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Her eyes sparkled, throngh her ch:::

thus associal

paled. It was swoet to bo
the purpose,

with him, no matter what
no matter what the result.

Falkland, right or wrong. She said as much,
and he went on, more as it scemed o him-
self than to her :—

Yes we nust stand or fall now. The last
appeal, which I wonld cheerfully have laid
my head on the block to avoid, has been re-
sorted to, and by the decision of the God
of battles we mnst now abide, War is surely
excusablo if it lead to peace. Oh, Peace!
Peaca! I ree herin my dreams, with her
olive branch.and her dove-like eyes, and the
skirt of her pure white robe dabbled with
blood from the carnage through which she
must pass. | stretoh my arms to clasp her
round the knees, and implore her to remain,
and sho vanishes, and I wake—wake to
what? T. see merry England devastated
from sea to sea, her quiet homesteads smok-
ing, her fertile valleys spoiled and trampled
by tho hoof of war. Widows and orphans ap-
pealing to my Sovereign and his advisers to
restore them their lost protectors. Thank God
for my countrymen | that the worst scenes of
rapine and violenoce are spared us—that when
the fight is over, men caunot at once forpet
that they come of the same stock, and  speak
the same language. But how long is this to
last? How long will it be ere some uvavoid-
able act of cruelty leads to reprisals, and all
the horrors of ancient civil war are enacted
over again ! What will England be then
Oh, that I for one may not live to_see those
times | —that I may die like a soldier under
harness, aud be spared a suffering worse &
thousand times than such a death I”

 But these ealamities will be averted,” she
exclaimed sagerly ; for her heart bid her
believe that Providence itself would inter-

o to save such @ being as Falkiand. **An.
other vistery or two, and the Parliament must
sncenmb. Cannot Waller be cajoled ?  Is
not I:sex wavering ? Have we not the wealth
and the lands, and the old blood of England,
all on our side ? Are we not prepared, every
one of us, to die if need be in the cause ?”
And she would have died for it willingly then
and there—she would have asked nothing
better than to “*seal her testimony,” as her
Puritan encmies would have ternced it, *“‘with

her blood, but it must have been with her
hand in  Falkland's—with her  eyes
fixed on Falkland's face. Verily,
& woman's patriotism is influenced

by other than the love of country. Never-
theless, if not sincere politicians, they are un-
failing partisans : and Mary was as staunch a
Cavalier as ever drew a sword.

“And therefore it is that I must away to-
day beforo the sun is another hour higher up
in the sky,' said Falkland, with a rare smile
that illuminated his plain features into actual
beauty—that found 1ts way straight to his
companion's heart. ‘If our forc.s should
bo engaged ; il the Parliament should be
worsted, or we ourselves defeated ; in either
case, Mistress Mary, you would not have
me absent from my post ?'

‘In either case,' she replied, with her voice
trombling, her eyes deepening and mois-
tening onoe more, ‘in either case, Lord
Falkland, I would be the Jast woman on
earth to bid yon stay, Ay !—even if I had
the right, the last on earth, because —I

She hesitated, changed colour, and stoope d
to pick arose, which sho picked to pieces,
uncouscions what she did ; but she averted
her looks from her companion, and seemed
to count the tender pink petals as they fell
noisclessly on the gravel path. Was Le
blind? was he  totally insensible ?
was the man marble, that hecould proceed
80 calmly and unconsciously—

‘There must be no reserve ; we must cast
all into the treasury, and hold back nothing.
It is asmall thing that I give my life ;
thero is more than life to  be
guorificed — happiness and  home and
all the holiest affections of a man. [ leave
my duties,” Le spoke musingly and dreamily
now ; “I leave my children—I leave my dear
fond wife 7 3

“ Hold, my lord !" interrupted Mary, with
anabruptness which, though it was lost on
her companion, was noue the less startling to
herself, that ber breath came quick and her
heart seemed to stop beating—*Hold | we
have but little time before us ; let us attend
to the business in hand. I have letters to
show you here.” She drew a packet from
her bosom as she spoke, one single missive
detaching itself from the rest,and fluttering
unobserved to their feet. ** Letters from
Jormyn ; letters from Walter Montague your
old partner, my lord, in many a merry
dance. There are traitors even in the court,
there are traitors about the Queen. We want
the clear head, and the true heart, and the
ready band.  Reed these, Lord Falkland,
and tell us all what is to be done next.”

He took the papers from her hand and per-
used them attentively.  Again the light from
within secmed to break over his whole coun-’
tenance ; aud he returned them $o her, quiet-
ly remarking, with an inguiring look, “There

is stiil & link wanting in the chain, Mistress |
!

Mary. Have I seen them all 2"

The fallen missive lay under the skirt of
her robe. For an instant she
moved so as completely to cover the spot
where it lay, then stooped to pick it up, and
blushing scarlet, placed it open' in Lord Falk-
land’s hands.

« One more,” she said, ** from Lord Gor-
ings hore it is. He always writes so
foolishly ; ‘he is so wild and thoughtless.
Do not think--1 mean, you cannot sup-

pose—
Her confusion overcame her completely. |
He did not seem to notice it. Ere he had

perased a dozen lines he gave a litde start,
aud then lis port beeame loftier, his manner
more courteous than ever, as he folded up
the document and returned it to her, coldly
observing—

+This letter is private, Mistress Mary ; and,
for the remark, lighly character’s
writer. I was not aware you knew
Lord Goring s s

She could bear it no longer ;

pride, reserve,

prudence, decornm—all gave way hefore
the fores of that hopeless passionate
love, -sweeping in its heudlong  violence
over cvery rational cousideration, every

earthly obstacle.

+And you think I eare for him ?' she sobbed
out wildly ; ‘that profligate, that advevturer
—that licentious, bold, bad man,
think it—that I care for him. Only say so!

—only let me hear it from your own lips. |

I, who have had but one ideal
ever since I was a girl—I, who
have dared to worship the best, the

noblest, the greatest of mankind.’ She had
caught lis hand while she spoke, covered
it with kisses, and was pressing it almost
fiergely apainst her own heart ; ‘I, who have
loved the very ground you trod on for your
sake ; I, who Lave been content to toil and
scheme and suffer in the Cause, only to have
a share in your work, a claim to your notice.
I, who hLave loved you— yes, loved you,
Falkland ! —and I tell you so now boldly,
for, come what may, I swear from hence-
forth never to see your face again—who have
loved you for years fondly, madly, faithfully
without hope of a return. And yon think
lightly of me at the last. Oh ! what will bs-
come of me; how shall I ever hold up my
head again ?’

She burst into tears as she spoke.  She
clasped his hand with both of hers closer and
closer to lier heart, murmuring over it foud,
broken, naiutelligible words; then suddenly
drawing heseclf up, looked him full in the
face. “Faialand,” she said, ** from this heur
we never meet again; but for your sake I
give myself wiwlly and unreservedly to the
Cause—for your sake I devote mysell to it,
body and sonl !

8he swept  past him into the
house with the stately bearing she
knew so well how. to assume. The prond

spirit bore her up’ the wide staircase and
through the long passages to her ewn cham.
ber. Ifshe gave way when the door was
locked, and she had to wrestleit out nnassist.
ed with the one great fatality of her life, what
is that to us? * Verily the heart knoweth
its own bitterness.”

We do not assert that from the cornerof her
window she did not wateh him ride away
on his eventful and fatal journey ; but her
oath was roligiously kept from that hour, for
on earth she never saw Lord Falkland's face
again.

And Lie paced once more up and down the
torrace, and thought of the beautiful woman
who had #o unreservedly cast hersell upon
his generosity, and sofrankly confessed to
him her wild and hopeless love. Then he
remembered a fond, faithfol face at howe;
and o thill of pain shot through him as he
roflected how he might never see that fuce
again. * Alas, alas !" he sajd, almost aloud,
it is oven so ? Is there no pesce, no happi
ness on earth ? Must there be nothing but
conflict and sorrow, and envy and strife, in
public as in private. Women's heasts sore
and breaking, men grappling st each other’s
throats., Peace ! Peace! must I look for
thee in vain, save in apotber world ? Oh!
I am weary of the times—Gol grant 1 may
be cut of the mere long !”

