in Massachusetts. These

gentlemen belonged to a denomination

which justly prides itself upon its schol

arship, its high culture, its hereditary re

finement and good breeding. They were

the apostles of a religion which claims

to be the exponent of liberal and noble

thought. They came together for a re

ligious purpose, and the meeting had

drawn out many women of culture and

refinement—such women as are a power

in the churches, whose presence in any

community is a benediction, and who

ornament society as much by their graces

as they uplift it by their worth.

There appeared before this audience.

as essayist, a gentleman of distinguished

ancestry, one in whose veins flows some

of the bluest blood of the commonwealth

-—a very Brahmin of the Brahmins—one

who has added to the opportunities of

home the advantages of university train

ing abroad. In him one would have

supposed a delicate consideration as nat

ural as perfume to the flower: the very

aroma of gentlemanhood should have

breathed through all his speech.

This gentlemen, apropos of a certain

subject, remarked:

“I know a young lady in ‘5

Chapel—a young lady ;” a pause: “I

suppose she is about thirty-seven ;” an

other pause. The gentleman had made
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his point, he had given us his best hit,

and an audible laugh and a decided sen

sation ran around that circle of ministers.

He presently proceeded to show how ‘

this “ young lady,” in her zeal for a good

cause, interpolated exhortations among

the interludes of the dance. Nobody

laughed, however, at this.

Now. in the name of all that is chiv

alrous and manly, I beg to ask why that

unoffending woman deserved the ridicule

of the speaker and his friends? It was

assumed that she made ridiculous pre

tensions to youth. But can any one say

why men are still young at forty, and wo

men are considered superannuated and

passe’e.? To this the unfortunate crea

ture added the crime of being a spinster.

But if marriage is so great a good, and

she missed when she would willingly -

have compassed it, her case calls for

commiseration and not sneers. Or did

she sacrifice her own hopes to nurse an

ailing mother, or to assist an unfortunate

father, or to support and educate young

brothers and sisters? What would you

say of her then? Or might it be that

her perceptions are more delicate, her

aspirations higher, than those of most

of her sisters, and she has chosen soli

tude and self-dependence rather than

bate aught of her ideal? Or did some

holy work beckon her more urgently

than any dream of selfish bliss? ln

either case, she knows best what she has

lost. She has gone out into its dark

ness and looked her life in the face: she

has explored the desolate future and

come back pale but undismayed. She

knows where her peculiar womanly gifts

might find their most congenial exercise:

she knows precisely how true is that

germ of truth which lies at the core of

the popular cant about woman’s sphere.

She has questioned how far the proudest

achievements in art can fill the place of

the gracious household ministries which

she misses—which she cannot be a wo

man and not miss. Think you she has

never shrank from her encounter with

the world—never guessed the happiness

of mutual service—never longed for a

satisfying love—never been appalled by

the lonely old age to come—never been

, famished for sympathy—never had any

. dismal outlookings toward illness and

' sorrow? Does she not know

“ How dreary ’ti; for woman to sit still

On winter mghts. by solitary fires,

And hear the nations praising her far off?”

“I am not afraid to live alone,” said

a noble woman, “ but I dare not marry

unworthily.”

Is there no fine heroism here? I

think that to submit cheerfully to a single

life where circumstances have been un

kind, to choose it from a high sense of

_ duty, or to accept it for the sake of loy

alty to a high ideal, is as brave a thing as

a woman can do. But, after all, the

woman who does this simply demands

to be let alone. She begs that you will

not suppose her insensible to a stab be

cause she does not cry out. She has

her pride and her delicacy. She urges

no claims upon admiration, but she has

' no consciousness of disgrace. One

would naturally prefer swift death by a

sharp blade to a continuous hacking

with a dull weapon. She therefore de

clines to serve any longer as a target for

all the dullards of the community to test

their feeble wits upon.

The seventy thousand, then, assert

their right to be! Nay, they point to

the statistics and ask how they are to

help being. And with the necessity of

existence upon them. they also assert

their right to respectful treatment, and

their claim to worthy work. I ask Mr.

Malthus what he proposes to do about

it. For the immunity from ridicule and

sneers I need only appeal to the latent

chivalry in his nature. He has a good

heart, but his notions are sadly wrong.

Work for the seventy thousand! That

is a tougher problem. Mr. Malthus will

need to do a good deal of his best think

ing in order to solve it. He must get

breadth of mind and clearness of vision

and unselfishness of purpose. Until he

solves it, the irrepressible woman will

never be laid : when he shall have done

so, the golden age will have begun. But

 

forced upon the I-Iindti alternative: I

therefore present it to his respectful

consideration. A. L. JOHNSON.

 

perhaps Mr. Malthus in despair will be .
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THE BANNED PRIEST.

A LEGEND or BETSDORF.

1.

IF ye fain would hear, I will sing to you

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see)

A legend old, and strange, and true,

(The ban o’ the Church is sore to dree.)

At Betsdorf once lived a sinful man,

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see—)

A priest whose faults brought him under ban,

(The ban o’ the Church is sore to dree.)

Far, far on a journey, in discontent,

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see,)

And filled with sorrow and shame, he went,

(The ban o’ the Church is sore to dree.)

And soon he was numbered among the dead,

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see,)

Nor mass for the rest of his soul was said,

(The ban o’ the Church is sore to dree.)

II.

His sister’s daughter declared one day,

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see,)

“I have seen the old priest i’ the churchyard pray,”

(Great is the grace of our dear Ladye.)

“ It cannot be so—thou hast dreamed, my child,”

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see.)

“ Nay, nay, it was he, and at me he smiled,”

(Great is the grace of our dear Ladye.)

She day by day tripped to the selfsame place,

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see,)

And ever looked up as in some one’s face,

(Great is the grace of our dear Ladye.)

At length she spoke, and she waved her hands,

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see:)

“Go into the church, where the altar stands,”

(Great is the grace of our dear Ladye.)

III.

In that very midnight’s silence deep

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see)

Were many mysteriously roused from sleep,

(Unco strange things i’ this world there be.)
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They looked, and the church was all red with light,

(Sweet is the lily and fair to see,)

And the organ and choir pealed through the night,

(Unco strange things i’ this world there be.)

They heard, howsoever it came to pass,

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see,)

The responses that ended a requiem mass,

(Unco strange things i’ this world there be.)

And a loud voice uttered a name well known,

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see:)

’Twas the dead priest’s voice, and the name—his own!

(Unco strange things i’ this world there be.)

IV.

As soon as the midnight mass was o’er,

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see,)

The church grew as mirk as it was before,

(The worst 0’ sinners may find mercie.)

When the eldritch voice had ceased to sound,

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see,)

Once more spread a deathlike silence round,

(The worst o’ sinners may find mercie.)

The spirit would long ha’ sought rest in vain,

Sweet is the lily, and fair to see,)

Un idden to enter the church again,

(The worst o’ sinners may find mercie.)

But Innocence opened the sacred door,

(Sweet is the lily, and fair to see,)

And the ghost of the banned priest walked no more,

(The worst o’ sinners may find mercie.)

W. L. SHOEMAKER.

TOBACCO.

HE objections so frequently urged

against the use of tobacco and

similar articles can be conveniently met

both with the assertion that there is no

nation on the face of the earth that is

not addicted to the use of a narcotic in

one or more forms, and with its infer

ence, that the influence they wield over

the human economy cannot be hurtful.

This may, perhaps, be held to prove

VOL. IV.—4a

that certain narcotics lull a craving uni

versally felt by the human race, for to

bacco—a type of the class—is benumb

ing in its effects ; but it does not follow

that the objects for which the craving

was implanted are met by its extinction.

A proper appreciation of the physiologi

cal effects of this drug is the only guide

that will enable us to appreciate the

good uses to which it may be put, and
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warn us of the evils resulting from its

abuse.

The influence it exerts is sedative in

its character, and is first felt on the in

tellectual functions of the cerebrum: ex

tending thence it impresses the seats of

sensation at the base of the brain, as is

well shown in the tottering gait and im

perfect vision of the inebriate. If the

influence extend still farther, the nerves

of organic life become interfered with,

and the results, which previously were

mental, now become physical and pain

fully apparent.

The functions of the body become ex

cessively disturbed: nausea and vomit

ing, great pallor of the surface and alarm

ing prostration rapidly follow each other,

and these in turn may be followed by

death. That these results are caused

by the action of a sedative of great

power no one will deny; but, during the

first stages of narcosis, when the cerebral

hemispheres are alone or mainly affected,

phenomena occur which do not appear,

at first sight, to countenance the idea of

sedation.

The effects of opium, for example, on

a person of cultivated and susceptible

mind are most curious. The mental

attributes seem to be elevated above

their material connection, and allowed,

unfettered, to soar through the vast ex

panse to which past study and medita

tion have introduced them. The har

monizing power of the will is destroyed;

and, in brief, that condition partially ob

tains which is characteristic of death.

In the future, the body will be destroy

ed, and the immaterial, the mental and

spiritual, will blossom into perfection ; so

through opium the cerebral hemispheres

become paralyzed, from their being more

impressible, while the animal life is still

maintained.

The mind being in itself indifferent to

all physical influences, and freed to a

great extent from its connection with the

brain, its instrument, gives its still living

owner a foretaste, miserable and paltry

though it be, of the unlimited freedom

which is to be its heritage in the spirit

world.

By the continuous use of this drug,

 

however, its devotee subverts, as each

one has the awful power to do, the pur

pose of his creation. Instead of. build

ing a foundation sure and strong, while

here, on which a fitting superstructure

shall be placed in the coming life, he,

after having faithfully commenced the

work, leaves it half finished, to idly dream

of the palace to which in all probability

he will never attain.

Tobacco possesses only to a very lim

ited extent the narcotic power so con

spicuously displayed by opium. Its

food-action, however, is correspondingly

prominent. It retards, as is supposed,

the retrograde change which is constant

ly going on in our tissues. The nutri

tive forces of the economy thus gain an

ascendency, which results in an increase

of the bulk of the body. Whether or

not this be the correct explanation, to

bacco and its congeners undoubtedly do

promote nutrition when used properly;

and this, indeed, is one of the benefits

attending their judicious use.

The habitual consumption of this drug,

however, is incompatible with full mental

energy. The noblest function of the

body—that of ministering to spiritual

and mental growth—can be performed

only by the brain; and it is on this or

gan, as we have seen, that the effects

of tobacco are first and most powerfully

felt.

By its sedative, benumbing influence

active work is retarded, and after a time

a condition of hyper-nutrition is induced

by its use, in which the brain is as slow

to respond to its stimuli as was Dickens

fat boy, Joe, to the calls of his master,

Wardle.

In this condition a man abrogates his

greatest privileges: he despises his birth

right. Substituting a pleasing self-com

placency for the vigorous mental unrest

which should characterize a human be

ing, tobacco presents to frail humanity

many alluring charms. The pleasures

affbrded purely by the use of this drug

are essentially brutish. The mind being

crippled in its active operations, employs

' itself in reading the records of past ac

' tions and events, which results in a

pleasing reverie. The pleasures of this
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condition bear some analogy to those

enjoyed by one of our domestic ruminants

'when she is bathed in the cool, shaded

waters of a rippling brook and medita

tively engaged in chewing her cud.

Although this drug, when perverted,

becomes a curse, yet when rightly used

it is a medicine of the highest value,

particularly in the present age of science

and scholarly attainments. The brain is

very apt, in these days, to be overworked ;

and in the excited, irritable condition

which follows excessive use of this organ,

tobacco is invaluable. If an appropriate

dose be taken, the brain is strengthened

by the calm through which it passes, and

is left in a much-improved condition for

work.

It is, like recreation, a blessing of un

 
told value when used as a means of in

creasing our efficiency in the conflict of

life, but a sad curse when it is followed

so’ earnestly as to overshadow and con

ceal from view the real aim of existence.

During all seasons of peculiarly urgent

demand on our physical and mental

natures, tobacco may perform a very

useful part, but after such seasons have

passed away, and our wasted energies

have regained their wonted elasticity, its

use should be dispensed with ; for it is

“Better to stem with heart and hand

The roaring tide oflife, than lie

Unmindful, on its flowery strand, ‘

Of God’s occasions drifting by l

Better with naked nerve to bear

The needles of this goading air,

Than in the lap of sensual ease, forego

The godlike power to do, the godlike aim to know.”

ONE WOMAN OF THE WORLD.

“ WOMAN of the world,” com

mented Max Sherburne, in reply

to his friend’s abrupt question.

“ All woman are of the world,” was

the sententious rejoinder.

“ The gentle Sidney waxeth wroth,”

said Max, with a light laugh. “ How

shall he be appeased ?”

“ By a straightforward answer to a

straightforward question. What do you

think of Miss Baynton ?”

“ Ah ! you return to the attack? Well,

I will elaborate my answer. Miss Bayn

ton is a woman of the world, bent upon

making sure of the good things of the

world—social position, fashionable pre

cedence, and,’ necessarily, wealth un

limited.”

"With—in the present case—Leslie

Sherburne in attachment thereto,” Sid

ney Graeme added.

“ Exactly,” said Sherburne, in his de

liberate, scornful manner.

Graeme laughed aloud.

The two men were standing together

upon the steps leading to the main en

 
trance of the far-famed “Lanark House,”

the hotel, par arcellence, of the pictu

resque little town of Clydesboro’. They

had been talking in low tones, as the

conversation was hardly fitted for pro

miscuous hearing. Graeme’s loud laugh

encountered speedy rebuke: Max Sher

burne was not in the mood for “ society”

in general.

“ Do you want to bring a gaping

crowd out here ?”

“ No fear of that,” said the impertur

bable Sidney: “everybody is beautifying

for the concert—that is, everybody femi

nine—and we need have no fear of mas

culine eavesdroppers or intruders: the

men are all out, smoking and otherwise

enjoying the moonlight.” Sidney Graeme

leaned over the stone balustrade at his

side, and shook the ashes from his cigar

as he concluded: “ So you came to

Clydesboro’ to save the unwary Leslie

from entanglement ;—and you came too

late.”

Max Sherburne, who had been lean

ing against the massive pillar at the right
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of the great doorway, straightened him

self up, and looked keenly at the man

before him. “I do not understand you,”

he said, coldly.

“ Miss Baynton herself made your en

forced visit to Clydesboro’ a work of

supererogation. She declined to ’en

tangle’ your susceptible cousin.”

A low, mocking laugh greeted the an

nouncement: “Who told you this likely

story?” And in the moonlight Max

Sherburne’s face expressed contemptu

ous want of faith in this rumor regarding

Ethel Baynton.

“ Leslie Sherburne. Why! has he not

told you ?”

“I have not seen him since I came.”

“ Where is he ?”

“ At Marron Hill. He was obliged

to go home for a few days: some busi

ness transaction made it necessary for

him to leave here in haste, or he would

have waited until I came; so he wrote

to me yesterday.” Max Sherburne stood

a while in silence, evidently intent upon

watching the thin blue smoke that curled

upward from the cigar he held: then he

said, musingly, “ And Leslie would have

married this woman! Who would have

thought him so easily infatuated?”

“ Not so easily, after all: Miss Bayn

ton is a remarkable woman.”

“I hate ’remarkable’ women!” was

the uncharitable reflection.

“ Oh, Max Sherburne,” said Graeme,

“if only some woman would bend that

stiff-necked pride of yours, I’d vote her

’ remarkable’ for evermore. Come down

from your awe-inspiring loftiness, and

look at your fellows from ordinary mortal

altitude, lest the lips of some woman,

worthy even in your estimation, reply

one day to your solicitation, ‘I hate re

markable men !’ What then, my Max

imus ?”

“I bide my fate,” was the laughing

answer.

“ And one of these days, when you

are better enlightened upon the subject

of Miss Baynton’s excellences, you will

say that of the two Sherburnes, so vari

ously gifted, Leslie was the wiser. Will

you hide that also?”

“ My native modesty constrains me,

 

even now, to defer to my neighbor’s

superiority.”

“ Evidently you fear Miss Baynton.”

“ And the vulgar old dragon of an

aunt—grandmother—what is it ?—that

takes care of the Baynton interest.”

“ Such an article as a *vulgar’ dragon

never had existence. Your metaphors

fret my soul.”

“ Are you going to the concert this

evening? Where is it to be ?” said Sher

burne, endeavoring to effect a change in

the conversation.

“ Why, man, I’m one of the impress

ed !—a ’gentleman amateur,’ in the ele

gant phraseology of the satin programme.

Will you come ?”

“I do not know where.”

“To Mrs. Smithson’s.”

“I do not know the lady.”

“ You can easily procure a ticket.”

“ Oh, there are tickets, are there?

What is the object ?”

“ Something benevolent. Mrs. Smith

son will be delighted to tell you all about

this newest hobby of hers. I’ll intro

duce you.”

“ You are very kind,” said Sherburne,

ironically—“ almost as kind as this un

known and unheard-of Mrs. Smithson.

Who is she ?”

“ A charming widow, residing at pres

ent in Clydesboro’.”

“ And rich, I suppose.”

“ Ah me !” was the rueful reply—

“ ‘rich’ is not the word.”

“ You should marry this enchantress

’ doubly armed.’ ”

“ That depends—” philosophized Sid

ney Graeme.

“ Is she young ?”

“ Same age as grandmother, but she

thinks no one knows it; and, in fact,

does not herself realize the truth. Upon

the whole,” Sidney added, “ charming as

the relict of the lamented Smithson is, I

prefer Miss Baynton.”

" Miss Baynton again !” said Sher

burne, as if weary of the theme. “ You

are free to love her if the fancy be upon

you, but I am heartily glad that Leslie

escaped, even at the cost of a heartache

or two. He is too good a fellow to be

thrown away upon a frivolous woman—
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a mere woman of the world, like this

Miss Baynton and her kind.”

