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arrival of a traveller, and keep him outside for
the night.

Ou the evening in which this chapter opons,
before putting the key into the lock, Barrillard
put out his head to explore the country. His
physiognomy brightened with j joy at perceiving
on the high road, about three hundred paces
distant, & numerous cavalcade, followed by
peveral littora, approaching in great haste. At
thesame time he observed a poor podestrian
dragging himself along under the ramparts to
the right ; while, to the left, a well-mounted
knight was urging his horse to his utmost
spoed, hastenirig like one porfectly a.quainted
with the usages of the place.

¢ Ah, ah, we are going to have some sport
to-night,” said Mastor Barrillard to himself,

taking shelter bebind the gate, chuckling a,nd'

shaking his fat sides, as was his wont on simi-
lar occasions. ]

Moanwhile one of the knights of the escort
seeing the gate slightly open, left the group
and advanced at full gallop. Then addressing
the sentinel, who remained immovable in his
jron cage on tho ramparts, he begged him to
ask the sergeant-at-arms to delay the shutting
of the gates for some moments, 8o as to allow
time for his companisns to arrive, adding tbat,
at the head of the -lnights that followed him
waa the ambassador from the King of Castile.

As soon as this request had been carried to
the sergeant-at-arms, a trumpet sounded from
the top of the walls. Hearing this signal,
which it was impossible he could misunder-
gtand, tho porter came grumbling out of his
-den, and while the sergeant-at-arms finished
relieving the sentinels, the cavalcade halted at
some paces from the gate.

During this time the pedestrian, before|,

mentioned, arrived slowly like a man worn
out by lassitude and suffering. Although in
the primo of life, heleant heavily on a knotted
stick ; he wore a long untrimmed beard, his
long hght kair floated in disorder on his
shoulders, his threadbare coat stained snd
spotted by the dust and rain, his boots cut by
the flints 6f the road, and the wholq of his
miserable appearance testified to a long and
painful journey.

In passing before the escort of the ambassa-
‘dor, which was stationed on the road, he
hastily pulled the rim of his large hat over his
eyes, and quickening his pace by an cffort, he
was about to enter the city, when a vigorous
hand arrested his passage. It was that of the
warder, who, furious at seeing some of his
victims escape him, was resolved to revenge
himself on the remaining two.

‘“Hallo! my fine fellow, where are you go-
ing to?” said bhe, eyeing the travoller with an
insolent look.

The pedestrian to whom this question was
- addressed turned suddenly round, and draw-
ing himself up, with flashing eyes, raised his
stick. There was so much boldness and reso-
Iution in his look and attitude, that Barrillard
thought it prudent to loose his hold, hut the
stranger, apparcntly ashamed of his passion,
cast away his stick, and said, in a calm voice,
““Why do you provent me passing ?"

“Hove patience,” returmed the warder,
taking down & large whip that was kept beside
the gate for the special purpose of driving
away beggars, vagabonds, and straggling
dogs ; ‘“since you do not know, I am going to
teach you.”

The stranger quietly awaited the approach
of the warder, who came towards him with a
menacing air, though he shook as if he had
been the prey of a burning fever. ¢ Ah, you
waat to know why I will not let you enter the
good city of Bordeaux,” continued the bratal
Barrillard, loosing with haste the thong of his
whip. “Wel, it is becanse my orders are
not to admit into the city in which my lord
the Prince of Wales holds his court, either
beggars, thieves, or mad dogs; and certainly
you are one or the other of these, if not all
three together.”

“Wretch I exclaimed the stranger, colour-
ing with indignation, and rushing on the
warder with a quickncss and energy that tho
old soldier littlo anticipated, he snatched his
whip away and broke it into pieces.

We shall not attempt to describe the amaze-
ment into which this bold action plunged the
majestic Barrillard, which was at first mani-
fested only in disconnected words. “Rogue,
rascal I” he exclaimed, ‘‘art thou then a furi-
ous madman ?  Oh, thou shalt pay dearly for
thy audacity.”

*¢ At all events,” replied the stravger, put-
ting his foot on the wreck of the whip-hendlo,
“ this will not be the instrument of punish-
ment.” '

¢ Migereant 1” cried Master Barrillard, ex-
asperated at the laughter of the- escort,
“darest thou jest? I will have thee taken
before the provost, and thou wilt see if thou
art permitted to break the whip of a city
warder with impunity.”

‘I should profer laying it across thy shoul-
ders,” said the stranger, coolly.