They were soon mounted for the journey,
a1l a gallant cavaleade they made. Lord
Vaux himecif, bareheaded, condueted his
Lonored guest to the door. Grace Allonby pre-
sented she stirrup-oup, at which good Bir

She would
stand or fall, womanlike, with her party, at
all hazards ; that means, she would follow

hesitated, and |
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Giles took a long and haart_vr{mll. Habit is
socond nature after all ; and in those days
men belted on their swords and thrust them-
selves into their etout buff coats on the evé
of an engagement with as few misgivings
and as little cvrgmouy as wonld precede a

stag-hunt or a b ng match. Even Grace
postponed her tear ill after their depasture,
and accepted the ceremonious farewells of the
Cavaliers, and admired the Cornet's sorrel
horse, perhaps also the sorrel’s rider, as if
her father were not bonnd on a hazardous

enterprise, and engaged in a sinking
cause.

Ab, we may prate as we wul
of the prestige of success ; we may

talk of the smile of prosperity, the favoring
gale of fortune. Itis pleasontest, no doubt,
and easiest, too, to ride a winning race; but
if we want to see examples of unflinching en-
durance, brilliant heroism, and superhuman

iast, ono of thatelass

and tell me you haven't got &

my bonnie lass,” was the courteous reply :
¢ it isn't often such a face as yours comes
Across us, fightiog and marchiog, and rid-
ing and conquering from one end of Bogland
to the other. There's my master and the
Captain a8 hungry as hawks : let’s have the
eggs and bacon frizzling on the kitchen
fire this minute, and you'll see, if I'm alive
this day week, and taken notice of maybe by
the King, (God bless him!) what sort of a
story U'll haya to tell you then. Soh, my lass,
gently with the frying-pan. There's a face for
a wedding-favor I' And with these ominous
words the old soldier chucked the aforesaid
face under the chin, and bore off the

ki dish in tri h for the repast of

devotion, we must look for them t the
partisans of a sinking canse—amgugst the
Bonapartists of 1814 ; amongst the %uy ists
of the Hevolntion ; amongst the adherents of
weak, chivalrous, misgnided Prince Charlie.
and amongst the loyal  gentlemen
who closed their mnia around his
ill-fated ancestors, who grudged not to lavish
their treasure and their blood in support of a
principle which their better sense told many
of them, as it told Falkland, it was hopeless
to attempt to establish.

Cornet Bosville, however, was absent and
preoccapied during all these courteous pre-
parations for departare. ‘To SirGiles's pledge;
which half emptied the stirrup cup, he gave
but a cold return. To Lord Vaux's hospitable
entreaties that he would come back at some
future time, and improve an acquaintance so
auspivionsly berun, he replied indeed in an
eager afirmative, but left off in the middle of
Lis sentence, and looked about him with the
air of & man who is expecting something or
somebody that fuils to arrive. He . was won
| dering where the bright vision of last night
was hid? Why did she not appear to bid
them farewell? Could she be watching them
from the window of her chamber, and which
was the happy window ? At least these roses
were likely to become her peeuliar care, and
the Cornet plucked ong from its stem and hid
it away carefully in the breast of his buff
coat. And Grace saw the movement, and
wondered why he did it? and blushed as she

thought of one or two  possible
“wherefores,” and almired the sorrel
more than ever. Cross purposes again.

1t is well we eannot look into one enother's
hearts. Would Grace have been pleased or
mortitied could those soft dark eyes of hers
have pierced through the Cornet's buff coat,
and point lace kerchief, and Flanders linen,
to read the secrets hid beneath ' those de-
fonces? Would the young soldier himself
have been gratified had he known which was
really Mary C own chamber, and could
he bave looked through some four feet of
stonework and seen with the eyes of the
flesh that lady's deep, wild, passionate dis-
trass ? y was henot up half an hour
earlier, and 1 the garden, to overhear her
conversation with Falkland, and her last long
farewell 7 Would it have altered the whole

course of his after life, and nullified the
vagaries which it is the anthor's province to
record 2—or is there no such thing as free

will; and is the Cornet like his fellows, but
well-dressed puppet in the hands of destiny ?
Sir Giles is right, after sll. He attends to
the business of the moment; he returns to
the stirrup-cup, *which he finishes at a
dranght; he marshals his own and Lord
Falkland's retainers in military erder outside
the court.

“ God bless thee, Gracey! Take ocare of
‘Diamond,’ " says the old man, in 2 broken
whisper, and with tearful eyes, to his darling ;
but his voice rings out mauly and cheerful
the next instant, as he addresses Lord
Falkland —“Everything is prepared, my
lord. Thereis no time to be lost; may

i give the word to march ?"

A trampet sounds. A small pennon, with
the royal arms upon it, is hoisted by an
honest ' English-looking yeoman Horses
mnort and trample ; steel and  stirrup irons
ring eheerily ; hats are waved and farewells
exchanged once wore, and the men ride off tu
fight and bleed, and the women remain to
wateh, and weep and pray.

('!I:\i’ll.!
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BOOTED AND SPURRED.

the two officers in the parlor.

Curiet Bosviliesat and mused in  the wide
chimney-corner, careless of the noise and
bustle in the vard, careless of his servavt's
ceaseless interruptions,careless of the comrade
who ocenpied the same chamber, and who
also secmed deeply engaged with his own
thougnts, carelesa even of his supper,that iw-
portant eveut in the military day. He had
ridden far and fast since sunrise; he had
shared in Sir Giles Allonby's careless jests,
and the deep poetry of Falkland's conversa-
tion : had listened absently and with _equal
lack of interest soboth. He had reported him-
self to Colopepper, and beeen complimented
on his diligence,and favorgld with the welcome
news that an engagement was hourly immi
nent, His heart did not stir
at the int. nce. He h

troop with military care precision,
nor neglecied to sce the good sor-
rel horse well fed and littered down ;

and now that the duties and fatigues of the
day were over, he sat in the chimuey-corner
and drew liues on the sanded floor with his
sheathed sword, as if there were no other in-
terest or ‘oceupation inlife.

Humphrey Bosville had insensibly passed
the line of demarcation which separates
light-hearted youth, with its bright anticipa-
tions and merry thoughtlessness from ardent,
reflective manhood, with its deep, absorbing
passions, its strong ambuion, the v
aspirations, the many cares and anxieties
that wait upon a beard. Hitherto life had
been to him a thing exclusively of the future,
now there was a past on which to dwell and
ponder. He had already learned to look

Alas, that sooner or later the lesson
fails to arrive ! that the time must
come when we are too surely convinced by
experience that the golden distance before us
is but a mirage and a delusion ; that for all
our discontent and unworthiness while it
smiled, we hay 1 our share of happiness
here ; and that, like Lot's wife we cannot for-
bear to turn ronnd and gaze, yet, once upon the
city we are loaving for evermore. 8o we turn
und look, and it strikes a clnll upon our
hearts to think, that if we were never really
conteuted there, how shall we be happy in the
wide lonely desert stretching far away before
us to meet the wide lonely sky?

Boaville's had been no uneventful life, yet
hitherto he had berne his part in its surring
scenes and stormy vicissitndes with the frank
sarclessness of a boy at play. From his
earliest yoush he had been of a gentle chival-
rons nature, which accorded well with his
personal good looks and atiractive physiog-
nomy. As his exterior was fair and well-pro-
portioned, adapted for proficiency in all sports
and exercises, so was his disposition open,
ardent and imaginative, prone to throw itself
enthusiastically into the present, but lacking
foresight to provide for the faturs, or reflec
tion to deduce counsel from the past.