“Good-evening, Mr. Graeme,” said a

clear woman’s voice, so close that both

men started at the sound and turned

hastily toward the speaker. Sidney

Graeme flung his cigar far away among

the bushes that bordered the broad

gravel walk in front, and replied, with

evident embarrassment in his voice and

manner, to Miss Baynton’s salutation;

for it was Ethel Baynton who had come

so suddenly upon the scene and brought

such dire confusion into the thoughts of

one man at least. If Max Sherburne

inwardly experienced annoyance, out

wardly he gave no sign: he bowed very

low in acknowledgment of Miss Bayn

ton’s presence, and then stood with un

covered head in the bright moonlight,

thoughtfully stroking the ends of the

moustache shading his firm, close-set

lip.

“I hope that you will do your best to

night,” said Miss Baynton, again ad

dressing Sidney Graeme.

“I hope so: I see that you are ar

rayed for victory,” answered Sidney, re

covering confidence under the influence

of Ethel Baynton’s smiling serenity.

“ As it should be,” was the gay reply.

“ Am I not right, Mr. Sherburne ?”

“ Bent upon drawing me out,” com

mented Max, inwardly. “ Right to aim

at victory?” said he, audibly. “ Un

doubtedly: a constitutional, inalienable

right—the right of strife for success.”

“ Then, Mr. Graeme,” she remarked,

turning to Sidney, whose eyes were fixed

upon the face so fair in the moonlight,

“ your reflection was invidious.”

“ Pardon, Miss Baynton: the inten

tion, could it be well understood, would

extenuate my grave offence in word. I

am honored in being—your victim.” A

salutation, formidably reverent in its hu

mility, closed the jesting speech.

“So easily vanquished!” she cried,

shaking her head rebukingly at incorri

gible Sidney Graeme.

“ Scarce worth the trouble,” said Sid

ney. “Ah! if I had Max Sherburne’s

armor of proof, I’d parry many a thrust

and keep my heart whole in the fiercest

 

encounter. Would tlmt strife be worth

the trouble ?”

Miss Baynton smiled dubiously, and

made no reply.

“ Glory dear-bought brings pangs to

victor and vanquished, but triumph is

sweet; and as for the rest—” Max

hesitated.

“ Va viztz': ./” said Miss Baynton light

ly: then, turning away with a formal

“ Good-evening,” she left the two friends

to themselves.

She passed through the open doorway,

crossed the hall and entered a room the

door of which had been half open, re

vealing a dim light within. A stern

faced, middle-aged woman and a servant

were holding close conference at the mo

ment of Miss Baynton’s entrance.

“ What is the matter, Aunt Char

lotte ?”

“ Nothing, nothing,” was the hurried

reply. Then Mrs. Hayward, the “Aunt

Charlotte” addressed, thrust something

into the servant’s hand, and said, with a

quick, nervous gesture, “ Lay them on

my table, Susan: I will be up in a few

minutes.”

Susan drew her heavy brows into an

ominous frown, and muttering something

about “queer creeturs in the world,”

went abruptly from the room. She car

ried in her hand a package of some sort,

which the bright light in the hall resolved

into a bundle of papers and letters.

With gloomy face and slow steps, be

traying her frame of mind, she ascended

the stairs and passed on to Mrs. Hay

ward’s room. Having deposited the

package upon the table designated, she

bustled about a while, putting in their

places various articles disarranged by

Miss Baynton in the progress of her

“ arraying for victory.”

“ Mighty proud is Miss Ethel,” was

the running comment in an undertone

as the careful attendant strove to bring

“ order out of chaos ”—“ mighty proud,

but good to the like of us, and that’s

good enough for me. I wish she had

the letter !”

Some sudden thought drew the woman

again to the table: turning over the let

ters and papers, and all the while mut
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tering to herself phrases decidedly un

complimentary to “stone figgers as froze

flesh and blood,” she made a discovery

that brought a look of terror into her

face. One letter was missing, and that

the letter referred to in Susan’s vehe

ment ejaculation: She looked anxiously

about her, peered into every corner, and

retraced her steps along the corridor,

down the broad staircase and in the

lower ball; but her search was vain:

there was no trace of the missing letter.

“ You lost a letter, I believe?” said

Max Sherburne, who was standing in

the hall near the foot of the staircase.

“ Yes, sir,” answered Susan in uncon

cealed agitation. “ Did you see it ?”

“It was lying here”—he pointed to

the mat at his feet—“ when I came in.

I gave it to Miss Baynton.”

“ Gave it to Miss Baynton !” cried the

woman, horrified in anticipation of the

scene that would inevitably ensue.

“ Then it’s all up, and I’m not sorry ;”

and Susan, gathering up her scattered

courage, thanked Mr. Sherburne in an

extraordinary laconism, “ You might ha’

done worse, sir:” then, bristling and de

fiant, she marched into the room in which

she had left Mrs. Hayward.

“What’s the matter now ?” said Max

to himself, laughing, yet wondering withal

at the mysterious conduct of the servant.

He had found the letter lying in the

hall, and seeing that it was addressed to

Miss Ethel Baynton, he stood a while

awaiting the reappearance of that lady.

His patience was not sorely tried: Miss

Baynton, anxious to be in time for the

proposed musical entertainment, was ad

vocating the necessity of “ reasonable

haste, at least, Aunt Charlotte.” Max

Sherburne could hear her quite distinct

ly: the door of the parlor was wide open,

and the voice of the speaker, low and

pleasant as it was, was clear enough to

be heard where Max stood. “I will see

whether Mrs. Graeme be ready or not,

and by that time, Aunt Charlotte, I’ll

carry you off,” said Miss Baynton at last,

as the clock on the stairs struck the

three quarters, and one guest after an

other emerged from the various rooms.

With the laudable intention of hurry

 

ing Mrs. Graeme, Ethel left her aunt

and came with quick, noiseless steps

into the hall. She saw Max Sherburne

standing at the foot of the staircase, and

with an inclination, unsmiling yet strictly

conventional, she would have passed on

without a word.

“I beg your pardon, Miss Baynton,”

said he, detaining her: “I believe this

is yours.”

She took the letter from him, thanked

him, and then, pausing a moment to ex

amine the superscription, turned to him

with a strange look of bewilderment,

which he was quick to understand.

“I found it here,” said he, in explana

tion: “perhaps you dropped it as you

came down this evening.”

“ No,” she replied, thoughtfully; and

again thanking him, she went back to

Mrs. Hayward.

“Aunt Charlotte,” said she, in a voice

expressive of more than mere surprise,

“ this was found in the hall. When did

it come ?”

Mrs. Hayward looked up hastily and

saw the letter in Ethel’s hand. .

“ What is it, Ethel?” she asked in

tones of constrained calmness.

“ This letter for me,” came impatiently

from the lips of Miss Baynton. “ When

did it come ?”

“ Susan brought a number of letters

this afternoon while we were out. I sup

pose that is one of them. Probably she

dropped it on her way up stairs,” replied

Mrs. Hayward, affecting to treat the

matter carelessly.

“ Why did Susan keep this letter from

me ?”

“I told her to leave all the letters on

my table.” Perhaps the emphatic “ all”

was intended to convince Miss Bayn

ton that no distinction in regard to the

correspondence in question had been

thought of. “Do not wait to read it,

my dear: we will be late, and Mrs.

Graeme is waiting for us.”

“ From my mother,” said Ethel, heed

less of the injunction, as she tore away

the outer envelope and recognized the fa

miliar handwriting of the address within.

The letter, evidently the effort of a

trembling hand, was very brief: “ Ethel,
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if you have any love for us, come home.

We are in great trouble, and we appeal to

you now for the last time. I have writ

ten three letters without receiving any

answer; and John half believes that you

have forgotten us, but I can trust my

darling. Et.hel, you will come.” Then

a few words more of affection and en

treaty, and the letter closed.

“ Where are the other letters, Aunt

Charlotte?” Ethel asked, confronting

Mrs. Hayward with ghastly face and

wide, tearless eyes.

“ Susan can tell you,” replied Mrs.

Hayward, satisfied that there was now

no possibility of further evasion. Ethel

Baynton was not to be driven from her

position or baflied by temporizing. ‘

“ You can tell me,” she-said, bitterly,

grasping her aunt by the arm in her ex

citement: then she cried out, in broken,

piteous accents, “Oh, Aunt Charlotte,

why did you keep them from me ?”

Mrs. Hayward prided herself upon

her iron endurance: above all sentiment,

to use her own expression, she fldespised

theatricals, on or off the stage :” the sight

of tears at once closed her heart against

the lachrymose offender; but in Ethel

Baynton’s agonized face was something

more potent than tears. Mrs. Hayward

had loved her niece with a peculiar,

selfish love, hedged about with pride, yet

very earnestly withal, notwithstanding the

great disparity in age and sentiment ex

istent between them. Ethel, naturally

strong-willed and firm of purpose, was

looked upon by her aunt as one, in some

manner of spirit, kindred to Mrs. Hay

ward’s own hard-natured self, and re

garded with favor accordingly. More

over, she was young and attractive, and

brought new life into the struggle for

fashionable pre-eminence ; ‘and any hom

age, vicarious or otherwise, delighted the

heart of the worldly-minded Charlotte

Hayward.

“I knew that they wanted you to go

home,” said Mrs. Hayward, knowing all

the while that the explanation would add

fuel to the fire: “ they wrote to me at

the same time, and I thought that as you

could be of no use to them, it was as well

to keep back your letters.”

 
MOf no use’ !” repeated Ethel, me

chanically. “I love them,” she said,

aftera brief pause, “ and I might have

comforted them, even if it were ever so

poor a means of comfort. I must go

home.”

She turned away, but Mrs. Hayward

caught her and held her with a close,

detaining grasp. “ You cannot,” she

said, sternly. “They will not want you

now.”

“ Why did you keep me, then, when

they did want me ?”

“I had my own reasons.”

“ Were you afraid that my departure

would endanger the success of any plan

of yours?” A new light dawned in upon

Ethel Baynton.

“Yes,” Mrs. Hayward began: “ Mr.

Sherburne—”

Ethel interrupted with a haughty ges

ture, at the same time shaking off the

hand that held her: “ Mr. Sherburne is

nothing to me—nothing but a friend in

whose friendship I have perfect confi

dence.”

“ Did you tell him so ?” asked Mrs.

Hayward, with eyes flashing indignation

at the offender.

“ There was no need,” was the proud

reply. “ You know me well, Aunt Char

lotte, and Leslie Sherburne was generous

enough to understand that I declined his

attentions—not from mere coquetry, but

because I would not stoop to wrong an

honorable man by vain encouragement.

Vain, indeed, it would have been, for I

did not love Leslie Sherburne.”

“ Are you mad?” fiercely exclaimed

Mrs. Hayward.

“ Perhaps I am,” said Ethel, sadly—

“ so many things perplex me.”

At this juncture Susan entered, and

Miss Baynton, with the same stony face

and tearless eyes, said very calmly, “Su

san, when I go up stairs with you, give

me my letters.”

“ Yes, Miss Ethel,” answered Susan,

totally oblivious of the fact that her mis

tress was in a state verging upon fury,

as her dark face gave indubitable testi

mony.

“ Are you satisfied now ?” Mrs. Hay

ward asked, entering Ethel’s room not
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many minutes later. Susan was on her

knees, busy packing such articles of ap

parel as were needed for an immediate

journey; and Miss Baynton, having di

vested herself of her evening attire, was

rapidly preparing herself for traveling.

“Are you satisfied that your mother, who

never was over-wise, is the wife of a

thief?”

In her rage Mrs. Hayward ignored all

policy.

Susan looked up amazed, and then

buried her head again in the mysteries

of packing.

“Do not say anything about my

mother,” said Ethel, with the look of a

strong spirit roused in her flashing eyes.

“ All will come right, Aunt Charlotte:

my mother’s husband is no thief—I am

sure of that.”

“ Yet the bank has been defrauded,

and this man’s books, upon examination,

have been proved to contain fraudulent

entries. You are unreasonably zealous

in your faith. Where are you going

now ?”

“ Home.”

“ Alone? You are quite heroic,”

sneered Mrs. Hayward.

“ The train for Philadelphia will pass

this place in twenty minutes,” said Ethel,

consulting her watch; “ and if you will

permit Susan to go with me to the sta

tion, I shall be obliged to you. I shall

remain in the city until the first train in

the morning leaves for Holmhurst. I

cannot lose any time, Aunt Charlotte.”

Somewhat moved by Ethel’s white

face and changed manner, Mrs. Hay

ward said coldly, “It would not do for

me to let you go alone. I will go with

you.”

“ Not home with me, Aunt Charlotte,”

Ethel replied firmly. “I do not mean

to be unkind, but I know they will not

be pleased to see you now.”

“Very well. Susan will go with you

to Philadelphia: traveling at night is not

very enviable, especially when one is

alone.”

Before noon of the next day, Ethel

Baynton stood at the door of her mo

ther’s house in Holmhurst. Now that

the unnatural mental strain was relax

 

ing, there came an overwhelming sense

of weariness that half dulled the pain

in Ethel’s heart. She looked vacantly

at the bowed windows, scarcely thought

of the unusual silence pervading every

where: at that moment her everywhere

was circumscribed within home limits.

Then, when the door opened to her hasty

summons, she crossed the threshold me

chanically, and, still like one in a dream,

made her way to the pleasant little room

known to all the children of that house

as “mother’s sitting-room.” The wo

man who had admitted her was a stranger,

doing general duty in that time of sick

ness and trouble, and Ethel had entered

unrecognized and unannounced. She

opeded the door of the sitting-room, and

realized everything when she saw the

little group assembled there. A child

lay upon the sofa by the window, and

another, a few years older, was poring

over a book dear to his childish heart,

as his absorbed attention testified; while

a fair-haired, handsome boy, taller by

many inches than the pale-faced mother

to whose low words he was listening

with such grave respect, stood, cap in

hand, ready and eager to execute what

was then required of him. Ethel took

all this in at a glance, but she had eyes

and thought only for the mother whose

heart had clung so confidingly to the ab

sent child—for the mother who had en

dured so much, and who was in Ethel’s

arms before a word of welcome could

find utterance through the white, trem

bling lips. Mrs. Vincent had borne her

home-troubles unflinchingly; she had not

uttered a word of complaining; but she

found the joyful surprise of Ethel’s com

_ ing more than she could meet without

some compromise of composure. One

look at her darling—Ethel’s eyes were

so like dead Phil Baynton’sl—a half

defined consciousness of security and

rest, and the brave little woman fainted

away.

When she was restored to conscious

ness she looked up, dimly comprehend

ing that some light had come suddenly

into the shadow of aweary time of pain:

with Ethel’s eyes shining into hers, and

Ethel’s kisses on her pale, worn face,
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she gathered in the truth—her darling

had come home at last.

“ Let me tell your father,” she said, at

length, rising from the chair in which

they had placed her. “ He will be very

glad, Ethel.”

Ethel knew by the manner of the words

that John Vincent had need of some pos

itive assurance of his step-daughter’s

affection and fidelity: he had read, in

her absence and delay, a chapter of

doubt if not of unworthiness.

“ ls papa better ?” Ethel asked when

her mother had left the room.

The question was not answered. A

young girl ran into the room, almost

noiselessly yet eagerly, and flung her

arms about Ethel’s neck with a low, glad

cry, ending in a burst of tears.

“ Agnes,” said Ethel—and her own

eyes were very dim—“ have you been

taking my place all the time?”

“Oh, Ethel, I could never take your

place!” What a world of love and

tenderness in the voice and in the

words !

Not many minutes later, Ethel stood

in the darkened room in which John

Vincent lay. She had not loved her

step-father in these later years, when she

began to see his lack of manly energy:

she had deferred to him and respected

him as her mother’s husband, and for no

other reason. Strong and self-reliant

herself, she could not look upon insta

bility in others with proper Christian for

bearance ; but the time for change was

coming—was even now at hand—and

Ethel Baynton had more than mere pity

for the stricken man before her. She

caught the feeble hand extended toward

her, and kissed the poor white lips that

now, as ever, had loving words for dead

Phil Baynton’s daughter. This weak,

vacillating man, whom Ethel in her

strength of purpose had almost despised,

was at this moment, in her eyes, invested

with new dignity—the saddest of all, the

dignity of suffering.

“ You are a good child, Ethel: we

missed you. Do you know all?”

“ Mamma will tell me all.” The quiet

voice compelled quiet, and Mr. Vincent,

yielding to the stronger will, forbore fur

 

ther talk upon the subject that dwelt

night and day in his mind.

That afternoon, Mr. Benjamin Fur

neaux, the senior partner of the great

banking-house in which John Vincent

had seen years of honorable service, was

surprised in his office by the announce

ment that a young lady wished to see

him upon urgent business. As the dainty

card presented to the official in attend

ance informed the heavy-visaged banker,

the young lady’s name was Ethel Bayn

ton. Mr. Furneaux was in close con

versation with his solicitor at the time,

and was inclined to resent the intrusion

upon his golden moments, but, being a

very methodical man, he compromised

matters by instructing his clerk to re

quest the lady to state the nature of her

business.

“She declines to state the nature of

her business to any but Mr. Furneaux,”

said the clerk when he returned from his

unsuccessful errand, “ and she will wait

until Mr. Furneaux is disengaged.”

The clerk withdrew, with a sly grimace

at the unknown lady’s boldness in defy

ing “ Old Furneaux,” whose sternness

and immovability were proverbial among

his associates and men of business in

general: indeed, one irreverent wag, in

the employ of the great moneyed estate,

had bestowed upon his austere chief the

abbreviated cognomen “Ruat Caalum,”

leaving the initial sentence of the inexo

rable motto to be omitted or supplied

according to the wisdom of the audience.