At thia-last sarcasm, which excited anow
the laughter of the escort, poor Barrillard
could no longer contain himself, but advancing
to the pedestrian, he raised his bunch of keys.
© ‘““And now thou comest to offer me the
keys of the city,” said the stranger wilh a
sinile.

The laughter of the horsemen redoubled,
and Barrillard bectme mad with rage, but at
- the moment that the fight between him and
the traveller was about to commence, one of
the ‘veiled women who formed s port of the
‘ambassador’s suite uttered a shrick.of surprise
and alarm, At the same time the horseman,
Who.had comé galloping along the rampaits

on the left, arrived infront of the little troop,
turned short, and entered the oxty

At the sound of that shrill voice tho stranger
turned his head. The warder, seeing the last
of the prey be had lain in wait for escape him,
sprung off in pursuit, postponing the termina-
tion of his quarrel to a botter opportunity.
Soearcely, however, had he touched the horse’s
bridle, than he felt an Herculoan hand seize
him by the thick forest of grey hair that
adorned his head, which Jifted him from the
ground as if he had been a wine skin,

““Hallo 1” cried Barrillard, struggling with
all his might to free himself from the living
vice that held him suspended in mid-air, *I
thought there was but one man in the world
who could balance me in that way.”

““And who is he?’ demanded the horse-
man.

“Tom Burdett, Captain of Freebooters,”
answered the warder, in a stifled voice.

“That is what may be calléd guessing
right,” replied the horseman, suddenly lower-
ing the guardian of the city gate, who fell
heavily on his two legs, *‘and in turn I recog-
nise you.”

“‘1t is very generous on your part, captain,”
said Master Barrillard, trying to recover his
equilibrium, ‘‘but, frankly, I should have
prof orred that you had recognised me a little
sooner.’

‘“ Ah, yes, on account of that alxght correc-
tlon ” said the other; ‘‘but what wouldst
thou, my old Patrick ? thou knowest I have a
light and ready hand.”

“You think your hand light, do you?”

opinion.”

‘“As to thee, my brave follow,” continued
the captain, *“I congratulate thee ; thou hast
grown fatter, for thy body seemed to me very
weighty just now. Ah, come now, I hope, in
remembrance of our former good acquaintance,
thou wilt no longer attempt to oppose my
passage.”

* Impossible to obey you, noble captain,”
replied Patrick Barrillard, bowing with great
humility;, rubbing his shoulders, and feeling
his forehead to assure himself that the light
hand of Burdett had not bruised him.

¢ Aund why 80 ?”” demanded the freebooter,
harshly.

‘* What you ask of me is quite contrary to
the orders I have received. If it were not for
that, you cannot doubt my desire to serve
you,” answered the warder, making a grimace
which he intended for a gracious smile.

“Yet I cannot lie with the sjars for a
canopy,”’ said Burdett, frowning,

By dint of rubbing his forehead, Barrillard
‘cansed it to sprout an idea, an event with him
of rare occurrence. ‘‘You have one way,”
muttered he ; ‘it is to slip yourself, unknown
to me, among the ambassador’s suite, so as to
enter without my seeing you.”

*‘ Thanks for thy ingenious advice, Patrick,”
said Burdett, and making his horse describe a
quarter circle, he slipped among the last horso-
men of the eacort.

As to the stranger, so brutally repulsed by
Master Barrillard, he no longer appeared
desirous of entering the city ; unconscious of
what was passing around him, he had but one
thought, one desire, as maddening, as irre-
sistible as the thirst that tortures the wounded
on the battleield ; his heart beat violently
beneath his rags, and, forgetting his misery,
he cast bold and hasty looks on the women
that formed part of the escort, in an endeavour
10 discover beneath her veil she whose voice
still vibrated on his ear.

During this time, the sergeant-at-arms, who
had at length relieved the sentinels, advanced
1o meet the ambassador; the latter on his
side, detaching himsclf from his attendauts,
and throwing back the cowlof the long travel-
ling cloak that covered him, advanced some
paces and dismounted. None of his squires
or valets had followed him, so perceiving at a
little distance the audacious pedestrian, he
made him a sign to approach. The poor fel-
low mechanically obeyed.

‘The ambassador threw the reins of his horse
to him with proud inditference, and then drew
trom his robe a parchment, to the cormer of
which was attached the royal seal. “I am
Augustin  Gudiel, Bishop of Segovia, and
ambassador from the King of Castile,” said he,
addressing the sergcant-at arms, and present-
ing to him the enrolled parchments. -

At that name, but particularly at the voice,
the pedestrian changed countenance ; he be-
came pale, and his limbsa shook with a convul-
sive trembling, while with the hand that was
free, he searched among his tatters, as if he
expeeted there to find o hidden weapon.