Hg would have been a gallant knight in the
clden times of chivalry, true to his God and
his lady love, ever ready to strike for the
enuse wlich he espoused, ani nothing loth to
oppose his single body against a host, if by
stieh an et of self-devotion he could gain
honor and renown ; but he never would have
been capable of assuming a leader's part in
a mreat enterprise.  He might have c¢harged
ongside  of Richard - Ceur de
but  he never would have wade
a counsellor for Godirey de Bouillon.
Such a nature in the times in which he lived
was sure to en s the profession that in
the seventeenth ceutury as in the nineteenth
cemed the worthiest of gentle blood.
a matter of course he injured his pat

e

Lion,

was e

In the sheds and outbuildings of an old

stiaggling farmhouse upon the outskirts of
the quiet town of shury, are quartered a |
| squadron of Colepenper's regiment of horse. |
| Chargers are  stamping, and snorting and

¥ straw, of which

munuching the long 3
y pull ont and was least s much as
Strong, well-built yeoman-

troopers e tramping about

in their heavy boo now in the dairy,
noy in  the kitchien, - jingling  their |
spurs, clattering thewr swords, grinning at |
their own broad jokes, and making them- |
silves very sufliciently at home. Buxom |
country lasses, confused, yet not altogether |
disy sed by the number and ferveney of |
their adwirers, bustle here and there, with |
senrlet cliceks and laughing tones, and rustic |
rejoinders to the rustic gallantries of their |
gieste. The good man of the house, one of |
|

|

thuse prudent individuals who aspire to run
i the hare and hont with the hounds,
being a staunch King’s man for the nonee,be-

1 strongest ale and

hiis fattest bacon for the refresinment of |
the troops.  His neighbor, & quartor of a |
| mile off yonder, on the opposite hill, has got |
Lord Goring for a lodger, and he blesses his
| stars to think what an cscape he has himself
had from such a visitation,and wonders whether
neighbor He has eent his presty daughters

stits himself to

|
| out of the

| A mouth or two ago he had a visit of
| the same description from a few of
i Walker's godly cavalry, and he reflects that
| notwithstanding their rigid digcipline. long
faces, and pious ejaculations, the soldiers of
Parliament were as eager to eat of
the best and drink of the strengest as the
noisy Cavaliers who are even now turning
his house upside down. Nay, the exhortations
and awakeaings of the former were not con-
fined exclusively to male converts; and black-
browed, red-elbowed Joan had administered
sucha slap on theface to certain proselytizing
corporal as sent him down on the dairy floor
with the snddenness and precision of & round-
shot. Verily the man of war, uuder what-
soever banner he fights, is too apt te arrogate
to himself the exclusive protection of beauty ;
nor whatever might be the shortcomings and
back-slidings of the Puritan party, could the
Cavaliers be held entirely blameless on this
score.

Our acquaintanes Dymocke, grave and ill-
favored ns is his long weatherbeaten visage,
scored with the lines of more ‘than
forty years, has yet a dry confidont way with
him that works wonders with the fema'e sex.
Let the danghters of Eve say what they will,
thero is no man'in whom they take such an
intarest as a confirmed, sarcastic old bachelor.
He is a riddle to be read, a rebal to be sub-
jngated ; he begins by provoking, goes on to
interest, and ends perhaps by tyrannizing
over them most effectuaily.

Joan's proselytizing admirer, notwithstand-
ing his cropped hair and hideous scarf, was
a likely well-looking youth enough, ‘yet she
knocked him down withont a moment's hesi-
tation when his blandishments became too
personal ; but to judge by the expression of
that determined young weman's physiognomy,
such an argament is tho last to which she
wonld at this moment resort, even should
her eolloquy with sly, experienced Hugh
Dymocke terminate in as hazardous an en-
terprise as that which discomfited the uhlucky
corporal.

« More eggs,” said Joan, returning from a
visit to the hen.roost, with flushed cheeks
and an apronful of the spoils; * exgs and
bacon and strong ale—better fare than vou
and your master get at home, 1 warrant me,
and better than you deserve, for all your
| smooth speeches and come-over me Ways.

Get along with you, do !”
The lniter ejrculation was consequent upon
« practical remark made by Dymocke, with
‘ his usual gravity, but which led to no further
j result thau a continuance of the flirtas.. on
| the part of the la
1 “Aye, it's all m

hty well,” continued

| boldly up at Ler companion : cu tell me
{ s 1 you tell us that, and yon think
| wo're fools enough to believe every word

you say. Why now, for all your impun-

\ | sonal respon:
| Joan, setting both arms akimbo, and looking |

Al -

mony, ruffling it amoungst the gallants at |
court ; € lly as a matter of course he girded
his fatl vord upon his thigh and took
serviee in the 16w countries —that happy land,
of which it seems to have been for centuries
the privilege to afford an arema for other
European nations to fight out their quarrels
at their leisure.

e of a small town in Flanders
ompany of musketeers to which he was
attached had fived a few detached cottages,
from which they had dislodged a superior
foree of the enemy. A poor little child liad
becn left behiind, overlooked in the flight of
the inhabitants, and was found helpless and
¢rying gmou the ruins of what had at once
been its home. The child’s mother, regard-
loss of the danger to which she was exposed,
was seen frantically waving her arme to her
Jost « 2. and was only provented fromg
rushing to 1ts rescue aud her own death by a
ouple of stont soldiers who held her back by
force. The ground between the hostile parties
was swept by a withering eross.fire ; Hum-
phirey Bosville seixed the child in his arms,
and an old_haiberdier who was near him
avowed that the infant ceased crying
at onee when soothed by that kind face and
gontle voiea. Coolly, steadily. I on paragle,
with mensured step and slow, the young &
cer, covering the infant with his body, vaced
that deadly interval till he reached the ranks
of the enemy, placed the babe in its mother's
arms, first kissing the child's wet cheek, sand
then, with a ecourteous bow, the hand of the
grateful woman. At the same pace, with the
same bearing, he rejoined his own men, un-
scathed and unmolested. The enemy did
not even strive Lo take hLim prisoner, but the
soldiers who saw the deed, friends and foes,
gave him a cheer that rose above the rattle of
muskety and the thunder of great gnus. The
action was oharacteristic of the man. He
was brave, generous, and devoted, but there
wae too much woman in his heart. Saeh a
nature is made to be imposed upon, to be the
tool and the cat's-paw of longer heads and
less sensitive feelings; above all, to be made
a fool of by that sex which is proverbially ad-
dicted to * ride the willing horse too hard.”

His meditations were interrupted by the
entravee of Dymocke bearing the repast
which it had cost him euch an expenditure of
gallantry to obtain, and which he now placed
upon the table betwveeén the dwo officers with
an expression of fatherly care and
satisfaction on his lean long visage which
seemed to say as plainly as wordsthemselves,
“What would become of my master—what
would become of his friends—of Colepper’s
brigade—of the army—of the King himself—
withon tlie experience and forethonght of
sage Hugh Dymocke ?*'

Breaking from a profound fit of abstraction,
and drawing his chair to the table, Bosville's
comrale procecded to attack Joan's trinmph
of eulinary skill with all the energy of a prad-
tical campaigner. Nor did the Cornet him-
seif, however engrossing may have been the
gubject of his previous meditations, seem to
have lost the appetite which seldom forsakes
a soldier living, as the cavaliers too often did,
at free quarters. While the eggs and bacon
are rapidly disappearing under the combined
trituration of two very handsome sets of white
serviceable teeth, and the Jarge brown jug of
strong ale is visibly approaching the ebb, we
must take leave to introdaee to pur readers a
gentleman of good birth and station, bearing
the name of George Effingham, and hold-
ing raunk as a Captain of Horse in the Royal
army.

At the sie

B!

rol e ialls ‘st

at home 1" whom persecution too surely dov‘ohﬂ into
The expression which this ng sug- | fanatics, he was continually in his

gestion called into Dymocke's face was a | own mind on the justite of the quarrel in

study in itself, whith he has engaged. His tendency. o
« Bweethearts hero and ts there, | fatali ade him argue that the

so many additional proofs that th‘:{m
warring against the wilFol Heaven ; and the
same misfortunes which endeared the catise
all the moro to Bosville's generous nu‘un.
hocked Effingham’s fidelity, andd yed his
canfidence in its justice.