The name enjoyed a long day, and there

were few business men in Holmhurst

who had not, at some time or other,

heard of “ Old Ruat Coelum.”

“A Dorcas, probably,” said the soli

citor to Mr. Furneaux, smiling signifi

cantly at that unbending gentleman.

“ Oh no,” replied Mr. Furneaux, with

an accession of erectness that implied

plainly—“No ’Dorcases’ ever venture

within these hallowed precincts.”

“ Well, I have some papers to look

over, and you can attend to the lady in

the mean while.”

Mr. Furneaux walked into the outer

office, and saw there a woman veiled be

yond the possibility of recognition—of



666 [DEc.OZVE lVO.MAZV OF THE WORLD.

fence number two: the first offence was

the untimely visit. When the veil was

raised a pale face, with clear, unshrink

ing eyes, met his gaze. Offence upon

offence! Women had no right to be

unabashed in the presence of their mas

ters. Now, Mr. Furneaux was no Mus

sulman, yet be entertained certain un

acknowledged and vague notions like

unto those of the “Faithful,” one of

which touched upon the inferiority of

women as a race: he did not enforce

his opinion in words, but he let his own

household know the full measure of his

justice, and reigned supreme over that

“ weaker vessel” stranded, in a hapless

hour, upon the bleak shores of his af

fections.

“ Mr. Furneaux, I believe?” said the

lady, rising and throwing back her veil

at “ Old Ruat Caalum’s” entrance.

Mr. Furneaux bowed with great dig

nity, and awaited further remarks.

The lady resumed her seat. “ My

father, Mr. Vincent,” she began, with a

certain tremulousness that could not at

first be controlled, “tells me that you re

fuse to see him, and I have come to you

to ascertain what he desires to know

from your account only.”

Another frigid bow and a general in

crease of stiffness on the part of Mr.

Furneaux answered the appealing voice.

“ Have you commenced proceedings?”

asked Ethel Baynton, with all the old

proud calmness in her voice and manner.

She would not yield while there was

chance of success to her cause, and she

was, even at this early moment, growing

impatient of the grim man’s silence.

“ We are about to do so.”

“ Upon what grounds?”

To say that Mr. Furneaux was aston

ished would be but weak expression of

his state of mind. For him, Benjamin

Furneaux, Esq., of the great house of

“ Furneaux, Son & Co.,” to be submit

ted to cross-examination like this, in his

own sanctum, and by a woman, too!

It was past belief.

“ Upon grounds already stated.” That

neat answer was regarded by Mr. Fur

neaux as a model of evasion.

-* The evidence is insufficient/’ said

I Ethel, boldly. “ If the books have been

altered, some one else may have altered

them. My father was sick some months

ago and unable to attend to his duties,

and the books were in other hands dur

ing the time of his absence. Have you

considered that?”

“ We did not know it,” answered Mr.

Furneaux, surprised into a purely can

did remark. “I was away from home

for a time.”

“ You would not see my father: you

would not come when he sent for you,

and he was not willing to make expla

nations to any one who might question

him. What, in this case, involves a

second party, negatively, you must ad

mit, favors the one originally accused.”

Mr. Furneaux said nothing, and Ethel

proceeded : “ Why do you think that the

missing money went into my father’s

hands ?”

“ I understand that Mr. Vincent spent

unusually large sums ofmoney this year,”

replied Mr. Furneaux, actually having

the grace to redden as he made the mys

teriously suggestive remark. Ethel nod

ed impatiently, and “Ruat Caalum ” had

no choice but to continue: “ Hé paid

off the mortgage upon his property.”

“I gave him the money,” was the

brief interruption.

“ You !” Evidently Mr. Furneaux was

permitting his strong politeness to suffer

a default.

“When my aunt persuaded me to

leave my mother and to live with her,

she gave me a part of the money which

should, rightfully, have come to my fath

er: I speak now of my own father, not

of Mr. Vincent. Mrs. Hayward, my

father’s sister, had never forgiven him

for the marriage into which he entered

against the’ wishes of his family: she

stood by when my grandfather signed

the will disinheriting his only son, and

she promised to keep aloof for ever from

the outcast.”

The door of the inner office swung

open and Ethel broke off, but no one

appearing, she continued her explanation :

" After my grandfather’s death she

relented so far as to offer a home to me,

but my father rejected her proposal as
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an insult: she had denied admittance to

him when his father lay on a dying bed,

and she must not think that the mere

husks of charity would satisfy now.”

She paused a while. Some one was

walking about in the adjoining room:

she could see the shadow ofa tall figure

upon the wall and hear the sound of a

manly step upon the floor.

“ Our business, in this instance, is his

business,” said Mr. Furneaux, conde

scending to reassure Miss Baynton, and

Ethel guessed rightly that the legal ad

viser of the moneyed man was within.

“ When, after a long illness, my father

died, Aunt Charlotte again offered a

home to me, and we had no alternative.

My mother’s marriage with Mr. Vincent

was the source of a second estrange

ment, and I refused to be parted alto

gether from my mother. At last, Aunt

Charlotte promised to give me my fath

er’s just share of her property, and the

bribe was too tempting to be declined,

although the conditions imposed caused

us many an unhappy hour. Iwas to

live with Aunt Charlotte, and to visit my

home. at her pleasure only. The mort

gage upon the property had always been

an anxiety to Mr. Vincent, and here was

a means of getting rid of it. Aunt Char

lotte was disposed to thwart me in my

purpose, but without success, and the

property was freed from all encumbrance

as soon as the necessary formalities

permitted.”

The ground was going from under

Mr. Furneaux at an alarming rate, but,

true to the instincts of his genus, he

essayed a desperate grasp at everything

available: “Your brother is at an ex

pensive school, Miss Baynton.”

“ Aunt Charlotte permits me to pay

for Frank’s education.”

Poor “ Ruat Coelum !” This terrible,

matter-of-fact woman, with her calm voice

and overwhelming array of statements,

was leaving him scarce a footbreadth to

stand upon.

“But the altered books, Miss Bayn

ton?” was the final gasp.

“ My father wishes to see you, Mr.

Furneaux,” returned Ethel, very cour

teously and firmly: “ he will make one

 

explanation to you in person. He would

not trust even me with that, but he wishes

to take his place again in the bank: he

wants the people of Holmhurst to know

that you lad trust in him, not merely

the pretence of it. He can do you no

wrong,” she pleaded earnestly: “he is

completely broken down by the false

charge against him; yet I think it would

be new life to him if you would let him,

for a day only, sit in his old place and

thus silence scandalous tongues. You

will do this, Mr. Furneaux? He is in

nocent: have I not almost proved it?”

“Almost,” said Mr. Furneaux; and in

the word the “Fiat justitia” of a motto

irreverently applied came boldly out.

“ Believe him altogether innocent,

then, since you cannot prove him alto

gether guilty. May he come again

when he is able? You will stay pro

ceedings, Mr. Furneaux, until you have

seen him ?” Her voice was choked and

her eyes were full of tears. What could

Mr. Furneaux do but say “ Yes” to her

very reasonable requests? And he said

“ Yes” with a kindliness that astonished

the solicitor in the inner room.

“ Have you been out, Ethel ?” Mr.

Vincent asked when Ethel again stood

at his bedside.

“ Yes, papa ; the day would tempt any

one to steal out and enjoy it.” She

arranged the pillows about Mr. Vincent’s

head, administered the cordial prescribed,

and then stooped to whisper her word of

comfort: “ You must get well soon: you

are to take your place again. Mr. Fur

neaux will be here to-morrow.”

“ Ethel, Ethel !” came hesitatingly from

the white, quivering lips, “did you go

there?” When Ethel had answered, Mr.

Vincent raised his feeble hand and drew

the fair young face close to his. “ My

little girl !” he said, in his earnest, grace

ful way: he kissed her fondly, still re

peating, “ My little girl !” And that was

all the blessing he could give her: his

broken voice failed him utterly.

Mr. Furneaux came according to

promise. What passed In that long

interview with John Vincent few persons

ever knew. The partners in the bank

ing-house heard all from the stern old
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man, whose heart ached in the telling of

a shameful story, and so did the solicitor

to whom the case reflecting upon Mr.

Vincent had been committed; but be

yond these there were none to prove or

disprove the many rumors respecting the

visit that resulted so strangely.

There was no further talk of prosecu

tion. Little by little a mysterious story

began to gain ground among the gossip

ing community—a story that made hon

est men shake their heads and look none

too leniently upon the record of young

Ben Furneaux. Rumor ran that a forged

note, drawn in the name of the firm, had

been presented in due form to the head

of the great house of “ Furneaux, Son &

Co.,” in the apprehension, on the part

of those who had rashly discounted the

note, that Mr. Furneaux would disavow

all knowledge of the signature; but,

strange to say, the grim old banker, with

a terrible look in his face, as the gossips

faithfully reported, pronounced the note

genuine and drew a check for it on the

spot. What less could the unhappy

father do? What more could he suffer?

“Fiat justitia, ruat mrlum”—a fair

precept; too stern, however, for every

case. Strict and just as old Benjamin

Furneaux was, he let one act in the part

of Brutus go by. Who blamed him for

the failure? Who deplored the strong

love that had swept out with heavy hand

one scene too terrible for enacting?

There may be some hiatus in the chron

icle: old-time legends, like old-time

words, lose even their characteristics in

the long march of years, and haply in the

story of the inflexible Roman some page

that would have given a new reading to

the tragedy dropped long ago from the

file. But do not think that old Benjamin

Furneaux stopped thus to speculate or

to reconcile deed and word with cunning

casuistry. No, no; he forgot his max

ims and his phrases: he was a father

and he loved his son.

One bright day in early autumn John

Vincent sat in his old place again—very

much changed, white and worn, but in

his old plare, and able to hold his head

up among them all.

“I wanted to come,” he said in reply

to a remonstrance from Mr. Furneaux,

who was the first to greet him on his

entrance. “A good neighbor of mine

drove me down, and promised to bring

me safe home again. Indeed, Mr. Fur

neaux, it gives me rest to be here.”

“A very honorable man,” Mr. Fur

neaux had said to Ethel respecting her

father on the day of that memorable visit;

and he never had reason to change his

opinion. John Vincent was weak and

timid, perhaps—given to trusting others

to his own detriment, never to his neigh

bor’s, however; yet a “very honorable

man” withal.

In the course of the day, Mr. Ralph

Furneaux, who was associated with his

father in the banking-house, and Mr.

Leslie Sherburne, the “Co.” of the firm,

came down to Holmhurst upon special

business connected with the affairs of

the bank. Their legal adviser came with

them, and was present at the long-con

tinued conference in the private office of

Mr. Furneaux. Mr. Vincent was called

in at times to make statements bearing

upon the case under advisement—a duty

which he performed in a painful, hesi

tating way, as if deprecating the neces

sity of the position thus forced upon him

by the pressure of concurring circum

stances.

“ Max,” said Leslie Sherburne to his

cousin as they sat at dinner that day,

“is it true that you went down to Clydes

boro’ to save me from Miss Baynton ?”

Max reddened, and replied with the

question, “ Were you then in danger?”

“You are very kind,” ironically re

turned the other—“ very kind. Be

equally good to yourself when the need

comes.”

“ Thanks !” Max drawled out, leaning

back and looking from under his half

closed eyelids at the handsome face

opposite.

“ You know nothing of Miss Bayn

ton,” Leslie began, with a light in his

fine eyes at the mere mention of Ethel

Baynton’s name.

“Do I not?” interrupted Max, so

sharply that Leslie Sherburne gazed at

him in surprise. “ Let me tell you some

thing, Leslie Sherburne.”
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And he did tell him something that

brought the conscious color into the face

of speaker and listener alike.

“ I have changed my mind,” said Max,

concluding.

“I have not,” briefly commented his

cousin. “ Will you come with me to

night? I told Mr. Vincent to look out

for a visitor or two.”

“ Not there?”

“ Yes, there. Will you come? Do

you prefer a stupid evening in a stupid

hotel like this ?”

“I will go.”

“ Not to save me from Miss Baynton,

remember.”

“ Leslie, there is no need of that kind

of talk,” said Max, with a frown.

“I am glad that there is not. I

will be a good boy, I assure you; and

as for you, my proselyte, I intend to

let you alone, in danger or out of dan

ger. That has a selfish ring, has it

not ? But then you prefer independence,

and I leave you to your preference—

sam/e qui peut./” .

Ethel Baynton was indeed prepared

for a visit from Leslie Sherburne, but

she could scarcely conceal her surprise at

the sight of the man who accompanied

him. For a moment the embarrassment

at meeting was mutual: each recalled

that last evening in Clydesboro’, in which

certain invidious sentiments respecting a

“ woman of the world” had escaped Max

Sherburne’s lips within hearing of the

“ woman of the world” in question. For

a moment only the embarrassment was

visible: then Ethel Baynton’s manner

regained its easy grace and Max Sher

burne his faultless courtesy.

The evening passed pleasantly. Leslie

Sherburne fairly charmed away the girl

ish heart of pretty Agnes Vincent: she

talked to him with all the bewitching

artlessness and naiveté peculiar to one

under such rare home-training; she

played for him and sang his favorite

songs in a style that pleased this fastid

ious lover of music to the very extent of

his exacting; and she listened to his

singing with eagerness that told its tale

in shining eye and glowing cheek.

And all the while Max Sherburne

talked quietly to Ethel Baynton. He

had, indeed, changed his mind !

“ Who taught you ?” Leslie Sherburne

asked in the course of a conversation

upon masters in general, composers and

instructors alike included.

“ Papa,” the young girl replied.

“ Yes,” said Mr. Vincent in answer

to Mr. Sherburne’s inquiring look, “I

taught Agnes. Does she reflect credit

upon her teacher? I was a musician in

my time,” he added, “and my children

still cling to their father’s old love.”

“ Are you, then, organist at Saint

Bede’s ?” inquired Max, abruptly.

“I was—I am not now: my health

compelled me to make Sunday literally

a day of rest.”

“ And Leslie and I have sat many a

time in the old church and paid homage

to the inspired hand that drew our

thoughts away with its wondrous power.

We never came to Holmhurst without

giving a day to Saint Bede’s; and my

mind misgives me that piety was not the

impelling motive in the case. I was

there a few weeks ago, and the grand

old organ rang out as usual. You played

that day, Mr. Vincent?”

“No,” Mr. Vincent answered with a

smile. “ My little girl is in my place

now, and was then. I am opposed to

it, but she has a strong will, and talks

me out of my opposition at times.”

“I do not understand,” said Max, won

deringly, looking around at Ethel, whose

face was scarlet under the scrutiny.

“ Ethel is organist,” said Mr. Vincent,

with a fond glance at his daughter.

“ She crept into my place without my

knowledge, and she will not withdraw:

is she not a defiant little usurper? And

she beguiled Agnes into the conspiracy

against me. The new soprano at Saint

Bede’s—well, you can guess the rest.

What do you think of my pair of rebels ?

I have not heard them yet in their new

capacity.”

“ You shall hear them next Sunday,”

Leslie Sherburne broke in: “I will drive

you over, and Max also. He is not in a

hurry: he can wait.”

Mr. Vincent accepted the proposal

gratefully, but Max made no reply, and
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soon after the two gentlemen took their

leave.

“I understand it all,” said Leslie as

they walked back to their hotel. “ Mr.

Vincent’s salary as organist was not to be

forfeited without a struggle: those chil

dren are to be educated, an invalid’s tastes

to be ministered to, however moderately;

and for all this money must be had.”

“ Even if Miss Baynton’s fingers were

to be the willing workers. Yes, I un

derstand. What a woman ! what a

woman!”

After this, Leslie Sherburne paid many

a visit at the house of Mr. Vincent.

- Sunday after Sunday found him in Saint

Bede’s, seemingly one of the most atten

tive in the worshiping throng. His

household at Marron Hill wondered at

his desertion, for he had not heretofore

been given to rambling, as they phrased

it. Then there came a' whisper of his

approaching marriage, and pretty Agnes

Vincent listened with beating heart to

the gossiping story; but she found out

the whole truth at last from Leslie Sher

burne’s lips, and she whispered her se

cret to Ethel, not many minutes later,

with tears and blushes untold: “ He

loved you first, Ethel: he told me all;

and I loved you first, Ethel. Are you

glad ?”

Ethel kissed the tearful eyes and crim

son cheeks, and let that be her answer.

“It was a splendid thing for a bank

clerk’s daughter,” the world of Holm

hurst agreed, as it flocked to the wed

ding, the grandest in Saint Bede’s for

many a day. Ethel Baynton and Max

Sherburne came in for a fair share of

admiration in their respective positions

as bridemaid and groomsman, and were

the occasion of much speculation upon

the part of the observing many. Mrs.

Hayward was present, and, like the fairy

godmother in the story, had lavished

 
presents everywhere: she was anxious

to make what reparation lay in her pow

er, and it was deemed wisest on all sides

to let the past be forgotten in the happi

ness of the present.

Ethel was a constant visitor at Mrs..

Leslie Sherburne’s—Agnes would not

have it otherwise; and somehow, with

out any especial management, Max Sher

burne always found time for “a day or

two” at Marron Hill when Miss Bayn

ton was there. One day Leslie drove

his wife out to visit a friend at some dis

tance, and Max was left with Ethel.

“ Talk to me,” he said to her, sud

denly, drawing her attention from the

music before her: she had been playing

for some time, and was leaning now,

half listlessly, against the piano.

“ What shall I say?” was her reply

as she averted her eyes from his gaze.

“Ah, if you would only say what I

want!” he passionately answered. She

rose hastily and would have fled, but he

caught her hand: “ Will you say it,

Ethel ?” His face was close to hers, and

his eager eyes fascinated her: she dared

not turn away. “ Only yes, Ethel : will

you not say ’yes’ to my suit?”