¢ Without noticing the emotion of the man,
Angustin Gudiel continued—*¢ In the name of
Don Enrigue, my well-beloved master, I de-
mand passage for myself, tho knights that
accompany me, and all the people of our
suite,” . /

¢ Enter, reverend bishop,” answered the
sergeant-at-arms, after having cast a hasty
glance on the parchment, “‘and you shall be
conducted to my lord the Prince of Wales, if
you desire it.”

The Bishop of Segovia accepted the offor of
the sergeant, and while he mustered his peo-
ple, he ordered the podestrian to hold his
stirrup. In silenco the latter slowly, and with
a trombling hand, obeyed ; Yie presented the
stirrup to the ambassador, and then assisted
him to remount his mule.

“Hold ¥’ said the bxshop, drawing’ from his
purso some small picces of money, ‘here is
payment for thy trouble. Thou canst make

iriends with the warder of the city, and empty

grumbled the warder; *‘ every one to his own’

‘a jug of ‘wine with him to the health of Don
Enrigue, my master.”

The pedestrian, by an involuntary move-
ment, lot the money Gudiel offered to him fall
on the ground, but observing the bishop’s
astonished looks, he lmmedlatoly picked it
up ; then pulling the beaver over his brows,
he muttered in a low voice, *‘ Thanks, sir;
may Heaven reward you and your master as
you merit. As for me, most charitabls bishop,
while I live I shall remember that you have
given me alms.”

At the sound of that voice the ambassador
becamo violently agitated, and ncarly foll off
his mule. A strange suspicion crossed his
mind ; that voico, now so humble, had beforo
sounded in his ears, but imperious, harsh, and
menacing. As soon as he recovered from the
first shock of surprise, he pretended to adjust
his stirrup, which gave him an opportunity of
stooping, intending to see if the man who hid
himself in those rags, and ander that ugly
beaver, was indeed ho whose voice alond had
the power to make him tremble. But the
pedestrion, baving immediately turned his
back on the generous bishop, had already ro-
gained the open country.

Gudiel, observing his bent form and sham-
bling gait, smiled at his fears and suapicions ;
nevertheless, before entering Bordeaux at the
head of the procession, he said to the sergeant-
at-arms, ‘“Watch well that the beggar who
held my mule just now does not gain admission
into the city.”

“No one else will enter this uight, my
lord,” returned the sergeant-at.arms, *for
Master Pasrick Barrillard is going to sbut the
gate immediately.”

entered the city.
( To be Ceontinued.)

A MID-AIR COMPROMISE.

Not many years ago, and not far from the ;
city of Elmira, at a locality known as the:
“ Female College,” the circumstances we are °
about to relato took place. It seems that the
principal of the college overheard a plan among
a number of his young lady studenta, for draw-
ing a young gentleman up to one of the third-
~ | story rooms ‘“in o basket at night,” as no
gontleman suitors were allowed to visit their
college lady loves, and see them alone, under
strict rules of the institution. The principal
acted accordingly, and at the appointed time

| was on the designated spot, and when the bas-
ket was let down took the lover's place, gave!

the *“signal switch,” aud commenced going up
toward heaven, drawn by a trinity of angels.
‘When two-thirds up, the angel expectant, on
looking from the window, discovered to her
terror that she had another manin the basket,
and, nearly frightened out of her wits, made
the facts known to her fair helpersin mischief;
with the pertinent inquiry of ¢ What shall we
do? What shall we do? Oh! girls, girls,
what shall we do?” WWhereupon one of their
number, noted for her coolness and presence
of mind ip trying emergencies, said :

‘“Here ! you hold on to this cord ; now, do
just as I tell you, and I'll take care of the man,
no matter who he is, or where ho came from."”

Then taking out her pocket-knife aud open-
ing it, she leaned out of the window, and in a
low voice said :

““ Who are you there in that bnsket ?”

No response.

“Isay who are you there in that basket?
Do you hear? I have aknife in my hand, and
unless you answer in less than ton seconds 1
will cat this rope ?” °

“Why, it’s your principal, don’t you know
me ? Don’t for mercy’s sake cut therope. Keep
your knife further away from it !”