His early life had be«
the law, a profession for which his acute pen
etrating intellect seemed especially to fit
him ; but a physiognomist would have de-
tected in the glitter of his dark deep-set
eyes somewhat more of wild imaginative

wers than is  essential to the

e spent in study for

wing ot deeds or engrossing of
ts, whilst the firm streng
bed¥i

ug
in churacter with the buff coat than thejudge’s
gown-—with the tramp of noraes, the ringing
of shots, and the wild alarums of a skirmish,
than the hushed murmurs of a eourt or the
somuolent dignity af the beuch.

He is very dark, alffost swarthy, with fea-
tures of classieal regularity, and a stern, fierce
expression on his countenance, as of one
whom no consideration would turn aside
from the path which he had onde resolved to
follow. A child looking into that set dark
face would barst out crying ; his frame is
large, square, and powerful, his very hand,
white and well-shapad though it is, shows a
giant's energy aud a giant's grasp.  Perhaps
of all his comrades he likes Humphrey Bos-
ville the best. Their characters are 8o .
onistic. With the exception of nersonal
courage, they have not one .quality in com-
mon. Theirideas are so different ; there is
such trusting kindliness about the one, such
harsh defiance in the other, that they cannot
but be friends. Woe to the man, though,
that crosses George Effiingham's path ; friend
or foe, brother by blood or brother in arms,
down he must go, without hesitation and
withiout remorse ! He would not tarn  aside
a hand's breadth to avoul trampling down
a wounded man in the bat he - would
not swerve an inch from his - purpose to
spare the mother that bore him in the career
e
So Essex is marching parallel with onr
main body,' said the Cornet, setting down the
ale-jug with a deep sigh after a hearty pull at
its conte *Now is the time to bring him
to an ackion, and come down with our cav-
alry upon his tlank. Byron has brought his
horse up fresh aud ready for work. Our own
brigade ‘has rested for thirty-six hours, and
will - come out to-morrow like young eagles.
The enemy must be weary and harassed ;
now or never'is our opportunity. We shall
not gt such another chance of winning lau-

s in hurry. Zounds, Efingham, we
onght to gatber them by« handsful. this

time I'

‘And we shall lose it,’ wss the reply ; ‘lese
it. 0s we have lost every opportunity of ter-
minating the struggle at a stroke ; lose it,
and hold up our hands and bless ourselves,
and call a council of war, and say, *Who'd
have thought it ?”  Humphrey, Provideuce
is against us ; we are fighting with invis-
with carelessness, supinemess, im-
we are “kicking against the pricks.”
7 forsooth ! what are laurels after all ?
—weeds, rubbish, refuse, dear to the una-
wakened heart ! And you, young one, what
have yon to do with laurels ? I never heard
you talk so before.”

It was true enough. The spark of ambi-
tion had, indeed, lain dormant hitherto in
Bosville's breast.  His daily pay (when he
could get it), his highly quarters, his troopy
his duty, his horses, and his arms, had tﬁl
now been ail sufficient for Lis wants and in-
terests ; this craving after laurels was
something new and morbid—a fancy from
without, so thought Effiingham —not an im-
pulse from within. He said as much.

“ You have found somebody to give them
to,” continued he, laying his hand on the
young man's shotlder, and looking kindiy
into his face. ** Poor boy, poor boy !

thonght you were safe, all alike in the Royal
army —all fools together, Humphrey. Listen
lad.” I dreamed a dream last night. I pray
that my dream coine not over true! I dreamed
that we broke Walter’s column, and were pus-
ing them man by maa to the sword, when
my horse fell, the old black Hlorse, and the
chargo swept over me, and I rose to my féet
light aud unenewmbered in an  instant, and
there lay George Effiicgham on his back
Amon the hoof-prints, with his black-muz-
zled face deadly pale, and his sword in his
hand, and his h v horseman's boots on,
€ 1 ~.nall round spot on his  forchead, as

dead as Juliug Cesar, and [ stood by him
and cared nos that he had ever belonged to
me. Then a headless » in & courtier's
dress, with a courtier's rapier and ruffles and

brave

cama and placed its thin white hand
in mine, and ice asked me tidings of the
wife and children it had left, and th® cause
it had too warmly esponsed. and the master
ed it, and 1 answered it as 1
| auswer you, *Widows snd orphans;
g cause, and a doomed King.” Then
we were in London, for I could not release
myself from the grasp of that .thin white
hand, and perforee followed where it led, and
we paused at the Tower Stairs, and the river
was running red with blood, so we took boat
and @ i to Whitehall, aud the river was
red with biood there too, uud the thin white
haud grasped mine so paintally that I woke.
Read my dream, i[lumphrey Bosvillo ; ex
pound to me my vision, and 1 will confess
that there is wit even below the buff coat and
embroidered belt of an officer of the Royal
army.’ J

1 can read no dreams,” answered Hum-
phrey, his facewkindling ; ‘'but come what
may, if all the rivers in broad England must
run red with the blood of the cavaliers, if I
alone am left and they lead me out to the
slaughter, as long as they don't bind my
hands I will fling my hat in the air before
every canting Roundhead of them all,
and shout with my last gasp, ‘God and the
King.""

A melancholy, pitying smile stole slowly
over Effingham’s countevance. A kindly
glance, painfully at variauce with his stern,
harsh expression, shone out from his deep
eyes. Again he laid his hand upon Bosville's
shoulder, and leading him to the open win-
dow, bade him look forth and listen.

The night was already dark, save for the
glimmer of a few stars faintly twinkling in
the solemn sky. All nature was hushed in
peace and repose, but from Goring's head-
quarters on the opposite hill the night breeze
bore the sounds of wassail and revelry, the
stamping of feet, the jingling of vessels; all
the riotous sounds of an orgie, with a loyal
chorus shouted out at intervals in no inhar-
monious tones.

* And these are (he men,” said George
Eflingham, “with whom we are content to
cast in our lot—with whom you and I must
perforce be content to triumph, and content
to die!”

CHAPTER VII.
THE REVELLERS.

** Hold, Goring! Twenty gold piecos—
fifty, if you will ! 'tis an even main and chance.
1 set the caster !"

The spedler was a boy of some eighteen
summers, tall and graceful, beautiful as
Absalom, and, in his present frame of mind,
reckless #s Lucifer ; his eyes shining, and
his face pale with wine, his long silken love-
locks floating disordered overghis point-lace
collar and embroidered donblet, his belts and
apparel all awry, a goblet of eanary in his
hand, and on lus face the wild joyous gleam
of a spirit thu: has never known misfortune
or reverse, Goring smiled pleasantly —win-
ning or losing he conld always smile pleasantly
—could betray a woman or ran a maun through

reverses sustained by the Royal troops were |

aw, the | . candle at both ends, and  ride
niore ¥ with Wilmot, 0 rest myself by drink-

takeg 3 be, by a gnard of honor of
d -zmé.m ¢ Faith I doubt if your
fellows have ever been taught how to go to

{ HAWKINS & EELLS,
PUBLISHERS AND PROPRIETORS.

" “Once more!” he shouted, flinging a heavy
upon the table ; “one more set, Goring,
then for another smoking bowl, and an-
roaring chorus that shall rouse the
eated knaves in their leagner out yon-
on the hill ; and bring them down by day-
on the nest of hornets we hdve got
goflu them at Newbury.”
% Softly, my lad,” interrdpted Sir Giles
Allonby, laying his heavy hand on the purse,
which Goring seemed to look at already as
‘his own, “you've had gambling and drink
‘extough for one night; you'll have a bellyful
of fighting to-morrow, or I'm mistal Take

A —

heart worth the winning, and if it does,
too surely breaks it, and flings it scornfully
away.