“I !” she exclaimed, scornfully—“I

say ‘yes’ to Max Sherburne! Of what

importance can it be to him ? I, a ’mere

woman of the world !’ ”

“ The one woman of the world for

me !” said Max, grasping her hands

closely. “Will you not forgive me? I

am far from perfect, Ethel, but I love

you: that is all the amends I can make

for my injustice. That day in Mr. Fur

neaux’s office— Yes, Ethel, l was in

the inner room. Do you care, my dar

ling, how I learned to love you?”

She resisted no longer. “ Yes,” she

whispered, hiding her face upon her

clasped hands—and so the story was

told. KATE P. KEREVEN.
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SHALL HE BE EDUCATED?

A REPLY TO “THE FREEDMAN AND HIS FUTURE.”

HAT schools should be kept open

through all the warmth of a sum

mer vacation, with a full and voluntary

attendance of the pupils, seems rather

incredible. That they should be kept

open nearly under the Tropics, in all

the heat of a Southern summer, seems

more incredible. But that they should

be kept open in summer, under a tropi

cal climate, at the request of the boys

and girls themselves, and partly at their

expense, seems altogether incredible: it

is not juvenile human nature. And yet

it is the fact. So desirous of learning

are the dark-hued scholars of our South

ern States that their schools, when closed

for the three months of summer, that their

Northern teachers may return home to

recuperate, have been reopened and their

old teachers either engaged to remain or

new ones been employed of their own

color, and therefore somewhat inferior.

In some cases these vacation-teachers

have been the best and most advanced

of the scholars in the late schools, who

thus prepare themselves normally for

wider experience in school-teaching on

their own account. In Louisiana, in the

summer of 1868, I78 schools, with 6026

pupils, continued through July with their

old teachers. The same season, the

Superintendent of the Freedman’s Bu

reau in Mississippi made a special effort

to go through the hot weather with all

his healthily-located schools, and suc

ceeded : 75 day schools, with an average

attendance of 3500 scholars, and 47 Sun

day schools, with an average of 3800

pupils, were kept open through all the

heated term. In Kentucky, last year,

30 schools were continued through' Au

gust with 1521 pupils.

Such an eager desire for learning

makes the establishment of new schools

an easy task. And yet it is wonderful

to see how this intense longing for cul

ture on the part of the negro, met by the

 

nation in the Freedman’s Bureau and by

individuals in various benevolent organi

zations, has resulted in the establishment

of so many institutions of learning. Four

years of peace have intervened since the

light of freedom began to dawn upon the

dark chaos of ignorance that brooded over

the black man. Within these four years

there have been established colleges—too

often soi-di.\-ant universities—at Wash

ington (with its law, medical and theo

logical schools), Nashville, Atlanta, Ox

ford, Mobile, Alleghany; 31 normal

schools, at Hampton, Charleston, Ma

con, Talladega, Mobile and other places ;

high schools, at Wilmington, Beaufort,

Savannah, Memphis, Chattanooga and

Louisville; 50o graded schools, and 4400

common and Sunday schools, with an

attendance of 256,000 pupils, where four

years ago not a school nor a scholar

could be found.

These make an educational advance

such as the world has nowhere else seen.

In a few years these 500 graded schools,

these 39 normal and high schools, these

colleges and universities, will pour forth

an ample band of teachers, similar in

race to the taught; but even at this

early stage over a thousand of the teach

ers are colored.

Much of this educational work has

been done by the Freedman’s Bureau,

that has so faithfully guarded the inter

ests of the nation’s wards. But much

has also been done by a liberal charity,

developed in all denominations and

through manifold organizations. Of all

the societies, however, the American

Missionary Association has been the

most forward, chiefly because it was

earliest in the field. It has had at one

time nearly six hundred teachers in col

ored schools, educating 4o,ooo scholars.

In the retributive ordinance of a wise

Providence its first school was establish

ed at Fortress Monroe, very near the
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spot where, two hundred and forty-six

years before, the first cargo of slaves was

landed upon American soil. To—day,

that association has more normal schools

raising up corps of colored teachers than

there were States in the late Confederacy.

But it has also inaugurated a manual

labor normal school, that bids fair to

give a great impetus to the education of

the negro. This institute—located at

Hampton, Virginia, where General But

ler invented the audacious fiction “con

traband of war”—boards the scholars at

$I.75 per week, which is met by the

scholars laboring for a little more than a

day and a half each week. More than

two-thirds of their time is thus given to

education; and if the board seems cheap

and poor to us, we must remember that

this is one of the few cases where the

boarding school furnishes better board

than the scholars obtain at home. The

four hundred and twenty barrels of cab

bages the scholars have raised the past

year, the two hundred and thirty barrels

of peas, their strawberries, beets and

Cucumbers, have netted them two thou

sand dollars. They have paid their way.

The successful result of this plan is likely

to introduce this class of schools into

general use at the South. Already are

there seventeen industrial schools rais

ing up skilled laborers as well as scholars.

To comprehend fully the magnitude

of this educational advance, we must

recognize the circumstances under which

it has occurred.

The negro started with poverty—

houseless, landless, unskilled in labor,

and with a terrible prejudice against

him. He lives on large plantations,

away from great thorough fares, and where

there are no common schools after which

he can pattern. His time has been all

needed for his material support. He has

never known the beauty or excellence

of knowledge by personal acquaintance.

And yet through all ranks and ages there

is this universal, widespread desire for

knowledge. A teacher in Washington

told the writer the past winter—which

was one of unusual severity there from

lack of work—that many of her scholars

 

neither food nor fire, would sleep on the

bare ground of their miserable huts, and

then come to school the next morning

breakfastless: they had eaten no food

for twenty-four hours, but they would

come to school. The Superintendent of

Schools in Virginia says that more than

half of the pupils in the school at Louisa

Court-house live over three miles from

the school-house: many walk from five

to eight miles in the morning, and re

turn home again in the afternoon. At

Gordonsville, two girls walk nine miles

every morning and nine more back in

the afternoon. And this is no fitful de

sire for knowledge: they have been do

ing this for two years, except in the

muddiest weather, when they faithfully

study their lessons at home. Six hours’

walking every day that they may receive

six hours’ instruction ! There are seven

boys attending at the same school whose

homes are seven miles distant, with

Peter’s Mountain intervening, which they

cross twice a day to secure the advantages

of education. Dr. Vogell, of North Car

olina, reports that it is quite a common

thing for children to come to school

without any breakfast. Living in white

families, they are not able to get their

breakfast till after school-hours. One

young man, working in the post-office,

had an hour given him for dinner: he

preferred to spend that hour in school

and dined on a crust. Others have

worked for half wages in order to obtain

two or three hours for school. One of

the most promising boys has clothed

himself, earned his living in part, attend

ed school, and saved a couple of hun

dred dollars to buy his mother a home.

He is just twenty years of age, intends

studying law and is a fine speaker.

Many of the older girls, who are fitting

for teachers, support themselves, wholly

or in part, by taking in washing and

other work.  

From all parts of the South comes the

same report of self-sacrificing earnest

ness in the effort after an education.

This might be expected among those old

enough to appreciate the blessings of

education, but among the blacks it per

would go home at the day’s close to find | vades to some extent the very youngest
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scholars. They know that the eyes of

their race are upon them, eagerly watch

ing for the effects of that education for

which their parents have always longed

and of which they have ever been de

prived. To the negroes, more than to

any other race, knowledge is power.

They instinctively recognize the fact that

the great difference between them and

the white man is not color, but culture;

and culture they are determined to have.

There is something very touching in

seeing the extreme eagerness of the old

to learn at an age when learning can be

of but little use. In the night schools

at Washington I have frequently seen

the extremely aged, whose hairs were

whiter than their silver spectacles, learn

ing in the same class with the youngest

children. Children often become nor

mal teachers of their parents and grand

parents, whose days must be spent in

hard labor. One little girl saved all her

reward-cards to bestow on her grand

mother when she had learned a good

lesson. “Grandma,” said a little darkey

teacher of some seven summers, “if my

teacher had to tell me how to spell a

word as often asl have told you, she

would get tired to death.” Young and

old alike hunger for instruction.

Rapid as has been the change of pub

lic opinion in this country on every phase

of the negro question—and we must re

member that the hale gentleman of fifty

was a stout boy of seventeen when Wil

liam Lloyd Garrison was led through the

streets of Boston with a rope round his

neck—in none has it been more rapid

than at the South on the education and

suffrage of the black. Four years ago,

school-houses for the colored people

were burnt down and the teachers every

where assaulted: to-day, the Southern

mind accepts both facts as inevitable

necessities, and is already preparing to

like them at some far-distant date. Even

now it is willing to use them. The more

advanced thinkers of the South recog

nize the fact that reliable, skilled labor

is cheaper at a high price than unskilled

and unreliable labor at a low. In his

recent address before the National

Von. ll’.—43

 Teachers’ Association at Trenton, Gen

eral Howard said that the teachers are

now personally safe from assault: they

are only ostracized from all white society.

They must in many cases board with the

blacks. and be recognized by them alone

as acquaintances on the streets. On one

occasion, General Howard accompanied

two of his fair teachers to church and

was shown to a seat. The lady who

occupied the pew, when she lifted up

her eyes and beheld who were the in

truders, immediately vacated it and retired

in disgust to another part of the church !

But all this bitterness is dying out,

though but slowly. Occasionally a resi

dent clergyman will straggle in to see

if the “niggers” are really capable of

learning. Vilashington and Georgetown

give the same common-school education

to the blacks that they do to the whites.

The city of Petersburg in Virginia has

established a system of free schools for

all children, without distinction of race.

It receives aid from the Bureau and

from the Peabody fund only to the ex

tent of about one-fourth of the total ex

pense. Astonishing as it may seem, the

teachers in that city are mostly native

Virginians. They have braved and bro

ken down the unreasonable spirit of

social ostracism which has hitherto

awaited every one who should venture

to instruct colored children. In all hu

man probability, these Petersburg teach

ers are but the precursors of a great

cloud of Southern teachers who are to’

devote themselves to teaching every one

that will come to learn. ln Columbus,

Mississippi, where the school fund is de

rived from the rental of land given by

the United States, the city authorities

are now offering either to throw open the

doors of their free academy to colored

scholars—a proposition that would have

led to the destruction of the building

itself five years ago—or they will divide

the money on a pro rata basis. From

all parts of the South comes the same

report—that in the midst of obloquy, of

social ostracism, of Ku-Klux outrages,

of deep and bitter prejudice, the South

ern mind is slowly preparing to admit

the black race into the educational arena,
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just as it has been forced to admit him

to the ballot.

Thirty-two years ago the State of

Connecticut passed a law against teach

ing colored children of other States to

read in Connecticut, and the school

house of Prudence Crandall, of Canter

bury, was burned to the ground because

she was so far in advance of New Eng

land ideas as to teach colored children.

In 1854, Mrs. Douglas, herself a South

ern lady, was incarcerated in the com

mon jail at Norfolk for teaching the little'

darkies of Virginia to read. Three years

later, thirty-six citizens of Berea, in Ken

tucky, were driven out of that State to

Cincinnati for the crime of being con

nected with an educational institute for

the negroes. To-day, their education is

regarded as a duty in more than half the

States of the Union, and Christian lib

erality is consecrating nearly a million

of dollars a year to the elevation of the

black man. Very slowly has the wave

of prejudice ebbed southward, leaving

behind it many bare and unsightly wastes

of sand. Still it lms ebbed, steadily and

uniformly, and the once bare spots are

rapidly being covered with a hue more

pleasant to the philanthropic eye. Ten

years ago there was not a colored school

in the capital of the nation; to-day there

are seventy-seven. Then there was not

one black known to attend school south

of Mason’s and Dixon’s line; to-day

there are two hundred and fifty-six thou

sand of them, and still the work goes

on. The Freedman’s Bureau has come

to an end except in its educational work;

and that expires in a few months. The

black man realizes the rugged fact that

his education must be wrung from pov- .

erty and prejudice and ignorance—that

the burden of proof of his manhood rests

upon him. It is a work that demands co

operation and complete organization. It

is impossible to educate a nation of four

millions of people from without: their

education must come mainly from within.

The prison-doors of slavery have been

opened by the stern messenger of war :

if the freed captives are to walk forth

the equals of their fellow-men, the work

is theirs—n0 one can do it for them.

And they are doing it. We have brought

forward some of the statistics of the

schools, but these give but a small idea

of the change for the better in morals,

cleanliness, language and thought. To

day, more than half the colored schools

are taught by white men: in ten years,

the universities, colleges and normal

schools of which we have spoken will

send forth a corps of teachers amply

sufficient for every negro school in the

United States.

In the October Number of this Maga

zine, Mr. George Fitzhugh argues that it

is an injury to the black man to educate

him. These facts are an answer to his

assertions. We care not to ask Mr.

Fitzhugh whether Frederick Douglass

would best employ the talents God has

given him as a laborer in the fields, or

as a laborer on a newspaper in Western

New York, helping to mould public

opinion? We simply point him to the

educational facts of this article, and ask

him whether it is in the power of any

one to hinder a nation that has the

franchise from acquiring an education ?

WILLIAM R. HoomzR.



AN ACTUAR2"’S STORT

AN ACTUARY’S STORY.

IT was the era of cheapeating-houses,

and though then only a small boy,

and the youngest clerk in a life-insurance

company, I daily indulged in the luxury

of a dinner at the Hotel de Sweeney,

which flourished for so many years in

the neighborhood of the Post-office. It

was there, one sultry day in the summer

of 1848, that I met the eccentric cha

racter who is the subject of my story. I

had despatched a small slice of beef and

a single soggy potato when he approach

ed the table at which I was seated, and,

tossing his hat upon the window-ledge,

called out in a shrill tone,

“ Waiter—here, waiter—l say. Bring

me dinner, and bring it quickly. A bowl

of soup, slice of venison, broiled shad,

pot of coffee, stewed rabbit, crackers and

cheese, and a bottle of brandy. Mind!

a bottle, not a glam, for nothing has en

tered my mouth but foul air and the

fumes of an oyster-cellar since this time

yesterday.”

My attention arrested by this rapid

harangue, I looked up at the newcomer.

He was not far from fifty, but he had a

certain energetic air about him that

made him appear several years younger.

He was somewhat stout—in fact, rather

corpulent—but the flesh lay on his ribs

in ridges, being, as it were, corrugated

by a tightly-fitting surtout, which, though

the day was sultry, he wore buttoned

closely up to the chin, leaving nothing

white in view but a stifliy-starched shirt

collar, which rose so high from his neck

that it momently threatened to cut ofi0

his ears. The upper half of his figure

had thus the appearance of a bag of

feathers tied round with cords, but the

lower half, encased as it was in very

narrow trousers, closely resembled the

legs of a pair of tongs, jointed at the

knees, but too tightly bound about to

admit of free motion or a kneeling atti

tude. His boots were brightly polished,

and his hat, though almost destitute of

nap, was set jauntily on one side of his

 
head at the precise angle of a ship on

its beam-ends. His hair and beard,

which were scrupulously brushed, were

of a hue closely resembling that of a

boiled tomato covered with a thin fall of

snow; and this, with a prominent nose,

large gray eyes, and a seamed, wrinkled

face of the precise complexion of sole

leather, gave him a striking and alto

gether nondescript appearance.

While I was making these observa

tions the waiter had brought the stranger

his dinner, and he set about the meal

with an appetite that indicated either

robust health or long fasting. An empty

goblet was on the salver with the de

canter of brandy, and it struck me as

singular that he at once directed the

servant to remove it from the table.

Observing the half-curious, half-amused

look with which I noticed this proceed

ing, he accosted me as follows :

“ It is thus, my boy, that I put away

temptation. An intoxicating dram has

not passed my lips these five years, but

long habit has made the fumes of alcohol

essential to my digestion. I use it as a

woman uses her smelling-salts;” and,

applying the brandy to his nostrils, he

took a long draught of its aroma.

“ The habit is somewhat singular,

sir,” I replied, smiling; “ but it has the

merit of economy.”

“ Yes: it costs next to nothing, and

it serves every purpose of drinking, ex

cept the simple one of oblivion ; and ob

livion, my lad !——there is no such thing

as that. The man who seeks it in the

brandy bottle plunges into a fire that is

unquenchable. I know, for once I drank

like a fish—drank to find that very ob

livion.”

“ It must have been sore trouble that

could have driven you to that, sir.”

“ Trouble !” and the man’s voice sank

and his words came slow and with a

painful effort. A singular light, too.

flashed from out his great gray eyes.

revealing a depth of character not to be
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looked for in a man of such nondescript,

almost uncouth exterior. “Trouble !”

he repeated: “ that is not the word. It

was a nameless thing—a thing to make

the blood run cold and the heart itself

stand still with horror.”

His tone and manner sent an icy chill

through me, and for a moment I said

nothing. Then I drew my chair nearer

the table, and in an earnest, sympa

thizing way, remarked: “It must have

been something terrible, sir, when you

are so moved at its mere mention—

something more than loss of property,

though you must have seen better days.”

“ Better days !” he exclaimed. “ My

ships have been on every sea, my name

good for a million half the world over;

and now, my boy, I am a life agent, with

not enough to keep me thirty days from

the almshouse.”

“A life agent!” I answered: “why,

sir, I am in a life office!”

“Indeed ! What one?”

I told him, and soon afterward, as I

rose to go, he added, “I have taken a

liking to you, my boy: do you dine here

often ?”

“ Yes, sir—every day.”

“Then we shall meet again, for I

come here myself occasionally.”

It was a week before we met again,

and then it was not at the Hotel de

Sweeney, but at the office of the life

company. The president, Mr. Fielding,

had made his morning appearance when

the stranger entered, but, giving no heed

to him, he walked directly up to my desk,

at the back of the president’s, and ac

costed me as follows: “ How are you,

my boy? I have been out of town, or

I should have met you at dinner.”