There he sits, keenly intent upon the game,
yet noting every jest that passes, joining in
every laugh that rises amongst his guests,
sipping his wine at intervals, and bowing
eousteously to the young nobleman whose
gold he wins with such graceful ease. Goring
18 the Mentor to whom has been entrusted
this young Telemachus, and these are the
Circean draughts of pleasure in which le
wou}d ititiate his mother's son, were it to

an old soldier's advice; turn in with your
boots on, all ready for the reveillee” Get a
few hours' sleep, and so be up and alive to-
morrow morning at daybreak. I was young
myself once, lad, but I mnever could
keep the bowl trundling all the game
theough as you do: I never could burn

ing all night with Goring.”

* Trust him fo be snug and sober at this
very minute,” said the latter worthy, between
whom and Wilmot, rivals in ambition, dis-
sipation, gallantry and war, there was a
smothered grudge of many ! standing.
Wilmot's fighting, and drinking, aund love-
making, must all be done by the square.
Why, hie never couid fly a hawk in the morn-
ing if he hnd heard the chimes ring never so
softly overinight.”

« Give the devil his due, Goring,” observed
Colepeppes, a grim old officer, with a scar on
his chieek fhat lent a sardonic expression to
his wholele)nnzenings and an inexhaustible
power of absorption, such us. th handsome
iad at his elbow had got druok in trying to
emulate. “I've seen him fight as well as here
and thera one. You haven't forgotten
Roundway Down ; and as for drinking—when
Wilmot veally turns his attention to drinking,
he is a betler man by two Uottles of sack than

one here as w~ table"

. Granted,” saud Goring,” in perfect good-
huwor, and still fingering the dice-box, as ¥
loth to lose the chance of another cast. **All
I maintain i, he can't do both. . Give him
two days of lgisure to sleep it off and he'll
empty a hogdhead ; pat him in a corner
where he cau't run away, and he'll fight like
a devil incarnite.”

“Runaway is a debatable expression, my
lord,’” said onaof the guests with a grave
tone, that at once silenced the clamor and
attracted the antion of the rest of the
party. “The phrase, as applied to my friend,
smacks somewhat of offen I take leave to
ask your lordship what you meun.”

o1 mean what Isay,” answered Goring,
still assuming his pleasant smile, though it
deepened and hardened somewhat about the
lines of the mouth. *I always mean what I
say, and ssy what I mean.”

(Goring was one of those gentlemen who
opine that there is no dishonor so long as the
sword is ready to maintain that which the
lips have spoken, and that a slander or a
falsehood can only affect the character of the
man who utters it when he is not prepared to
vindicate 1t by shedding of blood. 1t is an
ignoble creed, truly, and an uunchristiun-like,
yet on its basis are founded many of those
sentiments which we so falsely term the
essence of chivalry.

+ Hold, gentlemen,” said Sir Giles, ‘‘re-
member our compaet when we sat down.
Goring only means that Wilmot isa practised
tactician. You think so yourseif, my Lord
Byron ; is it not so?”

Goring was the most placable of men when
nothing was to be gained by animosity. He
stretohed his hamd to Byron—*I said
he'd fight like a devil, Byron, and I meant it,
when Lo can’t ran away, surrounded, as he

the rear.”
+ Enongh said, my lord,” answered Byron
pletely ap d by the li t, and
wringing Goring's hand with a hearty squeeze
whilst the handsome face hereditary in - his
family shone with a cxpression of gratified
vanity. *“The Blucks are ready for work at
any time ; another bowl to our ‘next merry
meeting with the Houndlieads.' What say
ye, gentlemen —we haven't drunk the King's
Liealth yet 2"
« Another bowl, by all means,” shouted
the young Cavalier, already half-sobered at
the prospect of more revelry; * and Byron
shall superintend the making of it, and we'll
have our host's pretty daughters in to dance
a moasure, and one of the Black trumpeters
to play us & couranto.

Hurrah !
Lord Francis was indeed burping the candle
at both ends, and seemed as determined to
make the most of his life as though he could
have foreseen how short would be its term;
as thougl he could have looked into the fu-
1@ brief lustre, and beheld a dis

ture sea

monuted nobleman selling his life - dearly at
Kingston-upon-Thames, brought to bay
by some dozen Roundhead  troopers,

with his back against a tree, striking fiercely
and manfully at them all, scouting the bare
notion of surrender ; dying gallantly, hope-
lessly, and devotedly for the Ki a true
Villiers, “‘prodigal of his person” to th

1o last.
s The pretty daughters are gone to bed,”
said Goring, whom the immediate prospect
of an engagement with the enemy had placed
in an nrusaaliy amiable frame of mind, and
whom & residence of twenty-four hours in the |
farm had made completely familiar with the
intricacies of the establishment and the habits
of the inmates. It is hardly worth while to
distarb their beauty-sleep for such a perform-

in the degree to his ewn

advantage. He is playing the preat stake

limself; he has a high command, a proud

position. Any day may mnlfu or mar him,
i of ambi

SMOKING AND THE TEETH.

Thinks th
ter are Benefited by the Ha

At a recent of the Od logical
Society of Great Britain, Mr. Hepburn read
paper on the result of his investigations on
the subject of the effect of smoking on the
teeth. He considers that the direct action of
nicotine upon the teeth is decidedly benefi-
cial. The alkalinity of the smoke must neces-
warily neutralize any acid secretion which may
be present in the oral cavity, and the anti-
septic property of the nicotine tends to arrest
putrefactive changes in carious cavities. In
addition, he is inelined to believe that the
dark deposit on the teeth of some habitual

the

may raise him to the p tion, or
Jeave his saddle empty, and his title gone to
the next-of-kin. he not enouglt to risk ?
enough to interest him? Can he not leave

- halt-fledged ruffler of the
game? Ne! there are a few broad pieces still
left at the bottom of the purse, and he must
have them all !

“ One more glass of canary,” says the
tempter, filling his antagonist a bumper with
his own white hand. “One more main,
Frank, my lad, just to give you a chance;
and then for the fresh bowl of punch, boys,
and a rousing health to the King! Who
knows where we shall be this time to-mor-
row ?"

The glass was emptied. The main was
called and flung ; the purse was emptied; and
(oring, . with a careless smile swept the
young man's last Jacobus from the board. He
was quite cool and sober ; he had no excite-
ment in the game, felt no devil roused in
bim by the debauch. He was simply in his
patural elewent, in the atmosphere of vice
which was most suitable to his temperament
and his constitution. To rob a friend of his
money, to cajole him of his mistress, to
finesse him ont of his life should he presume
to mike objections —such were merely ‘the
customs of society,’ ‘the ways of the world ‘
thiey suited one like Goring admirably—the
gnme was adapted to his style of play, and he
generally rose a winner. What could be |
better? He would be the last to wish the
rules altered.

God help us all!  And yet this man was
once a laughing, frank-hearted child—ones
clasped his little hands and said his prayers
at his mother’s knee !

The scene was worthy of the actors. A
long low room, with a stone floor, and a wide
chimney, in which sparkled and smouldered
the embers of a wood fire, a few rough deal
forms, over which: the heavily-booted Cava-
liers straddled an lounged in every variety
of attitude; a wide, high-backed, carved-oak
chair, the fo-ner’'s especial throne,
in = which wa eatablishetl - the giver
of the feast; a coarse rickety table
on  which clattered and jingled every
description of drinking-vessel, from the
deep stone jugs and black jacks of the farm
itself, to the tall gilt goblets and massive
silver flagoms, richly chased and burnished,
which formed the moveable canteen, perliaps
the spoils of the Royal officers; and which
had as yet escaped the melting-pot, soonér or §
later the destiny of such cenvertible valuables. !
All this seen through clouds of tobacco-smok
for the Virginian  weed was ~ even
then in universal use, although it
must be  confessed  but as th
handmaid of debauchery, whereas now she is
now the domestic companion and eonsoler of
many an lonest man’s learth, Amidst her
floating vapors could be diseerned the graseful
figures of the Cavaliers, manly and soldier-
like, wearing,one and all, the nameless stamp
of high-hirth and Tefinemeut of manners
conspicuoss even in the licence of &
the freedom of a drinking-bout.