I had scarcely time to return his

greeting before Mr. Fielding rose, and

taking the stranger by the hand, said, in

a tone that was more than usually cor

dial and sympathetic, “ Why, my friend,

how do you do? It’s long since we’ve

met.”

“ Yes, it is, Mr. Fielding,” he answer

ed, with a certain air of quiet dignity;

“ but times, you know, are changed with

me. My daughter’s health keeps me

much at home, and when I’m in town

 

my every hour is taken up in struggling

for a living.”

“ Then times have changed with you,

indeed; but sit down: tell me what you

are doing?”

“ Following your profession—canvass

ing for life policies; and I’ve come to

ask if you don’t want the services of an

active young man like myself.”

He smiled as he said this, but his

tone told that he was in earnest in the

application. His appearance had greatly

improved: in fact, he looked almost an

other individual ; but I soon discovered,

much to my surprise, that this trans

formation was due wholly to an unbut

toned coat and a ruffled shirt bosom.

Mr. Fielding answered cordially, “I

shall be delighted to have you act for us.

You can come and go when you like, and

be altogether your own master.”

He came with us at once, but was

seldom at the office—never, in fact, ex

cept to present some application for in

surance. However, the risks he took

were always large, and he was soon in

receipt of a liberal income. With this

change in his circumstances his personal

appearance underwent a decided improve

ment. His hat took on a nap; his trou

sers grew longer in the legs; and his

tightly-fitting surtout was exchanged for

a loose sack cut in the latest fashion.

Before this transformation occurred,

however, he entered the office one day

and asked to see the medical examiner.

He was closeted with that gentleman for

half an hour, and. when he came out of

his room I learned that he had made

application for an insurance on his own

life. I made out the policy, for I was

now sixteen, and had risen to the post

of policy clerk. It was for twenty thou

sand dollars, and was payable at his

death to his daughter, or, as he expressed

it in the application, “ to my child, Lucy,

in case she survives me; but in case she

j does not, then to my nearest of kin,

Richard Messelrode, Esq., to be by him

disposed of according to directions which

I shall leave at my decease.”

This last was a singular provision, and

it added to the mystery which enveloped

this singular man. He was, as I have
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said, seldom at the office, but I often

met him at the restaurant, and we soon

came to be in intimate and friendly rela

tions ; so much so, that he would occa

sionally say to me, “ Come promptly at

one o’clock, my boy, for a half hour is

short, and the one I spend with you is

the happiest I have outside of my home.

I like boys: they bring back to me my

own boyhood.”

But, notwithstanding these frequent

meetings and our constantly increasing

intimacy, he never again alluded to the

subject of our first interview—never told

me anything of his life, or even disclosed

his place of residence. About this last

he was especially reticent. All of his

letters came to, and were mailed from,

our office, and, owing to his frequent

absences, they often accumulated largely.

Once, I remember, when they had been

uncalled for a fortnight, Mr. Fielding

said to him, “ Tell us where you live,

and we will forward your letters.”

“I live nowhere, sir,” he answered,

somewhat tartly; “or, rather, I live halfa

mile from nowhere. My letters will keep.

They can wait until I call for them.”

When he was gone the president

turned about to me and said, smiling,

“ Dick, your friend is not over-commu

nicative about himself.”

“No, sir: there is a mystery about

him. Who is he, sir?”

“ When I was a boy,” he answered,

“ he was one of the largest down-town

merchants, trading with Europe, China

and the West Coast of Africa. But in

’37 his house failed, owing, it was said,

to his having been away several years,

traveling in Europe. He returned soon

afterward, but I have seen and known

very little of him since.”

So things went on for more than three

years, the business of the new agent

constantly increasing in even a greater

ratio than the general business of the

company. Then—I think it was in the

winter of l85l—l remarked that for an

entire month he did not make his ap

pearance at the office. One morning, as

I was conjecturing what could be the

cause of his prolonged absence, Mr.

Fielding, who sat at his desk opening

 

the mail, turned suddenly to me and

said, “ Dick, look at the paper: see at

what hour the next train leaves for New

Haven.”

“ At half-past ten, sir.”

“Then I’ve only time to get to the

cars. Call at my house as you go to

supper and tell Mrs. Fielding that I am

summoned suddenly out of town, and

shall not be home to-night. Mr. Mer

rick can open the rest of the letters.”

Then, drawing on his overcoat, he

hastily left the office.

I found him at his desk when I went

down on the following morning, and I

had no sooner entered the office than he

said to me, “ Dick, I want you to go for

Mr. Merrick: be as quick as you can,

and ask him to come immediately.”

In half an hour I returned with the

actuary, and then the two had a long and

low conversation together. At last Mr.

Fielding, who had all the while sat in

his overcoat, rose to go out, and as he

passed my desk I heard him say to Mr.

Merrick, “ He can’t last more than a day

or two. I had better stay till it is over.”

Who was this who could not last

more than a day or two? I did not

know, but my inward sense told me it

was our eccentric agent.

Mr. Fielding did not return till the

third day following. Then I again found

him at his desk when I went down town

in the morning. He was thoughtful

and abstracted, but after a time turned

about on his chair, and said to me,

“ Richard, you and your mother live

alone together?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ How large a house have you?”

“Six rooms and a pigeon-hole of an

attic.”

“That’ll do. When you go home this

afternoon will you tell your motherI will

call on her this evening?”

“ Yes, sir,” I answered; and as he

was again turning around to his desk, I

added, “ Mr. Fielding, will you let me

ask you if anything has happened to

Mr. M ?”

“ Yes, Richard: he is dead. He died

just before I left his house, a little after

midnight.”
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Early that evening Mr. Fielding came

to my mother’s house, and asked for a

private interview with her and myself.

We went into the parlor, and were there

with closed doors for an hour together.

During that hour he disclosed the cause

of his absence from the office, and lifted

the veil of mystery that overhung the

life of our eccentric agent.

As has been already said, while Mr.

Fielding was yet a boy Mr. M was

a great merchant, with ships on every

sea and a name good for a million half

the world over. He inherited the larger

portion of his property, but his own

wealth, large as it was, had been greatly

augmented by an early marriage with a

beautiful and accomplished woman, the

only daughter of one of those large land

ed proprietors who in very recent years

were known as “patroons” along the

banks of the Hudson. One child, a

daughter, was the fruit‘of this marriage.

She was very beautiful, with fair hair,

and eyes and features that revealed a

soul all alive with intelligence and

warmth of feeling. An only child, she

was the idol of her parents, and not a

cloud overshadowed her young life until

the death of her mother, which occurred

when she was just emerging into woman

hood. She had now nothing left but her

father, and instinctively she turned to

him for sympathy and support in her

great bereavement. But, weighed down

by his own grief, he seemed to forget

that of his daughter. Always greatly

absorbed in his extensive business, he

now became more engrossed than ever,

as if seeking thus to drown the recollec

tion of his sorrow. He was, too, often

absent from home, leaving his daughter

alone for days together. In these cir

cumstances a devilish chance threw in

her way a man who, under the guise of

sympathy, drew out all the warm strength

of her affectionate nature. He was young,

brilliant and well connected—the son of a

Liverpool correspondent of Mr. M ,

and the American agent of his father’s

establishment. His visits soon became

frequent, and it was not long before the

two were secretly betrothed—secretly,

 

 

 
because, though he knew nothing against

the young man’s character, the father

felt for him an instinctive aversion. At

last the betrothal came to the father’s

knowledge, and he forbade the young

man the house, adding in his anger that

he should never marry his daughter, or,

if he did, that it would be without a

dollar of his fortune. The Englishman

went away greatly incensed, and vowing

a terrible vengeance for the insult. But

the intimacy did not end. It was con

tinued in stolen interviews. Thus things

went on for nearly a year, when, going

home one day at his usual hour in the

afternoon, Mr. M found on his desk

the following note from his daughter:

 

“ DEAR FATHER:

“ You have driven William from the

house, and you persist in misunderstand

ing him and his intentions. He d0es

love me, dear father, and he does not

seek my fortune. He is willing to take

me without a dollar; and he will prove

to you in the future that he is every

thing that is honorable. I love you, my

dear father, but I cannot live without

him. I have consented to go away with

him, and to be married at his father’s

house, in Liverpool. But I will come

back to you, and the love and duty I

shall always give you hereafter will make

you forget this one step I have taken

against your wishes.”

It was four o’clock, and the steamer

had sailed at twelve, so pursuit was

hopeless. The stricken man bowed his

head upon his hands, and gave way to a

storm of grief and anger. All the night

he walked his room, and in the morn

ing went to the office of his Liverpool

correspondent. The clerks had no

knowledge of the absence of the mana

ger, and affirmed that he could not have

gone away, for he had drawn nothing

from bank, and could not have had

about him money enough for the voyage.

Puzzled and bewildered, Mr. M

went away, but in half an hour one of

the clerks came to him at his office. He

had just discovered that the young Eng

lishman had, the day before, drawn from

bank every dollar that the firm had on
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deposit, and had actually gone away on

the steamer. The sum taken was large

—over ten thousand dollars—and this

showed conclusively that the absconding

manager had no intention of going to his

father’s house in Liverpool.

Another steamer did not sail for a

week, and in that week the stricken man

underwent suffering enough to atone for

the mistakes ofa lifetime. What to him

now were friends, wealth and honorable

position—what, with his only child un

known leagues away and in the clutches

of a villain ?

The next steamer saw him on the way

to Europe. Landing at Liverpool, he

sought at once his correspondent., The

worthy gentleman had not seen his son,

and only that morning had heard of his

departure from New York. So the

father’s worst fears were realized. His

daughter had fallen a victim to the arts

of a gilded villain. Without a marriage

ring she was living with the man, al

ready perhaps a prey to the shame and

misery that were sure to overwhelm her

when she awoke to her true condition.

Detectives were employed, and the

fugitives were tracked to the Continent,

but there all trace of them ended. The

father, however, did not relinquish the

pursuit. Alone he wandered over Eu

rope, but for a whole year his search

was fruitless. Then one night he saw

them together in the dress-circle of a

crowded theatre in Vienna. The young

man’s features bore traces of deep dissi

pation: lmr face wore a simple look, but

she was decked out in a gaudy finery

that told plainly of some mighty change

that had occurred in the once pure and

spotless woman. The father sprang to

his feet and rushed toward the box

which they occupied. When he reached

it, it was empty: they had flown, no one

knew whither. Again the police were

set at work, and they were traced into

France, and thence, from Dover, into

the wilderness of London. Here, under

an assumed name, the father continued

his inquiries. By day and night for a

whole year he followed the search, never

resting; but all was of no avail: not a

trace did he get of the fugitives. At

 
last even his hope gave way, and then it

was that he sought oblivion in the bottle.

He drank deeply, and often for weeks

would lay almost unconscious with in

toxication. Then he would come to

himself, and again would resume -his

search with a sort of frantic energy. He

filled the newspapers with offers of re

ward, and he covered the city walls with

descriptions of his lost daughter; but,

far away or hidden near at hand in some

secret nook—perhaps some haunt of

vice—she eluded his utmost vigilance.

At last—it was at the end of another

year—as he was recovering from a long

debauch, he went out for a morning walk

in one of the most secluded parts of

London. Scarcely yet sober, he was,

with the help of his cane, staggering

along the half-deserted street when a

female figure flitted by him and entered

a carriage which was in waiting at a

neighboring corner. Something in her

appearance arrested his attention, and

turning about he gazed after the retreat

ing woman. It was his long-lost daugh

ter! Instantly sobered by the shock,

he sprang after her, shouting her name

loudly; but the carriage door was closed,

and the vehicle rolled rapidly away to

ward the heart of London. Fast it went,

but as fast he followed, until at last he

overtook a hack going in the same direc

tion. Springing into it almost breathless,

he shouted to the driver, “A hundred

guineas if you catch up with yonder car

riage !” The driver plied his whip, but

his horse was a clumsy beast, and they

entered Bloomsbury Square only to see

the retreating vehicle turn a distant

corner. Again he shouted to the coach

man, and again the coachman plied his

whip, and now with such effect that they

reached the neighboring street in time

to see the pursued carriage drawn up

before the doorway of a tall brick house

with faded front and closed shutters. A

woman was going up the steps, and a

man was following. He was the Eng

lishman. The door of the house closed

as the wheels of the hack grated against

the curbstone. Instantly he was on the

sidewalk and ascending the steps of the

dwelling.
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“ Not in there—not in there, sir !”

shouted the coachman. “It’s one of

the worst sort: I wouldn’t trust myself

in there without a score of police, even

by daylight.”

But his words were drowned by the

loud ringing of the door-bell, and in a

moment the father stood face to face

with the fallen daughter. She uttered a

piercing shriek and fell down senseless,

and then he bent forward to raise her

from the floor and to bear her away from

the building. As he did so the Eng

lishman sprang in between him and his

child. No words were spoken, and it

was all the work of a moment. But the

Englishman was thrown to the ground,

then lifted in the air and thrown to the

ground again, and then left there, sense

less, on the'marble floor of the hallway.

In another moment the father, with his

daughter in his arms, had entered the

hack and driven away to Morley’s.

She was insensible all the way, and

for an hour after their arrival at the hotel

she did not regain consciousness. Then

a rap came at the door of the room they

occupied, and, opening it, the unhappy

father was accosted by a burly man as

follows: “I am an officer. In the

queen’s name I arrest you for murder.”

“ I-'or murder ! What murder?”

“ The murder of a gambler at a no

torious house in Bloomsbury Square.

The coachman who brought you here is

outside, ready to identify you.”

Then the daughter opened her eyes,

and looked up vacantly at her father.

He went to her, spoke tenderly to her,

called her by all the endearing names of

her girlhood; but she thrust him from

her, saying, “Go away! go away! I

hate men. Oh leave me alone: you

would leave me alone if you only knew

I am so very wretched.”

The officer then said, “ Sir, I cannot

wait. I pity you, but I must do my

duty.”

Then the wretched father was forced

away, and the more wretched daughter

was left alone to the tender mercies of

strangers.

They took him to prison, and he lay

there for many weeks, and then his trial

 

came off at the Old Bailey. This trial

. Mr. Fielding found reported in a news

paper slip which the unhappy man had

carefully preserved among his papers.

On the margin of this slip, in the bold

hand of Mr. M ,is the following en

dorsement: “ From the Londau Times

of Sept. to, 18—.” The extract is as

follows:

“ An affecting scene occurred yester

day at the Old Bailey. It was a sad

glimpse of real life, but the finding of

the jury gives evidence that British

hearts are not yet utterly callous to hu

man suffering.

“ Lord Chief-Justice Tindale presiding,

George Hammond, an American gentle

man, was placed at the bar to be tried

on an indictment found against him by

the grand\jury for the willful murder,

with malice aforethought, of William

Baldwin, a notorious gamester. The

prisoner was a man of prepossessing

appearance. His eyes were clear and

mild, and his whole bearing gave evi

dence of subdued sadness and resigna

tion. He was forty-one years of age,

had a soft, pleasant voice, and a quiet

dignity of manner that denoted genteel

breeding and education.

“ Being called upon to plead, the pris

oner admitted that he killed Baldwin,

and added that he deplored the act, but

on his soul and conscience did not con

sider himself guilty of murder.

“ A jury was then impaneled to try the

prisoner. The indictment was read, and

the act of killing being admitted, the

government rested its case and the pris

oner was called upon for his defence.

Rising and turning toward the court and

the jury, he addressed them as follows :

‘My lord and gentlemen, my justifica

tion, ifjustification I have, is to be found

in the recital of a few circumstances.

Three years ago I lost a daughter, then

fifteen years of age, and the sole me

morial of a beloved wife whom it had

pleased God to recall to himself. I lost

her, but I did not see her die. She dis

appeared—was stolen from me by a vil

lain. Under promise of marriage he

wrought her destruction. She was a

charming child, and I had no one else
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in the world to love me. Gentlemen,

what I suffered cannot be described:

you cannot imagine it. The villain

brought her to England and I followed

—followed them half over Europe. In

advertising, on detectives and in fruitless

searches I have expended a large fortune,

but all without avail. I saw them once

at Vienna, but they eluded me and came

here to London. That was two years

ago, and for these two years, during all

of my rational moments, I have sought

them in every alley and byway of this

great city. At length, on Friday, the

fourteenth of last July, I was passing

along a narrow street leading from the

Smithfield cattle market. A young wo

man suddenly passed me and entered a

carriage which was in waiting at the

street corner. It was my daughter, and

in the carriage with her was her destroyer.

I followed, and saw them enter a house

near Bloomsbury Square. I was told it

was a place of notorious character, but

this made me only the more eager for

my child’s rescue. I rang the bell, she

opened the door, and, seeing me, fell to

the floor senseless. I was about to raise

her in my arms when he stepped between

me and my rescued child. I do not well

remember the rest. A film came before

my eyes. I know not how it was. I,

habitually gentle—gentle almost to weak

ness—seized him by the throat and dash

ed him to the ground. Then I raised

him in the air and dashed him to the

ground again; and then, with my insen

sible child in my arms, I rushed from

the building. An hour afterward I was

.told I had taken his life, and I repented

what I had done; but a fortnight later

I was sorry—sorry he had not had ten

lives, that I might have taken them all

at that one moment.’

“ ‘These are not Christian senti

ments,’ said the chief-justice, interrupt

ing the prisoner. ’ How can you expect

the court or the jury to look with favor

on your defence, or how can you expect

God to forgive you, if you do not for

give him—the man whom you sent, all

unprepared, into the presence of his

Maker ?’