e

is largely composed of the carbon
with which tobaceo smoke is impregnated. It
is this earbon which is deposited on the back
patt of the lining membrane of
“the tabes, and with whatever disas-
trous effect it may act in these situations, he
thinks we are jnstifted from what we know of
its antiseptic- properties, in concluding that
its action upon the teeth Must be beneficial.
Moreo this deposit takes place exactly in
those positions where caries are most likely
to arise and on those surfaces of the teeth
which escape the ordinary cléansing action of
the brush. It is found interstitially in all mi-
nute depressions, and filling the fissures on the
coronal surfaces. It may be removed with
sealng instrnments from the surface of the
enamel, but where it is deposited on dentine
this structure becomes impregnated and
stained. Indeed, it is only when the enamel
is faulty, and there is access to the dentine,
that any true discoloration of the tooth takes
place ; but it i§ remarkable, he says, how the
stuin will penetrate even through minute
sracks, provided the necessary attention to
cleanliness be exercised. The staining power
of tobaceo oil may be seen when a deposit has
taken place on the porous surface of tartar
collected ou the posterior surface of the inter-
ior incisors, In this situation a shiny ebony
appearance is occasionally produced. That
tobaeco is capable of allaying, to some extent,
the pain of the toothache, is, he thinks, true,
its effect being due not oniy to its narcotizing
power, but also to its direct action upon the
exposed nerve ; and he is inolined to attri-
bute the fact of the comparatively rare occur-
rence of the toothache amongst sailors, in
a great measure, to their habit of chewing.
He has been struek, in the case of one or two
confirmed smokers who have come under his
notice, by ‘the apparent tendensy which
exists toward the gradual production of com.
plete neerosis of carions teeth, and the var
ious stages of death of the pulp, aud death of
the periosteum taking place without pain or
discomfort to the patient. This condition
may. af course, be brought about by a variety
of influences ; but in these special cases he
is inctined to think that the presence of the
nicotine in the mouth has acted powerfully.
The experience of other speakers, in the sub-
saquent discnssion, appesred to oorroborate
taat of Mr. Hepburn.

%5 CHECKS

WE PANSED IN

enin Wonldn't According to
Promise 0'Clock.”
[From the Little Rock Gazette.]
Anong the many menigs that have run for
the past few years, prominently stands the
one of old men predicting their death. Some
t:me agowe published an article of an old man
who lived out on the Mount Ida road. This
man foretold the hour when he would die,
aad, true to the prediction, he died. Men
during the past year have died in every State
in the same mavner, Thishas been carried to
such an extent that when & man says, *I'm
\going to die ‘at ten minutes past three next
Monday,” his relatives immediately begin to

Come
“Oue

shivalrous Byron, with a calm
swile smoothing his well-cut features, some-
what flashed with wine. His thoughts wero
of the pleasantest—of his stanch,well-mount-
ed troopers—of his new peerage,so lately won
by the sword —of the dream of ambition open-
r 50 auspiciously on the daring soldier and
oted loyalist. There reclined old Cole-

make ar for the funeral.  Several
days agu an old man named Robertspear, liv-
ing about ten miles from this city, called
his family together and remarked : “Wife,
children, next Mouday at precisely 1 o'clock
am going to die. I'would remain, but the
sumtmons has arrived.”  The first storms of

pepper, with his scarred cheek and grim war-
worn face, his elbows resting oa the tabls, |
hLis spurs jingling against each other as he |

jaused on cavalry tacties and supplies |
of food and forage, and the re-|
mounts preparing in Yorkshire and the |

lorsesbrecding  countries for his brigade—
lry topies, which he took care to moisten
1 repeated applications to the goblet a
his hand.

re was Sutherland, the young and gen-
attached as aide-de-camp to the
King himself, and who, coming to
with despatches, had been prevailed upon to |

Goring

remain and partake of his hospitality. There
was Carnarvon, the jovial kindly- hearted |
gentlemen, the ornament and delight of the |

Court, the finest horseman, the best hawker, |
sportsman of his day, the adept
sxercises, the luncer, the swords

at all mar

man, the racket player, the traveller in
5 e countries, who h breathed himself
with the most skilfol feneers France, had
flung the jerced in ‘01T Uastil ' had smoked |
his chibouque wi ul Turk at Stam-
boul, listening athless attention to
his neighbor, Sir Giles Allonby, whose

thought®and whoso discourse, far from the

present seeno of rovelry, were resting on |
merry paghnres and bino cloudless ekies, and
hawk avd heron, and hood and jesses, and |
a1l the deiishts of the noble science of fal-
conry.

‘S0 the match shall be made, good my

ANOC A8 YOu propose. Let us fling a couple
more mains, Frank, while th Lowl is getting
ready. You ought to have »our reve nge." ‘
Lord Franeis seized the dice-box, nothing
loth, and while the two are occupivd in the
strangely-fascinating alternations of hope and
fear which render gambling so attractive a
pastime, it is worth while to csamine the per-
son and atiributes of that distinguished
officer of whom so many stories were afloat ;
whosa devotion to the King was more than
suspeoted, yet who did such good service
in his cause; whose character for con-
sistency was so often impugned, yet w ho
never failed to carry out any measure
on which he had thoroughly deternnned ;
whose general life and babits were esteemed
so profligate, and yet who commanded the
coufidence of his master—a royal example of
propriety —and the obedience of his officers,
of whom perhaps it would be unjust to make
the same assertion. A man, in short, whose
overy quality, good or bad, had been called in
question, save his courage, and a greater part
of whose life had been devoted to establishing
the converse of the proposition which states
thiat “faint heart never won fair lady;" al-
though, in justice to Mary Cave, we think it
right to insist that, much as she may have
appreciated his admiration, and freely as she
returned him compliment for compliment,
and gallantry for gallantry, she had never for
an instant bowed her haughty head or turned
her wilful heart towards wild George Goring.
As he sits now, the gayest of thatgay party
the stanchaest reveller amongst all those hard-
fighting, hard drinking Cavaliers, thirstier
than old Colepepper, more thoughtless than
young Lord Francis Villiers, who would sup-
pose that handsome well-combed head to con-
tain & mass of intrigues and state secrets of
which the simplest and least guilty might
bring it incontimently to the block? Whe
would believe that kindly smile to mask a
nature that never knew pity or remorse;
that never had the generosity to forgive
an injury, nor te forego an advantage; that
never spared a woman who trusted it, nor a
man who crossed its path? Already verging
on middle age, he looks bright and fresh and
debonair as tihe youth whose money he is rap-
idly winning with that easy smile. It re-
quires a keen observer to detect in the little
wrinkles about the eyes, the deep hard lines
aroand the mouth, years spent in dissipation
and indalgence, years of reckless profligacy
and fierce excitement and bold defiant crime.

Cool, brave aud resolute, E
donegeod service on more than one oceasion,
when the general laxity of diseipline and mul-
tiplicity of ders wer ing disord

the body with the same good-I 1 ex- | Heis i
flingk had ion on his hand dissol face.
«'Slife, Frank,” said he: ¢*you've
the devil'ss luck and your own

too. We can't hold our way with the young

in the ranksof the Cavaliers. He possess-
~1 the rare faculty of retaining his pre-
sence of mind and imperturbability of de-
meapor when all around bhim were
excited and confused. Nor did per- |
lity seem to effect his nerves

eager,

one wh than imminent dang Such
qualities iuvalnable to an officer, and
Colepepper’s favorite capiain migiit have

become one of the most distingnished com-
monders in the Royal army. But Effingham’s

dence you durs'nt look me in the fave,

heart was never thoroughly in the cause.

ones, can we, Sir Giles? Nevertheless, filty,
my boy, if you will; just to oblige you this
once.”

In a hand white and soft as a lady’s, ho
shook the box aloft, and the imprisoned
cubes leaped out to mulet the young roue of
fifty gold pieces for tho benefit of the old one.
The b wghed, apd  drained his glass to
the dregs. What cared he for fifty gold
pieces, with the inheritanes before him—the
golden inheritance of hope, that seems so in-
exhnastible at eighteen ?