MI know, my lord,’ answered the

 

prisoner, ‘what will be your judgment

and that of the jury; but God lms for

given me: I feel it in my heart. You

know not, I knew not when I killed him,

all the evil that man had done to my

child. It was at the moment when all

that evil was revealed to me that I felt

that terrible thirst for vengeance. Some

compassionate people brought my daugh

ter to me in the prison, and then, my

lord, I learned—I learned that she was

no longer my child—no longer pure and

spotless as she once was, but corrupt in

body and soul, her manner and language

infamous, and her reason altogether gone;

so that she did not even recognize me,

her father. Do you comprehend, my

lord? That man had robbed me of the

love and the soul of my child ! And I-—

I had killed him but once!’

“ A murmur ran through the crowded

room, and the foreman of the jury rose

and addressed the chief-justice. ’ My

lord,’ he said, ’we have agreed upon a

verdict.’

MI understand you, gentlemen,’ an

swered the chief-justice; ’but the law

must take its course. Imust sum up

the case, and then you will retire to de

liberate.’

“ The case having been summed up,

the jury retired, but in a moment they

returned into court with a verdict of

‘ Not guilty.’

“ The scene which followed is inde

scribable. A deafening shout went up

from the crowd, who over benches and

chairs rushed upon the prisoner to bear

him away in triumph. Even the women

forced themselves into the prisoner’s

dock, hung about his neck and covered

him with caresses. At last the sheriff

restored some degree of order, and then

with a strong escort led the acquitted

man from the court; but the crowd fol

lowed, with deafening shouts and huzzas,

all the way to his lodgings.”

Little remains to be told of this over

true story. Some benevolent people had

cared for the daughter while the father

was in prison, and with her he soon

sailed for America. Arrived here, he

found his great commercial house had
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gone down in the financial tornado

which in the autumn of 1837 swept over

the country. But he cared little for this

loss of fortune. All his time and all his

thought were now given to the restora

tion of his daughter. Saving some little

from the commercial wreck, he took a

small cottage in the country, and there,

with a faithful servant of his family, de

voted himself tothe care of the invalid.

There no prying eyes looked in upon

them, for none there knew him as the

once great merchant, or as the principal

actor in that fearful tragedy. Under his

ceaseless love and care there gradually

came back to his child her reason, but

with it, too, came bitter regrets and har

rowing recollections. These undermined

her health, and threw her into a long and

lingering consumption. Day by day he

watched her fading slowly away, but day

by day there came to him consolation ; for

he saw her now clothed and in her right

mind, and sitting at the feet of Jesus.

\

THE INDIAN SUMMER.

HE slant sun shines through golden air,

From Southern skies his radiance sending

O’er sober fields and tree-tops bare

A glory with a shadow blending.

’Tis not the fierce and ardent blaze

That poured from August skies its splendor,

But, mellowed by an opal haze,

A brightness dearer and more tender.

Thus on some gray cathedral’s walls

A flood of mystic glory, streaming

Through topaz-tinted windows, falls

With half-subdued and tremulous gleaming.

Departing Autumn, lingering, throws

A silver veil o’er lake and meadow,

And each enchanted distance shows

A fairy scene, half hid in shadow.

 

  

At last his money gave out, and he was

forced to resort to some means of gain

ing a livelihood. It was at this period

that I made his acquaintance.

This was what Mr. Fielding told us

in that long interview, and as he ended

the narration he said to my mother,

“ She is failing fast—she has not long to

live: give hera home and a mother’s

love: it will be only a few months at the

farthest.”

It was only a few months, and then

we laid her by her father’s side in the

secluded spot where she had found the

Saviour. That wasseventeen years ago;

but even now we never speak of her with

out a swelling sigh and a falling tear for

“ poor Lucy.”

In accordance with her father’s will,

the avails of the life policy went, at

Lucy’s death, to the “Home for Out

cast Women.”

 

 

EDMUND KIRKIL
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The lake lies still beneath the mist,

Beneath white clouds that o’er her hover—

A sleeping beauty yet unkissed

By the west wind, her loitering lover.

A fragrance born of falling leaves

Floats on the calm and unstirred ether,

The last faint sigh that Autumn heaves—

Farewell and benison together.

Along the marge of lake or stream,

Each homely cot, each leafless willow,

Borne on the mist’s pale bosom, seem

Uplifted on some airy billow.

Soft languor in the atmosphere,

A dim, mysterious dreamy essence,

Fills this sweet twilight of the year,

And lulls us by its magic presence.

Sweet memories of forgotten hours,

Responsive longings, crowd the bosom;

So in the scent of long-plucked flowers

Lives yet the Summer’s wealth of blossom.

Oh when departs life’s summer day,

When graver years shall gather o’er me,

Mine be the soft and mellow ray

That fills these golden days with glory.

CECIL DARE.

OUR MONTHLY GOSSIP.

HE present Number closes the

Fourth Volume of this Magazine,

and its second year. The next will be

a' Holiday Number, and will contain,

with numerous illustrations, a Christmas

Story by Mr. F. R. Stockton, entitled

“ The Fairy and the Ghost,” together

with other papers suited to the season.

The Hon. Robert Dale Owen’s serial

novel, “ Beyond the Breakers,” will be

concluded in the February Number, and

the “ Vicar” shortly thereafter. It is not

 
proposed to follow them immediately

by any other long serial, so that room

will be made for a variety of excellent

articles now on hand and awaiting their

turn for publication. While we have no

apologies to make for the past, and are

willing to let the Magazine speak for

itself, our readers may be assured that

no effort or expense will be spared to

raise its standard of merit still higher in

the future.

‘ The publishers respectfully announce
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that, in addition to Lzh9incatt’s and the

Sunday /llagazine, they have com

menced the publication in this country

of Good Words, a monthly which has a

deservedly high reputation wherever the

English language is read; and also of a

profusely illustrated juvenile magazine,

entitled Good PVard.r for the Young.

In these various periodicals, a prospec

tus of which will be found elsewhere, all

tastes are consulted, and among their

contents, taken together, every member

of a family will find congenial reading.

We beg to call attention to a paper in

the present Number on “ The Coming

Crisis in Canada,” which contains infor

mation that will be new to the American

public. We may add that it is under

stood a project is on foot looking to

the appointment of a joint.commission

by Great Britain, the United States and

Canada to consider and report upon equi

table terms for the annexation of all

British North America to the United

States. The advantages which would

accrue to ourselves from such a union

are too obvious to need recapitulation;

and no serious opposition will arise from

Great Britain. The principal difficulty

in the way will come from the feeling ex

cited across the border by the senseless

and patronizing tone in which too many

American demagogues on the platform

and in the press speak of Canada. The

Canadians naturally do not relish the

idea of annexation by brute force—the

way an anaconda annexes a rabbit, the

way the Romans annexed their Sabine

wives—but our friends in the Dominion

may be assured that such a thought is as

foreign to the minds of all genuine Amer

icans as it is unsupported by precedent

in the history of this country. Since

the United States were a nation they

have purchased Florida, Louisiana, Cali

fornia and Alaska; but they have con

quered no territory, Texas, the apparent

exception, having come in voluntarily

and belonging to them by right, with its

existing boundaries. Every American

 
statesman dreads the expense of a war;

and moreover forcible annexation is con

trary to the principles of a government

which proclaims that its just powers are

derived from the consent of the governed.

Other objections on the part of the Ca

nadians are—the unsettled finances of

this republic, its elective judiciary, its

want of a responsible Cabinet, and the

fear that Canada would not get its due

share of the patronage of the general

government. All these matters are

proper subjects for the consideration of

the commissioners who may be appoint

ed by the three Powers interested. In

a future Number the author of “ The

Coming Crisis in Canada” expects to

discuss these points, and to consider

the question of Annexation in all its

aspects.

. . . Governments often license a cause

of mischief, and then punish the effect—

create a false institution, and then en

deavor to counteract its baleful influence.

A more striking instance of this sort has

perhaps never been found than was ex

hibited in the “ Gold Room” at New

York on the memorable 24th of Sep

tember last, when speculation made its

grandest, wildest demonstration, and

showed to the world what it could do,

and also, very strikingly, what it could

not do when government with its mighty

forces entered the terrible arena with the

Bulls and Bears, and decided the con

test between them.

The premium had been carried up to

sixty-two and a half per cent. A tele

gram from Washington brought it down

in an instant to thirty. Five hundred

millions of gold, it is said, had been

bought and sold on that day; and there

had been lost or won some forty mil

lions! Such a slaughter of innocents

as the news from Washington occasioned

was never known before. Men worth

millions were made bankrupts in a mo

ment. The speculators were severely

punished by the Secretary of the Treas

ury, but whether Bulls or Bears suffered

most severely is not yet determined. In

view of all the facts, not a few are ready

to exclaim, “Served them right, no mat

ter which side got the worst of it !”
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Before we render such a verdict, how

ever, would it not be well to inquire who

is to blame for all the fearful results of

such a demonstration? To what muse

is this widespread disaster and demoral

ization to be attributed? What made it

possible—nay, what made it certain—

that events like these would take place?

What created such a gambling Pande

monium as the New York Gold Room?

These are the questions to be answered ;

and answered, we think, they may be by

asking a few other questions: Would

there have been any gold gambling at all

if there had been no premium on gold?

Would there have been any such premi

‘um if the currency of the country had

been at par with gold? Would not the

currency have been at par with gold if it

had not been greatly redundant? How

came there to be such an excess of cur

rency compared with the natural wants

of the country? There can be but one

answer. Congress, during the war and

from supposed necessity, issued some

four hundred millions of its own notes,

and authorized the so-called National

banks to issue three hundred millions

more; and when the war was over, and

the supposed necessity no longer existed,

Congress did not retrace its steps and

gradually withdraw its own notes. Could

it not have readily done this? Could

not the greenbacks have been gradually

converted into bonds and thus the cur

rency have been restored to its natural

limits? Undoubtedly it might. Then

why was it not done? And if Congress

might have done this, and did not, who

is to blame for the mad speculations in

gold and the general derangement of

business inflicted upon the country?

' But it may be said in reply, “ All this

is no justification of the Ring.” Granted,

if you please. We certainly have no

sympathy with the speculating fraternity.

We would not share in their profits or

their plagues, but we protest against

holding a little band of operators in Wall

street responsible for the crimes and dis

asters of gold speculation. Far from it.

We look for the CAUSE of all this, and

we find it in the criminal delinquency of

the Congress of the United States in not

 
taking immediate and decisive measures,

as soon as the great struggle was closed,

for the gradual restoration of the cur

rency, by the withdrawal of its forced

circulation and the repeal of the Legal

Tender Act. We see, as every reflect

ing man must see, that all this was fea

sible, and that there is no apology what

ever for not doing it. When, therefore,

we hear men denouncing “the Gold Ring”

for deranging the monetary affairs of the

country and raising the rate of interest

so high as to be ruinous to trade, we say

that all this is the natural and inevitable

consequence of such a currency as Con

gress allows to exist. And then, again,

are the small cliques in New York and

other large cities the only persons en

gaged in gold speculation ? Very far from

that. Every importer in the nation is

tempted to speculate, and the great body

of importers do. They have engage

ments to meet for gold to pay duties.

Now, if the present premium is, say,

thirty per cent., and they believe it is

likely to be higher a month ahead, when

they know they will be called upon to

pay duties, they buy the gold at once:

if they think the premium will be lower,

they borrow the gold now, to be returned

thirty days hence. All this is fair and

honorable, but are not operations of this

sort in fact speculations? and do they

not affect the market as truly as those

of the' Ring? Even the retired capital

ist who hoards his coupons when gold

is worth only thirty, and brings them

forward when they will command thirty

five, is a speculator. So of every dealer

in flour for export, every purchaser of

imported goods: all alike are directly,

and without any fault of their own, inte

rested in the rise and fall of the gold

premium, and they will act in view of

that fact; and thus they are, in so far,

spesulatars as truly as any combination

in Wall street.

The fluctuating premium on gold in

troduces the element of CHANCE into all

the business of the country. We are a

nation of speculators, and we cannot

help it while the government compels us

to use a false and fluctuating standard of

value. If such are the facts in the case,



686 [Dsc.OUR MONTHL T GOSSIP.

we ask again, Who is to blame for all

the evils which gold gambling and a de

preciated currency inflict upon the trade,

industry and morals of the country?

An American gentleman now resident

abroad, whose ready pen has more than

once contributed to our columns, writes

thus about the Countess Guiccioli, a lady

whom her late eccentric husband used

to introduce as “ La Marquise de Boissy,

ma femme, ancienne maitresse de Byron!”

and who is now at work writing a biog

raphy of the Marquis:

Apropos of the “True Story of Lord By

ron‘s Life,” which has been the great literary

sensation this fall, not only in America, but

also in England and France, I must tell you

ofa visit paid some time since to the famous

Countess Guiccioli, or, as her present title is,

the Marquise de Boissy. It had already been

rumored that the Marquise had in prepara

tion, and nearly completed, lzer version of the

career of the author. of Don Yuan and 77zz

Cormir. One of our enterprising American

publishers, a personal friend, knowing me to

be in Paris, wrote and urged me to endeavor

to procure for him the advance sheets of the

book, for translation and publication in the

United States. Knowing no one who could

give me an introduction to the Marquise, and

judging that the only way to succeed in my

errand was to see her in person, I resolved to

present myself to her mm cérémonie, and state

the object of my visit mm' n’rcumloruh’on. I

was too late to secure the sheets, but not too

late to see and converse with the woman

whose name is so closely, if ignominiously,

associated with the romance of Byron’s Con

tinental life.

The Marquise resides in one of those quiet,

sombre streets which branch off from the

outer line of boulevards, not far from the Rue

de la Chaussée d’Antin—a quiet, modest, by

no means aristocratic little thoroughfare, with

plain houses and an air of moderate respect

ability. Her residence is in no way distin

guished from the rest : there is no garden be

hind high walls, no spacious court, such as

you find in the aristocratic Faubourg St. Ger

main, where you would imagine the widow

of a proud old Legitimist marquis would

live. The house stands square on the street:

a plain door admits to an equally plain—I

was about to say, shabby—vestibule. Neither

does the Marquise keep up more state inside

than without her mansion. Let me here (in

 

parenthesis) say a word about the fzu Mar

quis, her husband, who took her with all her

faults and unattractive fame. He was eccen

tric, as might be guessed—-an oddity, not

without genius and some wit, a well-to-do

nobleman of the Legitimist school. He was

as much t/ze character of the Corps Législatif,

of which he continued to be a member till his

death a year or two ago, as Davy Crockett

was of his era in Congress, and Colonel Sib

thorp of the House of Commons. But he

was noted, above all, for one peculiarit.v—his

persistent and ever-obtruding detestation of

England and the English. He was the wild

est Anglophobist of his generation. N0 mat

ter what the topic on which he addressed the

Chamber, he was sure to bring in a tirade

derogatory to England : his colleagues settled

themselves down to enjoy hearing England

receive a good, hearty rating. The Marquis’

spite was usually referred to one cause : the

fact of the former relations of his wife with

the “ milord Anglais,” galled him, it was said,

beyond endurance. The Marquis revenged

his hatred of Byron’s memory on Byron’s

government and nation. To return to the

Marquise. Not a word did the world hear of

her reminiscences of the bard until the odd,

English-hating Marquis was gone: then she

straightway set about the book which drew

forth Mrs. Stowe’s so-called revelation.

A domestic in his shirt sleeves admitted

me : I was requested to sit in the somewhat

shabby vestibule while my message was car

ried up. After a delay I was conducted up

a plain staircase, then through a suite of

rooms which were separated from each other

by thick, festooned curtains in place of

doors. At last I reached one of those

boudoirs which are the pride of old-lad.v

hood in France. Too many cushions, cur

tains, ornaments ; an almost suffocating plen

tifulness of furniture and garnishments;

close and too snug. Here the Marquise sat

at her table, and the manuscripts and proof

sheets before her betrayed that she was still

upon the task promised to the Byron lovers.

A still remarkably handsome woman, for all

her threescore-and-ten years : her complexion

fair and smooth, unwrinkled, unfreckled, not

pinched nor “made up ;” her eyes blue and

soft, her features regular, her nose slightly

aquiline, her mouth finely shaped, her hair a

soft, lightish brown, with no gray hairs that

one could see. A face, not exactly pleasing,

yet refined, vivacious ; not at all intellectual,

hardly even intelligent—a face which must

once have been a delicate oval, but which is
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somewhat sharpened by age. In manners

she was much like the typical French dow

ager of high society—rather studiously grace

ful, a society countenance, an admirable kind

of commonplace salan conversationalist. She

talked at first in very broken and painful

English; then would slide off into French,

which she spoke both rapidly and distinctly:

if she saw that what she said was not under

stood, she would try, with great effort, to ex

plain it in English—seldom' with success.

She talked freely and enthusiastically of By

ron; seemed to have no idea that her con

nection with him was a thing to be otherwise

than proud of. She spoke of him as a dread

fully ill-used man, not half understood; and

appeared to pride herself on the prospect

that it would be lur lot to first open the eyes

of the world as to the splendor and goodness

of his real character. The vivacity, vigor,

the conversational powers of the Marquise

were very marked and apparent : neither her

appearance nor manners betrayed the advent

of old age. She did not in the least strike

me as ald : she seemed, too, far more a

Frenchwoman than an Italian. Apropos of

the Marquise, let me quote what has recently

been said of her in a French periodical :

“The Marquise de Boissy was, as every one

knows, very beautiful. She declares that her

intercourse with Lord Byron has never ceased.

She writes to the great poet: places before

her the large sheet of blue-wove paper, as

Byron liked it, falls into a kind of emtasy,

lifts up her eyes to the ceiling, and, a few

minutes afterward, her hand runs on the pa

per involuntarily, without her looking at it,

and the answer comes. Two years ago, ac

cording to Dr. Cerise, Lord Byron’s letter

announced that ’an American author was

preparing to write on his life a book full of

false and horrible things.’” G. M. T.

Poor Byron! After life’s fitful fever

he had long slept well when a hollow

voice from the dead summoned him forth

to answer for the terrible deeds done in

the body fifty years ago! Perhaps he

had some presentiment of a sacrilege

like this when he wrote, with infinite

pathos, these lines:

“ I twine

My hopes ofbeing remembered in my line

With my land’s language: iftoo fond and far

These aspirations in their scope incline

Ifmy fame should be, as my fortunes are,

Of hasty growth and blight. and shall oblivion bar

My name from out the temple where the dead

Are honored by the nations—let it be

And light the laurels on a loftier head !

 And be the Spartan’s epitaph on mcb

’ Sparta has many a worthier son than he.’

Meantime, I seek no sympathies, nor need :

T/u llorns wlti:/I I have rm/ed are q/lhe tra

I filantnil they have tm me, and I blur1’ :

I should /mm /mount u/kat./ruit wauld s/ringfrom

rm-h a seed.”

Whatever may have been Byron’s

faults, he never pretended or attempted

to cloak them before the world: what

ever were his enmities, they died with

him. Even those who had grossly abused

him he forgave ; and they who had pro

voked his biting satire afterward partici

pated in and cherished his undying friend

ship. “I have not waited for a death

bed,” he says, in response to a bitter,

even scurrilous, attack upon him by

Southey, “to repent of my actions.”

And who can forget, in this connection,

the interpolation of the fervent tribute

to the gallant Major Howard who fell on

the bloody field of Waterloo? In one

of Byron’s letters he mentions his selec

tion of this one only name among the

heroes who perished in that great battle,

because he desired to atone for an injus

tice done to his father, Lord Carlisle, in

his satire on the English Banis and

Scatclz Rel/iewerr .

“ Om; I would select from that proud throng,

Partly because they blend me with his line.

And partly that I did ln': sire some ummg,

And partly that bright names will hallow song I

And his was of the bravest, and when shower’d

The death-bolts deadliest the thinn’d files along,

Even where the thickest of war’s tempest lower’d,

They reach’d no nobler breast than thine, young, gal

lant Howardl

“ There have been tears and breaking hearts for thee :

And mine were nothing. had I such to give;

But when I stood beneath the fresh green tree.

Which living waves where thou didst cease to live.

And saw around me the wide field revive

With fruits and fertile promise, and the Spring

Come forth her work of gladness to contrive,

With all her reckless birds upon the wing,

I turned from all she brought to those she could not

bring.”

It may be that toward his last hours

Byron thought far in the onward distance

with Washington Irving, whose Sketch

Book he so warmly admired and cordial

ly praised: “ Who can look down upon

the grave even of an enemy, and not feel

a compunctious throb that he should ever

have warred with the poor handful of

earth that lies mouldering before him ?”
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The reader who is interested in the

subject will find on a previous page a

judicious paper on the use of tobacco.

We may add that a French society to

put down its abuse has lately been or

ganized in Paris, of which laymen can

become members on payment of five

francs, and churchmen of one franc. If

one can trust a paragraph in the Revue

des Deur rllondes, there is another rem

edy for the abuse of tobacco besides

total abstinence: it is sufficient to drink

a cup of coffee without milk. “ The

tannin in coffee,” the writer assures us,

“is the antidote to nicotine. The gov

ernment tasters in France, who are

obliged to smoke to excess, when their

taste has been impaired by the number

of cigars they have smoked take some

coffee, and immediately regain a nicety

of appreciation which enables them to

go on with their work. In that matter

the Turks are our masters. They found

out at the start the means of smoking

all the time with pleasure and without

fatigue: after each pipe they take a cup

of coffee, the grounds of which serve af

terward to cleanse the long stems of their

tchibouks. VVhen tobacco was first im

ported into France, it was considered as

a sort of universal panacea, and the doc

tors saw in it a remedy for all miseries:

now-a-days the cigar-box is the box of

Pandora—everything bad comes out of it.

This latter opinion is almost as exagge

rated as the former; but, inasmuch as no

law obliges us to use tobacco, and as, if

the habit is bad, we have only ourselves to

blame, while Science has not yet serious

ly pointed out the dangers with which it

tries to frighten us, we will have to let

the teachers of morals have their talk

out, while we wait with confidence a

change in their opinions.” There is an

other remedy for the bad effects of ex

cessive smoking, which the writer of

these lines, who has used the slow poi

son for thirty years, found out for him

self. It is the free use of fruit. After

smoking all the evening he eats two or

three apples, or as many bunches of

grapes, and the next morning finds no

bad elfects from the tobacco. Still, the

 

who use not the weed must be that of

Punch to persons about to marry

“ Don’t !” What would be the price of

cigars if ten millions of American women

used them? It is to be hoped that few

of the fair sex will read the powerful

paper of Dr. Hammond in the April

number of the /Varth /f//zerl-(an 1?e2/iew,

in which the harmlessness of the weed

when used in moderation is proved to the

satisfaction o.f—every slave to tobacco.

The Welsh are a primitive people

perhaps as peculiarly so as any in Eu

rope. The mountain peasant is hardly

an anachronism as he stands among the

cromlechs, camedds and barrows of an

earlier day, as fully a representative of the

past as they. As a hill country collects

and holds the detritus of a deluge, so

also does it retain and preserve lan

guage, ethnic types, manners and cus

toms. The spirit of the laws and con

stitutions of the ancient Britons has been

preserved there, and domestic habitudes

date their origin in the distant past.

Among the singular customs of the

humbler people of Wales is one which

will be explained by the following copy

of a “14/elsh b’ia’ding,” sent, in the

form of a printed circular, to every house

in the town or village of Caermarthen

a few days before a wedding. On

the day of the nuptials a person is de

puted to receive and enter in a book the

names of the givers and the sums given.

The amount, of course, depends upon

the rank of the parties married and the

means of the giver: in the case now re

ferred to one young girl gave threepence.

As all are thus taxed, the request as

sumes the form of a claim from those

who have formerly given their tribute to

numerous friends entering the marriage

state:

“ CAERMARTHEN, May 20, 1832.

“As we intend to enter the Matrimonial

State on Tuesday, the 19th of June next, we

purpose to make a Bmnmo on the Occa

sion, the same day, at the Sign of the Black

Ox, Spilman street; when and where the

Favor of your good Company is humbly so

licited; and whatever Donation you may be

advice of all inveterate smokers to those . pleased to confer on us then will be thank
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fully received, wannly acknowledged, and

cheerfully repaid whenever called for on a

similar occasion,

“ By your obedient servants,

“ R1-:r.s Joy I-ts,

“CATHERINE THOMAS.

“ The young man’s mother, Ann

Jones, together with Mary Williams, desire

that all gifts of the above nature due to them

be returned to the Young Man on the said

day, and will be thankful for all favors granted.

“ AISO, the young woman, together with

Mary Thomas Rees, Black Ox, desire that

all Gifts of the above nature due to them be

returned to the Young VVoman on the said

day, and will be thankful for all favors con

ferred on her.”

. . . For the last ten years every lover

of books has been eagerly looking for the

second volume of Allibone’s Dictionary

of Englislz Literature. The first vol

ume, published in 1859, included only the

letters A—J. The second, now in press,

comprises K—S, and will be published in

a few weeks by Messrs. J. B. Lippincott

& Co. It is, if possible, even more full

and painstaking than its predecessor, and

the work, when finished, will be, probably,

the most valuable book of reference ever

published. Every British and American

author is chronicled, with a list of his

works, a short biographical notice, and,

where the subject deserves them, critical

remarks. Under the title “Alexander

Pope.” for example, the copious informa

tion afforded to the student is arranged

under the following heads : 1’. A Chron

ological List of Pope’s Publications; 2.

Collective Editions of Pope’s Poetical and

Prose Works ; 3. Collective Editions of

Pope’s Poetical Works; 4. Opinions on

the Essay on Criticism ; 5. The Rape of

the Lock; 6. Epistle of Eloisa to Abel

ard ; 7. The Dunciad ; 8. Essay on Man ;

9. Translation of Homer; lo. Pope’s

Versification; II. Pope’s General Merits

asa Poet; 12. Pope’s Merits as a Com

mentator on Shakespeare; I3. Pope’s

Merits as a Letter-Writer; 14. Popiana.

The Dictionary is by no means a mere

servile compilation from existing authori

ties, but contains a large amount of orig

inal matter. For example, the author, in

preparing his elaborate article on Mack

intosh, wrote to Washington Irving and

V01. IV.—44

Edward Everett for their personal re

collections of Sir James. From Mr.

Everett he got a reply, of which the fol

lowing is an extract:

“ Sir James. as is well known. gave

offence to some of his political friends

by what they unjustly deemed his apos

tasy from liberal principles. The fol

lowing amusing anecdote is occasionally

repeated in London. I heard it told at

a dinner-party, by the late bishop of

London (Dr. Blomfield). who, in telling

it, imitated Dr. Parr’s lisp. After the

Irish Rebellion, Sir James, at a dinner

where Dr. Parr also was present, allud

ing to one of the victims [Quigley],

said ’he was the worst of men.’ Dr.

Parr paused a moment to construct a

sentence, and then said, ’No, Sir James;

he was a very bad man, but he was not

“ the worst of men.” He was an Irish

man—he might have been a Scotchman:

he was a priest—he might have been a

lawyer: he was a traitor—Sir James, he

might have been an apostate ;’—the latter

part of the sentence being spoken with a

fixed look at Sir James.”

We should be glad to give further

extracts, especially from the admirable’

paper on Shakespeare, but want of space

forbids.

. . . The Rural Caroliniau is the title

of a new monthly, published at Charles

ton, South Carolina. It is remarkably

well printed, profusely illustrated with

good wood-cuts, and gives promise of

long life and usefulness.

. . . From Mark Twain’s readable but

rather prolix volume, entitled The Inno

cents Abroad, we take the following spe

cimens of the author’s peculiar humor:

CIVITA VECCHIA. — “ This Civita

Vecchia is the finest nest of dirt, ver

min and ignorance we have found yet,

except that African perdition they call

Tangier, which is just like it. The peo

ple here live in alleys two yards wide,

which have a smell about them which is

peculiar but not entertaining. It is well

the alleys are not wider, because they

hold as much smell now as a person can

stand, and of course if they were wider

they would hold more, and then the peo

ple would die.”



690 [Dec.OUR IIIONTHL T GOSSIP.

A V1srr TO THE CZAR.—“ It seems

to come as natural to emperors and em

presses to dress and act like other peo

ple as it is to put a friend’s cedar pen

cil in your pocket when you are done

using it.”

AN ENCOUNTER WITH THE Aa1ms.—

“ Bedouins ! Every man shrank up and

disappeared in his clothes like a mud

turtle. My first impulse was to dash

forward and destroy the Bedouins. My

second was to dash to the rear to see if

there were any that were coming in that

direction. I acted on the latter impulse.

Sa did all the others. If any Bedouins

had approached us then, from that point

of the compass, they would have paid

dearly for their raslmess. We all re

marked that afterward. There would

have been scenes of riot and bloodshed

there that no pen could describe. I

know that, because each man told what

he would have done individually; and

such a medley of strange and unheard

of inventions of cruelty you could not

conceive of.”

. . . I-Iazlitt’s excellent collection of

English Prawrbs, just published in Lon

don, quotes the following rather improb

able story from Higson /HSS. Callecliom .

“ Teddy Bradley was sent by his master

from Oldham with a note and a present

of greyhound pups, enclosed in a poke,

to a clergyman at Ashton-under-Lynn.

He called, of course, at the halfway house

to rest his limbs and wet his throttle,

some wags the while exchanging the pups

for sucking pigs. The clergyman read

the note, saw the pigs, took it for an

insult, and bundled the messenger out

of doors. Teddy again called at the

hostelry to tell his tale and drink his ale,

and the wags took the opportunity of

exchanging the grunters for whelps. On

arriving home, Teddy at once proceeded

to tell his master of the strange meta

morphosis, and in proof emptied his

poke, when out tumbled the pups; where

upon the bewildered messenger swore,

’ Dogs i’ Owdan—pigs i’ Ash’on !’ ”

It will be remembered that in May,

1862, the little army of General Banks,

lying about Strasburg, in the Shenan- .

 

doah, was unexpectedly taken in flank

by Stonewall Jackson, and compelled to

beat a rapid retreat toward Harper’s

Ferry. By the almost superhuman ef

forts of the general and his officers the

bulk of the trains was got into the van

and kept there until safety was reached

with the Potomac. When the retreat

ing column passed through Winchester,

some twenty miles from the first point

of attack, the advance of the enemy was

in plain sight, but a skirmish-line that

had been deployed from our rear was

gallantly disputingthe ground and saving

the golden moments for the retreating

army. Although heavily outnumbered,

the general was at first determined to

engage with his whole force at this point;

and he replied to some of his staff, who

urged the contrary, “Gentlemen, I will

retreat no further. The a;§i/li(7nS of Me

people are more i/npernlive t/mu tize

bu!lels If the enemy./” The truth of

history constrains us to add that the

general was compelled to continue his

retreat, notwithstanding; and thus was

one of the most pungent expressions of

the war robbed of half its effect.

. . . While the learned and vener

able Dr. Lord still presided over Dart

mouth College, and kept as keen an

oversight upon the habits and morals of

the young gentlemen of the institution

as they required, a report reached him

that one of the freshmen, C , a

good student, but rather a fast fellow.

was contracting the awful vice of gam

ing. The Doctor was always accus

tomed to take the bull by the horns,

and upon this occasion the delinquent

was immediately summoned into the pres

ence, and bluntly interrogated. “ I-Iow’s

this, Mr. C ?” the prex sternly

questioned. “ I hear that you have been

known to play for stakes.” The eye of

the young reprobate twinkled as he saw

a chance for a joke; and he demurely

responded, “You have been misinformed,

sir. I have never played for sleaks,

though I must confess that I have, once

or twice, for aysters.” The Doctor ap

preciated the ingenious witticism, and

was easily satisfied that the delinquency

had been grossly magnified.
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. . . Counselor R , one of the

foremost advocates of the Bar of Central

New York, was himself a collegian, and

was naturally anxious that his oldest son

should reap the honors of his own Alma

Mater. The counselor had been quite

wild in his early years, and Master Will

manifestly inherited a superabundance

of what the philosophers of the Josh

Billings school would call “ pure cussed

ness.” During his first year at college,

Will was suspended for some flagrant

breach of discipline, and arriving at home,

he proceeded to report the occurrence

to his father. “ Suspended, hey?” the

old lawyer remarked, laying down the

volume of Reports that he was perusing,

and looking reprovingly at Will over his

spectacles : “ A pretty beginning you’ve

 

LITERATURE

Ktinigsmark, The Legend of the Hounds,

and other Poems. By George H. Boker.

Philadelphia: B. Lippincott & Co.

12mo. pp. 244.

In the drama which lends to the volume

before us its leading title, Mr. Boker has nar

rowly missed giving to us the crowning jewel

of his fame as a dramatist, by presenting to

the world a play fitted not only to delight the

student in the closet, but to enchant the au

dience of a crowded theatre. He had an at

tractive and highly dramatic subject, and had

he condescended to mingle some small por

tion of the baser metal of sensationalism with

the pure gold of his poetic genius, the precious

ore would have taken a current shape, and the

Stage would have been enriched with that

rarest of theatrical boons—a noble tragedy.

As it is, he has given us a charming poem.

He has drawn with vigorous yet delicate

touch the picture ofa pure, high-minded and

yet loving woman, struggling amid the snares

and pitfalls of a corrupt court, touching pitch

yet undefiled therewith, and, by reason of her

very purity and innocence, an easy victim to

the wiles of a wicked rival. But had Mr.

 
made of it, I declare!” The culprit put

his hands in his pantaloon pockets and

said not a word. “\flVell, sir!” con

tinued the parent, becoming angry at

Will’s perfect nonchalance, “ what have

you to say about it ?” “ Nothing, sir.”

“ Nothing, indeed! What did the pres

ident tell you when he suspended you ?”

“He said I was the worst young man

the college had ever held—with one ex

ception.” “ Ah ! Did he say who that

was ?” “ Yes, sir.” “Ah !” (A slight

pause.) “ And who was it ?” “ My

father, sir.” As may be supposed, the

last reply was a perfect non seguitur.

. In reply to a paper which called

General Sherman “ The Coming Man,”

a Georgia journal says it hopes he is

not coming that way again!

OF THE DAY.

Boker been content to sacrifice something of

the delicacy and tenderness with which he

has depicted Sophia of Zell—had he adopted

Thackeray’s opinion respecting her, and rep

resented the attachment between Kiinigs

mark and herself as mutual, passionate and

guilty—had he adhered faithfully to the his

toric picture of the Countess Platen, and dis

played her in the dreadful moment of K6nigs

mark’s assassination planting her foot on the

face of the dying man to stifle his possible

revelations (a well-authenticated incident)—

his play would not have lost in historic truth

and would have gained immensely in dramatic

power. Mr. Boker must not forget that the

greatest dramatist this world has yet beheld

did not scorn what we modems, in the plen

itude of our wisdom, call Sensationalism, and

that Macbel/t, 0l/ello and [King Lvar present

to us “startling effects,” “thrilling incidents”

and characters of exceptional wickedness, as

well as matchlcss poetry and wondrous in

sight into human nature.

“ Kijnigsmark ” abounds in passages of ex

quisite beauty. \Ve transcribe one soliloquy,

the musings of the libertine hero, whose heart
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is at last stirred with a pure and hopeless

passion:

“I have traced them one by one, the winding paths

Our loitering footsteps have so often trod.