1 still, in all the prime of man's
beauty, with his noble head and his white
smooth brow, and his soft eyes, and the long
curls of dark silken hair that fall like a
woman’s roand his oval face. He is beautifal
in his manly, vigorous figure, on which his
rich uniform sits so becomingly, which is
formed alike for strength, activity, and grace,
despitd the limp habitual to its gait—a limp
which, as gome of his fair admirers think
does but add to the distingnished ease of bis
bearing, and the origin of whicli is a mystery
whereof a thousand rumors are afloat. He s
bean*iful still, but it is the beauty of the tiger
or the paother; the outward beauty that
strikes upon the eye and commands the ad-
mirstion of the vulgar, that seldom winsd &

lord,’ said Sir (tiles, as sober as a judge not-
thstanding his potations, and prepared as
usual to back ‘Diamond’ against all aud every |
thing on the wing. “The mateh sball be
made for fifty gold pieces aside ; and - I pray
you to my kinsman's poor house of Bough. |
ton, where we will entertain you to the utmost
of our humble means, and I will show you
such a flight as shall delight your eyes in the
pastures of his Majesty's royal domain &t
Holmby, where I have had licence to fly my
haw since the days of his father,
God bless him and save him! for a dis-
creet sovereign, and as good a sportsman
as ever sat, albeit somewhat insecarely, in a
saddle.”

[1T0 BE CONTINUED.]

HONG OF A
An Epivede Between Mark Twain and
Murat Ealstend.

Mark Twain has arrived in the Gallia, after
an absence of seventeen months abroad. A
reporter interviewed him in this wise :

“ You sailed in the same ship with Bayard
Taylor and Mr. Murat Halsted, of Cincinnati,
did you not, Mr. Twain ?"

«The same crait, all honor to her (Mr.
Twain lifted his hat reverently), carried all
three of u

+ Iy was said at the time that you inveigled
Mr. Halstead into making the voyage by
promis him free use of your linen 7"’

© Wel Mr. Twain spoke leisurely - * 1
did tell Murat that I'd lend him a clean shirt.
You see, he didn't expect to go. His wife
was going, and he'd sort of come down to see
her safely launched. You remember the ship
ran away with o party of excursionists who
had got aboard to bid poor Mr. Taylor good-
bye, and was obliged to anchor off the Hpok
all night.. During the evening Murat sort of
got his sea-legs on, and says he, ‘Clemens’
(he always calls me Clemens), say he, ‘Clem-
ens, if you'll lend me a shirt I believe I'll go
across. ‘All right, says I, ‘I'll do it."” So
Murat he fixed things with the captain and
atayed aboard. We got along pretty well
with winds a-middling, about nor-nor-west
by sou; till we came to latitude 36, lon; de
49}, and then Murat wanted his clean shirt—
that is, he wanted mine. It was about
three bells from noon when I took that gar-
ment to the door of Murat's _stateroom.

Here,' 2ays I, ‘clothe yourself like a prince
of the realm.’ At eight bells, Mr. Halstead
came ont of his apartment with his coat but-
toned up to bis chin and his face as red as a
red. red nose. He wore Lis coat battoned up
to his chin all the rest of tha voyage, and
Never so much as got a glimpse of my shirt.
There was a kind of rumor on the ship that
Murat never wore that shirt or any other
| shirt. I don’t know how trne it was, but
| when I came to study the t it did look to
me as if I'd put a rather tough pro to the
editor of the Cineinnati Commercial, for is
eck measures eighteen iuches, while mine
voted up more thau fifteen, even when
ho mumps.”— [New York Commercial

ddvertiser.

gricf were violent. The wife and children
vathered themselves into cach other’s arms
and wept. The newssoon spread around the
peighborhood, and people came in to console
family, DBill collectors came in, and the
sutlemen promised to pay all his debts
the following  Saturday at 12
lock. Ie continned o = work on
farm, bat was much de
<ed, aud at night would pray long pray-
1z sorrowful hymns, Sunday night
wld, supplemented by friends who
vs take great delightin gloomy occasions,
d to be a wtl organized camp mecting
entleman for the first time expressed
35 to go. * Yesterday was his ap-

w

pointed time. At 9 o'clock the old man
dre=sed himself, took up his Bible and began
readng. At 10 o'clock lie sang a hymn, and
at 11 he bestowed blessings on family.
Stortly before 12 six men came in aud p
115, bills that tad been * stood off”
from tite to time.  He paid every cent, ate
a livhit dinner, and lay ou his be The eol-

r< stood around and waited, The hands
54, iister who
»itly and spoke to the

Tiie old gentleman

runied 3 bill eollectors burst out

b a Juarty langh, ¢ Here, oll man,” said
l ! it of the bed. We saw that
you )t going to pay those bills, so we

| notitied you of your 1 hid in the

and told yon as
I Che old man,
ire conld hardly see, kicked off !

you passed.
mad that
sheet aud

15 at night

rot up.  His wife remarked, * Yon fellows
think vou are mighty. smart,” and straight-
ened the cover. The winister cast a look of

reproach at the collectors, and, with a disap-
pointed expression, went uway. The old man
is well.

—————————
ALTIOST 1L ED

A Condemnped Murderer's Narvew Escape
o One Would Tie the Knot,
Aruens, Sept. —The citizens of the
nortliogn portion of this country having learn-
od some days since that the sentence in the
case of John H. Bailes, the wife murderer,

| had been suspended and that the Supreme

Court of the State had not taken up the ap-
peal made by the defendiog attorneys, became
indignant, aud this morning,about 10 o'clock,
came into town in large numbers. Betwesn
eleven and twelve o'clock the crowd went to
the jail, where, fuiling to get the keys, they
effected an entrance by making sn opening
through the roof, and were 'preparing to
destroy the eostly iron cage which held the
wretched prisoner when the jailer opened

it without further opposition. The
prisoner was placed by his  former
neighbors in a small wagon drawn

by one horse and carried three-quarters of a
mile north of town, followed by a cencourse
estimated at two thousand five dred per-
sons. The wagon was haited un 1 tree,
and the wretehed man was asked if he 1ed
30 suy anything He said he wanted Dr
William McWilliams to pray for him.  The
Doctor came forward, mounted the wagon
and prayed that if it were possible God would
pardon the henious crime for which this poor
man seemed about to suffer. After the prayer
came n long silence ; no one geemed willing
to adjust the fatal knot, The delay led to
ussion, in which ~Pf. Williams took the
lead and favored the idea of returning the
wreteh to his cell to await the dae process of
law. Amid the shonts of the populace Bailes
was carried back to jail to await the action of
the Sapre Court.

SPLETEe A NNAKE.

From the Whitehall Times).

« Pshaw."” said Ozardine, as he seated him-
slf in the Limes sanctum, ** the snake stories
that are going about aro all too thin. Why
just look here. Last spring I went out into
the woods. I took along an umbreller, which
Ilaid down onto some rocks. Well, sir,
about an hour afterward I went to get my
ambreller, as it had begun to rain a little. I
took holt of the I lle, and, as
shove, something begun to tear,

I give it &
and as the

umbreller flew open a live black snake fell to
tho gronnd, split in two from its head to its
j tail. The ¢ L 1 critter had actually

{ swallercd 1 ler, and I never noticed
|

| it
| the animile ope

o i

—A citizen of Dabugue drove a $300 horse

| to death to tell o man that his wife had fallen

lin( , the well. Women must be worth over
9300 down there.

COMIC BUDGET. i

—+ Mamms, can't we have anything
want 2’ *Yes, my dears. But be careful
and don’t want anything you can't have.”

—A Maryland girl eats &
per day to improve her complexion. BShe will
make & nice looking post mortem about the
time her face is bleached cut.

—+ Bix biles and another comin,” was the
written message left behind by a Oanadiam
who committed suicide the other day. Job
was the only man who could stand up under

em.

Elmira Gazette : —A Canadian girl carried
a twenty-foot ladder 100 yards, placed it
against @ burning houge, climbed up and —
well, she did not put out the fire. She fell
backward on a man and nearly killed him.