How lonely seems you walk which strays between

The lilac border and the boxwood hedge,

Though every tree hangs its pale violet blooms,

In drooping clusters, to the thievish air,

That steals the perfume, and, with ingrate haste,

Forsakes its benefactor! There the path

Swerves from the sun, and plunging in the grove,

Is lost in dubious shadows. I, who stand

Under the frown of fortune, should consign

My sullen spirit to yon lowering wood :

This fair scene mocks me. Painted and unreal

Seems every flower ; the swaying trees no more

Wave gentle invitations to repose ;

Sternly they shake their threatening arms at me,

And whisper to themselves a tale of woe

Shaped from my future. Far above my head

The hard and steely sky encloses me

In its wide vault; and the o’erbrooding sun,

Like the high cresset in a felon's cell,

Glares in my face with its unwinking eye

Ablaze with coming vengeance. Gracious Heaven l

I merit it. "I‘is bitter, but ’tis just

That Nature should forsake the erring man,

Now in his need, who in prosperity

Abused her bounty. Shall we never meet

Never again? Must the last glimpse of light

Go out before me, as I stagger on,

Through the lone darkness, to my darker end?

The shadow on my way is from myself,

Turning my back against the blessed sun.

Sin and remorse have wrapped my life in gloom:

But, like a shipwrecked sailor without chart

Or guiding needle, I preferred the night

And its fair star, by which my course was steered,

To aimless daylight. Yes, this love of mine

Itself is sin—a sin that looks like virtue

Against the darker background of my crimes ;

But yet a sin, an insult to her truth,

And a wide blot upon my sullied soul

Before eternal eyes.” ‘

“The Legend of the Hounds” is a weird

and wondrous story. Out of this terrible

legend the poet has constructed one of the

finest of the many noble productions of his

genius. (1f the minor poems in the volume

the patriotic ones are too well and widely

known to need more than a passing mention

here. We would like to quote entire the

beautiful and pathetic poem entitled “A

Dirge,” but as it originally appeared in our

pages, its mournful melody and tender ima

gery doubtless yet linger in the memories of

our readers; and therefore we refrain, and

substitute several of the verses of “ Ad Crit

icum,” as being less known and scarcely less

beautiful :

“ ’Tis well for you beyond the sea,

\Vhere every toiling mattock delves

Among the spoils of history,

To bid us work within ourselves.

 
“ All bare of legendary lore

Our grandest regions stretch away :

These are the pictured scenes, no more

These are the scenery, not the play.

“ The glories which a view puts on

Witltin the ‘gazer’s feeling lie 3

A great deed on a hillock done

May lift it till it touch the sky.

“ \Vho ever calls the Avon strait,

Or dwarfs the head of old Skiddaw,

Who looks in Shakespeare’s book of fate,

Or bends to Wordsworth’s kindly law?

“ Who questions now the sovereign right

That drew from Greek and Roman lore,

Or dares to jeer at the weird light

That shines round castled Elsinore?

0 O Q Q Q I

“ Not for myself, but for my art,

I claim all ages, every clime ;

And I shall scorn the lines that part

Country from country, time from time.

“ O Poet of the present day !

Range back or forth, change time or place,

But mould the sinews of your lay

To struggle in the final race !

“ Your triumph in the end stands clear ;

For when a few short years have run,

The past, the present, there and here,

To future times will be as one.”

Rome and Venice, with other \Vanderings in

Italy in 1866—7. By George Augustus

Sala. London: Tinsley Brothers. Svo.
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Italy, by its consolidation into one king

dom, under the wise and enlightened policy

of the great Cavour, seconded by the emperor

of the French, has taken a prominent posi

tion among the progressive nations of the

earth. Prior to consolidation the territory

now composing the kingdom was divided into

numerous small kingdoms and duchies, each

having its own court and attendants, its own

army, its own local and revenue laws, differ

ing widely in text and administration; each

jealous of the other, each hampered by a

most oppressive system of restraint upon

trade and personal movement. No species

of internal improvement was possible. Many

portions of the most fertile districts lay un

improved, being inaccessible save over bri

dle-paths. All transportation, except over

a few military roads constructed by the R0

mans and Napoleon L, was done by pack

mules.

The progress made during ten years is

very marked, the change in custom-house

and passport regulations being perhaps the

most striking to the tourist familiar with the
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ground. In former years, a traveler from

Milan to Naples by the Via [Emilia had to

submit to eight custom-house examinations

of baggage, and not less than double that

number of 1/irz’s, or endorsements of passport.

Now that route is traversed without inquiry

or hindrance of any kind, passports having

been abolished. Milan, Bologna, Florence,

Naples have been improved and embellished

to an extent that excites the wonder and

amazement of even progressive America.

Largo streets have been pierced through the

most ancient and populous quarters; mag

nificent rows of houses, stores and palaces

have been built ; sidewalks have been intro

duced, and granite tramways for vehicles in

the principal streets have been laid down;

underground drainage has been almost uni

versally introduced in the cities and towns ; a

municipal police has been established, taking

the place of the old and obnoxious military

system; gas has been introduced in many

places: in fact, a physical revolution has

been effected greater than that accomplished

in any other country in Europe during the

present century. Nor has the change been

confined alone to the cities. The smaller

towns and villages have caught the same

spirit of improvement, which is guided and

directed by the wise policy of the central

government. The changes and ameliorations

have been made, where they could bear the

expense, by the corporate authorities, but

where the burden would have been too great

the central government has aided.

In the amount and extent of crime a mark

ed improvement has taken place. Statistics

show that under the present government

crimes against persons and property have

greatly diminished. Under the former gov

ernments life and property were exceedingly

insecure, owing to the facility of escape from

punishment, offenders having but to pass the

frontier of the neighboring state to secure

immunity.

The progress of education has also been

great. The census taken in 1860 showed that

seventy-three per cent. of the whole popula

tion could not read or write. but the census

of I868 shows the agreeable fact that the pro

portion has been reduced to fifty-seven per

cent. It should be remembered that during

this period the kingdom was but in process

of organization, and had to contend against

reactionary influences of every kind, and

especially those proceeding from the adher

ents of the old governments and from the au

thorities of the Church, in whom had been

 

vested the direction of the few public schools.

Although the Church, as a body, has never

been opposed to the instruction of the masses,

yet the system pursued was such as to render

instruction disagreeable and distasteful, being

of a tendency so ecclesiastic as to render it

unpopular. An element that greatly aids in

extending education—at least primary educa

tion—is the conscription for military service.

All conscripts are examined on entering the

army as to their ability to read and write:

those who cannot are instructed. In Jan

uary, 1869, of thc conscripts from Piedmont,

twenty per cent. could not read oi0 write : this

was the lowest percentage of any province.

One of the Sicilian provinces showed eighty

two per cent. : this was the highest. The an

nuai conscription is about seventy-five thou

sand men, whose term of active service in

time of peace is five years. Promotions are

made from the ranks, and are competitive.

In order to enable the men and officers to

pass these examinations, company and regi

mental schools are established, and strict at

tendance is obligatory upon all. The system

of competitive examinations is not confined

alone to that portion of the army bearing

arms, but is extended to all government fac

tories, laboratories and workshops; and all

employés below the rank of colonel are sub

jected to it. The inducements to study so

as to attain superior grade are—aside from

the honor, which is a powerful motive in a

country where rank has so much wcight-—in

creased pay and privileges. Necessarily,

many fail to pass the examinations, and the

number of positions decreasing as the grade

advances, the examinations are progressingly

more rigid. The knowledge acquired by the

unsuccessful candidates is not lost, as at the

end of their term of service they return to

the body of the people and act as leaven to

ferment the whole mass.

We who enjoy the privilege of universal

public education are opposed to the system

of annual conscription for the army, but in a

government situated as Italy was at the period

of consolidation, no system could have been

devised that would have so effectually and

promptly broken down the old barriers of

prejudice, ignorance and superstition, and

disseminated education and desire for in

formation. It is not to be understood that

conscription has done all that has been done,

but it has done much : it has been a great and

mighty lever, reaching the masses of the peo

ple, whom it would otherwise have been diffi

cult to touch. It has operated quietly, pro



694 [Dr-:c.LITERA TURE OF T1{E DA 2'.

voking no resistance because known to be

irresistible, and acting steadily and regularly.

It has submitted to no local, sectional or

other influence, and is wholly free from all

ecclesiastical interference. It has been, and

is, moving onward: it has performed a great

work.

In the early laws for general education no

provision was made for the instruction of the

female portion of the rural population, but

public opinion has corrected that defect; and

although as yet the instruction is voluntary,

it is believed that at the coming session of

the Parliament a law will be passed rendering

attendance at school obligatory on all chil

dren. The system of examination prevails

in the public schools, and an effectual bar to

favoritism exists in the fact that the examina

tions are not made by the teacher of the

school concerned. The days of visitation

are fixed by law, and the day before the ex

amination is held the detail of the visitors

is made. Evening schools for adults have

been established, which are popular and well

attended ; and all tends to show that the

masses are being elevated.

The general population of Italy, from her

peculiar political position for the past ten

centuries, has remained comparatively sta

tionary: her great minds have given to the

world important physical and scientific dis

coveries, yet the material progress of the peo

ple has been small. Blest with a genial cli

mate and fruitful soil, and owning mountains

filled with minerals and metals, the political

organization of Italy has been such as to pre

clude development. But she is now striding

onward, and a few years will place her socially,

politically and financially in a position to

be envied by her—at present—-more advanced

neighbors.

In the mean time, those who would get a

correct idea .of what Italy, and especially

Venice, was before consolidation, and of what

Rome is now, should read Mr. Sala’s book.

He tells just the things which other travelers

leave out, and his vivid pictures of Venice

under the Austrian rule, and of Rome under

the Papal government, are the best arguments

in favor of the new rlgi///e. Although a trav

eler of wide experience, “ Up to this writing,”

he says, “ I have seen nothing so forlorn and

so revolting, so miserable and so degraded,

as the ’ humbler classes ’ in Rome. The

streets of Rome, the houses of Rome—to the

very palaces and museums—reek with such

horrible odors that you are very soon left to

conjecture that the ever-quoted malaria from

 the Pontine Marshes has been made respon

sible for a great deal of which it is quite

innocent; and that one of the chief predis

posing causes of the Roman fever is the in

credible filthiness of the people and their

dwellings.” This agrees with the remark of

a recent American traveler, that Rome is

“ the most one-horse town he ever got into.”

The idea that cleanliness is next to godliness

is one that is gradually pervading the reno

vated kingdom of Italy, but it would seem

that it has not yet penetrated to the Papal

dominions. Let us hope that the assembled

bishops in the coming CEcumenical Council

will exercise a gentle pressure on the Holy

Father in favor of the trim school-house full

of clean and ro.sy children—in favor of gas,

water and well-paved streets, of perforated

postage-stamps and common sense.

Lippincott’s Universal Pronouncing Diction

ary of Biography and Mythology: contain

ing Memoirs of the Eminent Persons of all

Ages and Countries, and accounts of the

various subjects ofthe Norse, I-Iindoo and

Classic Mythologies, with the Pronuncia

tion of their names in the different Lan

guages 'in which they are used. By J.

Thomas, A. M., M. D., author of the Sys

tem of Pronunciation in “ Lippincott’s Pro

nouncing Gazetteer of the World,” etc. etc.

Philadelphia. 8vo.

Since the appearance of the last Number

of this Magazine, Messrs. J. B. Lippincott &

Co. have commenced the publication oftheir

new Dl‘clz‘anary qf Biogra/;/ty and 111)/t/1alqg

—a work which, in its preparation, we ven

ture to say, has required more scholarly labor

than any other recent issue from the Ameri

can press. The task assumed by the learned

author—and to which he has devoted nearly

a score of years—comprises an attempt to

gather within the compass of a work extend

ing to some twenty-five hundred octavo pages

(as is supposed), succinct accounts of all his

torical characters of all ages and nations, al

phabetically arranged under a lo@’cal system

of orthography, and exhibiting the correct

pronunciation of the names in the various

languages in which they are used. Hitherto,

no standard authority for the spelling, in Eng

lish, of Oriental biographical names, and no

general standard for the pronum-iation of for

eign biographical names, have been accessible

to the English writer or reader : hence. much

confusion on these points has always prevailed.

even among the best educated. Thus, follow

ing the lead of foreign authors of various na

tionalities, we find respectable English writers
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spelling Oriental names in many different

ways; as, for instance, the name of the most

celebrated Mogul conqueror is indiscrimatcly

written, Yengis, Yeng/u’r, Gang//it, Djmguiz,

Djmguyz, Tlcheng/tis, Dschmgi5, Dsclungis,

C/u’ng1‘z, Clang/u’.t, C/iungiz, Djinguiz, :7z‘ngr‘z,

Gangiz, Zingis, etc. ; and to attempt the pro

nunciation of these various spellings in the

absence of a standard authority may well be

considered a hopeless effort. We cite this

name as the representative of thousands ; and

to reduce this orthographic chaos to order

and system, and establish an authority that

shall be in its department what our best dic

tionaries ofthe English language are in theirs,

is a leading feature in the work under con

sideration.

Touching the matter of Pronunciation, the

author in his preface forcibly says:

“ In pronouncing modern proper names

there are only three courses which can by any

possibility be pursued: tst. To blunder over

or pronounce them at random, like a barba

rian who should attempt to speak a language

of which he knows nothing; zdly. To en

deavor to pronounce all names, foreign as

well as English, according to the principles

of our own language, giving each letter its

proper English sound; or, lastly, To adopt

the system of pronunciation now generally re

cognized by the more highly educated classes

not only in England and America, but also

in Germany and most other parts of Europe

——that is, to pronounce all names, as nearly

as possible, as they are pronounced by the

well-educated people of the different coun

tries to which such names belong, with the

exception of those very few celebrated names,

such as CALVIN, Cenvanrrs, GALILEO, LU

THER, NAPOLEON, PETRARCH, etc., which

may be said to have acquired an established

English pronunciation.

“ Respecting the first method—if method it

can be called—we need not waste our own or

the reader’s time in pointing out its absurd

ity. As to the second, although at the first

glance it may have an appearance of plausi

bility, we shall find, if we scan it attentively,

that for all practical purposes it is little, if

any, better than the first. A few examples

will suffiee to show the utter absurdity of at

tempting to pronotmce foreign names accord

ing to the English sounds of the letters.

How, for example, should we pronounce the

name of the celebrated German poet HEINE,

according to such a system? Should the ez'

be sounded like ce, as in the English words

.teize, ceiling, etc.? or like long (I, as in min,
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weig/ll, in:/e/lg/z ? or like long rO, as in heig/i,

sleig/rl, etc.? Should HEINE, then, be pro

nounced /zean, lnin, or /r7z? or should we

sound the final e, and make it hee’ne, /ui’ne,

or lz‘’ne? Or take, if you choose, another

name, equally well or better known—that of

SCHILLER. Now, the proper English sound

of sc/ is sit, as in s5lmo], sclolar, sc/moner, etc.

We have no genuine English word in which

sc/t has the sound of s/t, although we have

some, as sc/u'sm, sc/ti.muzlic, etc., in which it

sounds like simple s. Yet would any one in

his senses seriously advocate pronouncing

the name of Germany’s most popular poet

either as S1’i/ler or Sr7’ler? Innumerable

instances, moreover, occur, in which it is very

difficult, if not impossible, to pronounce the

names of other countries according to the

English sounds of the letters, as BJGRNSON,

CZAJKOWSKI, etc., although there is not the

slightest difficulty in pronouncing them ac

cording to the sounds of the languages to

which they belong. A multitude of instances

also occur in which the English mode of

pronouncing, though not difficult, would be

far less euphonious than the native pronun

ciation. C.-\GLlARl (k5tl’y?t-rec) and Bon

cocnom-: (boR-gon-yo’na), two distinguished

painters of Italy, and CARVALHO (l-taR-vallyo),

a Portuguese bibliographer, may serve as ex

amples. Another insuperable difticulty in

the way of pronouncing many foreign names

according to the sounds of our own tongue,

arises from the fact that in some languages

the same sound is often represented by difl‘er

ent letters. Thus, us and :5' in German are

sounded precisely alike : hence, GOETHE and

GOTHE should clearly have the same pro

nunciation. Again, the Spanish j and rare,

in sound, exactly equivalent to each other:

therefore CARAVAJAL and CARAVAXAL should

be pronounced exactly alike. So also the Por

tuguese ch and x, having the same sound (that

of our s/), were formerly often interchanged,

as in the names Xaves or Cnaves, XINGU

or CHI-NGU, Xoa or Cuoa (written in Eng

lish, SHOA, etc.). Innumerable examples of

this kind might be adduced. It must be ob

vious, even to the least intelligent mind, that

the attempt to pronounce names so different

ly written according to the English sounds

of the letters would lead to endless confusion.

“ The only rational course then left for us is

to adopt the third method noticed above, and

to pronounce modern names, as nearly as

possible, like the inhabitants of the respective

countries to which such names belong.”

Our limits do not permit us to enter upon
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a full exposition of the principles that have

governed the author in the execution of his

difficult and important task ; but our readers

will find that the pages of the work every

where bear unmistakable evidences of being

the result of ripe scholarship, combined with

a most untiring industry in their preparation.

When we consider that to carry out properly

the design of this work requires both an ac

quaintance with the more familiar modern

European languages, and also some know

ledge of all the principal languages of the

world, it is not diflicult to realize something

of the immense labor that has attended the

preparation of the volume; and we believe

it is not too much to say that there are few

among the scholars either of this or any

other country capable of such an undertaking.

Included in the general plan of the work,

also, as its name implies, are notices of all the

more interesting subjects of Mythology—the

Norse, the Hindoo and the Classic—while at

the close of all the principal articles, both

biographical and mythological, are ample

lists of references to works where, should

fuller information be desired, more extended

accounts of the subjects of the articles can be

found.

We have only to add that 1nechanically the

publishers seem to have left nothing to be

desired — the clear ’type, toned paper and

careful workmanship being quite in accord

ance with the general importance of the work.
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