—First Toper Law bless yor many’s the
time I've drunk a gallon of beerof a heven-
ing without assistance. Second Toper : Ah,
Icouldn't do that without assistance—
assistance of a bottle of speerets.— [Fun.]

—Gentleman : *I say, waiter, really, you
know, this sole—ah—is not fresh.” Waitex

landly) : ** Not fresh, sir! Oh, perfectly

h, sir, but, but perhaps, sir—k’m—you
might 'a spoilt the flavor by a heating of
with yer knife."—Fun.

—Londen Punch : “1f the sun were no
broiling, and the sand didn’t get into the
salad, and the rocks were soft and smooth,
and there were no hornets, and one hadn't to
go three-quarters of a mile for water, what &
tame affair a picnie would be [

—When a man sueaks into the house at
midnight and tries to get into bed without
waking up the family, every stair and floor
board creaks like a rusty swinging sign in ®
b gale; but a burglar can go all over the same
house as noiselessly as a floating zephyr.

—An Irishman requested the .
::{ohupemﬂbenmmmhhhnﬁny-

y. *And where shall I direct it to ?"” said
the official. ** Be jabers, I don't know at all
—but they towld me you had a book with
every post office in Ameries in it, so they did.

—Angelina—No ; we are sorry to say that
the pleasing duty of ** changing her name”
for a young lady- is entrusted only to clergy-
men in this country and we cannot help you.
The best we ean do for you is to advertise the
fact after it has taken place.

—The following local riflemen are at Ot-
tawa for the Dominion Rifle Association
matches : Capt. Mason, Capt. Adam, Color-
Sergt. Hancock, Sergt. Mitchell, Sergt. Pain,
Sergt. B. Mitchell, and Privates Mitchell,
Omand, W. and J. Mitcheil, J. Mason and
Margetts.

—* There is pleasurein the pathleds woods,™

There is u witchery in summer's kiss,

There is a spell that charms our tend'rér moods

When day brings on the twilight's benéfice-
There is & richness in the morning chant

0f birds just wakened from a night's repose;
There is a Something in the onion plant

That's uncongenial to the average nose.
—Parson : ** Well, Betty, how are you?
Hard weather still.” Betty (who had been
reading the American forecasts): ** Hard,
indeed, sir. I wish the Lord would take the
weather into his own hands again, instead of
trusting it to them Yankee forecasters. We
might then get something fit to live in."”
—How is this bud of poesy from a tender
Sabbath school plant—a little gyurl who is
destined to fill country papers and autograph
albums and—waste baskets with ber later
efflorescence ?

Oh, what a thing is leve 7
1t cometh froni above,
And lighteth like & dove
On some.
Rits some it never hits,
Except to give them fits -
And take nwey their wits—
Oh, huut
—The limpid moonlight, Yissing, shines

On munsion grand and rare ;

The wealth of earth’s long-hidden mines3

Seems lavished everywhere.

A fote charapetre : 'mid tropic bowers
Fond lovers stroll as wont ;
List from this arbor twined with flowers ;

“ You're horrhd, Hary—don's."

—A Western- man invented a fire extin-
guisher, but was unable to get a patent on it.
However, he changed the name of his inven-
tion and got a patent on it as a churn. This
answered his purpose quite as well, and it
would amuse you tosee how the country rights
are going off.
— Adolphus-

Jo, we don't think you should
make any remark on weather to H. B, H,
when you are presented. Indeed if you can'd
speak better grammar than you write you
had better bow and say nothing. That's sos
Then they may take you for an alderman—
that is—if yon are to wear a $60 suit, bearing
nnmistakeable evidences

—* Didst ever feel, my love,"” vaid he—

The twain 'neath starbeam

“ A thrill no ton; can e'er exproes,
And yet 'tis vain ooutrolliu%

A someéthing that o'erwhelms the soul
And (\\limo'ormumu the senses,

A ceaseless throb that through each veim
Its influence dispenser

% 11 me what it is, my own ?"

Aly looked he at her;

you goose,” she tartly said,

119, that's What's the matter!”

wange creatures! Is

there any trick that love aod their own fan-

ciex do not play them ?  Just see how they

marry! A woman that gets hold of a bit of

mauhood is like one of those Chinese wood
who work on any old, fantastic root

mes to hand. - Ishounld like to see any

of man distingnishable from & gorilla,

that =ome good, and even prelty woman,

;id uot shape a husband out of.—0. W.

—Woman are such

— When King Alfonso stays to cort
Phe Princess Ann. Maris,
He don't ivdulyo the doubtful sport

T & ing her siro.
9r.oh! the old wau's far away
/hile Fonsy plies his suit,
And Fonsy need not dread, thoy say,
Tha stern parental boot.
No surly dog doth

The solog of Fonsy's pants,
And Fonsy dreads no watchful eyes
Of sistors or of nuuts;
i ] stross of bis fate

SDI0NS LN

Iauriee Thompson, the Indiana poet, has
dons m tha y other nan to popularize
avcher eation. It was pro-
bably sation created by his ** Witchery
of Ar * whieh prompted the Punch man
to warble to his enslaver
Glnd ludy mine, thnt glitte

In shimmah of summah athwart the lawn, 6303
Canst tell me

hich is bitte
f eye or glimmah of dawn,

The glamaw

1050 henrts thou flitterest

o they fall at thy feet to fawn?
lost thou flutter by
and oh! whither art come snd

Chorus—How exquisite! How refined!
really quite ton far more than mos
delicious!

—The following exquisite lines from the

song of the ** Amateur Farmer,” are going

the rounds :

I dreamed of a- beautiful time,
When the world shall bappy be;
When elephants and hyenas
Shall blossom on every tree.
When tamarinds and potatoes
Shall cease their dreadful roar,
When turnip trees shall blossom
In the garden forever more.
Oh ! sweet were tho vamished hours
When I wandered adown the glen,
AnAd wreathed my brow with tomatoes,
Or plucked the ripened hen.
When the donkey twined up the trellis,
And the cucumber chirped in the grass,
And the sweet potato whistle 1

To its mate in the mountain pass.
—The Royal Archmological Society of Eng-
land has recently come upon this inscription
in the old abbey at Taunton : —

Consecrated to the Blessod Memory of Robert
Graye, Esq., and Founder.
nton bore him, London bred him,
Pioty truined him, Virtue led him,
Earth enriched him, heaven carest him,
Taunton bleast him, London bleast him,
This town thankful, that mindful city,
Share his piety, and his pity,
What he gave aud how be gave i,
Ask the poor and you shall have it,
Gentle reeder, heaven may strike
Thy tender heart to do the like,
Now thine eves have read this story,
(Give himn the praise and heaven the g]orlw‘
Atatis su@ 65, Anno Dom: 1
BALLAD OF JIMMIE AND JACK.
FIRST STANZA.

Little Jimmie and .ittle Jack
Weunt out to play on the railroad track,
And s they played at their playful play
A freight train happened along that way.

HHCOND S5TANZA.

=

| Jnnur:.i ‘ JACK, I

Age, 5 Yrs. | | Age, 7 Yrs.

| RLP R.LP.
IERE |

——At the celebrated Eastern Cirous Orozi,
recently performing at Pesth, the attendant
was started from b by the elephants
rising to theit feet and trumpeting in & shrill
tone, signifieant of great mental agitation.
Looking around ip the dark to see if some
stray dog or cat had got admittance, he dis-
covered a stranger with a dark lantern at-
tempting to enter the property room adjoin-
ing. Witbout a moment's hesitation, he
loosed the biggest of the thres elephants, who
marched solemnly ou. upon the would-be
burglar, seized him by one arm with his
potent trunk, and beld him fast until the
pelice, whom the attendant had promptly
fetehed from a neighboring station, came up
and took the elephant’s prisoner, who had in
the meantime swooned with fright, into
ecustody. © Having consigned him to the
authorities, ** Kiraly,” like a virtuous
citizen, returned to sleev. couscious of having
done his duly.

of being new,