““Well, you are in a pretty fix, Professor ;
a protty fix, indeed, and hanging betwcen
heaven and earth, between life and death.
What do you think ought to be done with
you? A principal of a female college; who
thus endeavors, at night, to clandestinely reach
the room of a lady student, ought to besevere-
ly punished, and alse exposed.”

“0Oh! I Deg of you not to harm me nor ex-
pose e ; hut let me down egain carefully, and
don’t let the rope slip.” ‘

‘¢ Professor,” said the shrewd beanty, ¢ on
one condition only, will we comply with your
request ”

“Namo it, name it !”

“Youmust solemnly promise that none of us
‘who have been engaged in this little romance
shall bo disciplined for it, and that you will
make no mention of it to a living soul while
we are inmates of the college, with the under-
standing that we are to observe the solemn
promise. What say you ?”

¢ I promise—solemnly promise.”

“Very well. Hold up your right hand!
You do solemnly swear that you will faithfully
kecp and observe that promise, go help you
God ?”

“I (lo g

¢ Enough, glrls, he has taken the oath.
Lower away !”

The *‘Professor” was soon carefully and
safely landed on terra firma, greatly to his
relief and greaily to the joy, no doubt, of the
other party to the compromise ; and he lived
up to his oath. In after years, however, when
time had absolved him from it, and the lover,
whoseBasket he ¢ monopolized” on that event-
ful night, had, as the story goes, married the
girl—who, on that occasion, wasso. ‘“far above
him”—tho Profecasor used to tell the adventure
to his particular friends, and laigh over it till
the toars ran down bis cheeks, as the most
Indicrous scrape he aver got into in all his col-
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The Bishop of Segovia and his suite slowly

lege life, and as the only one he was lot out of
under an oath administered.—Schuyler Co,
(N. Y.) Democrat.

HOW THE MONEY GOES.

Two young men (journeymen plumbors) were
at work at my house a little time since. They
wero twenty-five years old. In talk with
them, I asked: ‘Do you smoke?’ ¢ Yes;”
both of them said. *How much does it cost
you ?” One of them roplied : “I buy half a
dollar’s worth of cigars overy night after sup-
per;” and the other s2id it cost him scventy-
five cents & day for cigars, * “And do you
drink ?  *¢Yes, a little,” both of them said.
““ How much?” ““Oh ! very little—only three
or four or sometimes five glasses a day.”
*“ And how much does that cost?’ ¢ Ten
cents a glass.” " “‘ Now, have you thought how
much you spend in a year in that way” “No
wo haven't.” ¢ Well, it's quite wortli your
while to look into that. Car. you even guess
what you spend in a year in thadt » way, and in
ten years?” No, they couldn’t even give a
guess ; they had never thought of it.

‘¢ And so, taking out a pencil and paper, I
proceeded to enlighten them. Their cigars at
fifty cents a day, will amount, with compound
interest, to $2,407 13 in ten years, and three
drinks a day for the same time to $1,444 56 ;
in all for smoke and fuddle, $3,851 39. They
were both astonished at tho result, and pro-
mised to change their habits. But they
haven’t. * How much wages do you receive ?”

I asked. ¢‘‘Twenty-four dollars a week when
we work full time,” they said. * How old
are you?’  “Twenty-five,” said one.

¢t Twenty-six, nearly,” said the other. “How
much have you in the savings’ bank ?” ¢No.
thing,” they both said. What do you do
with all the money ? You are earning wages
that wounld certainly mske you both rich

men if you should manage well. And now at
twenty -five and twenty-six years of age you
have nothing. How do you spend your
money ¥’ They couldn’t tell, neither of them
knew ; they had twenty-four dollars every
. Saturday night, but somehow it was allgoneby
the next pay day. ¢ The fellows borrowed
it ; they had to treat ; they never thought #?

‘““Well, you ought to have in the savings
; bank seven hundred dollara 2 year—you ought
| to have now twenty-eight hundred dollars of
- your own, cach of you, at six per cent. only,
one bhundred and sixty-eight dollarsa year—as
much as you can earn in forty-twe days.
You are wasting every year .in smoke and
drink 'a sum which, if saved and taken good
care of, would make you independent at sixty
years of age, or set you upin a business of
your own at thirty, with snre prospccts of
success.’

WHAT I HAVE NOTICED.

I have noticed that all men speak well of all
men's virtuos when they are dead ; and that
the tombstones are marked with epitaphs of
““good and virtuous.” Is there any particular
cemetry where the bad men are buried ?

I bave noticed that Death is a merciless
judge, though not impattial. Every man owes
a debt, Death summons the debtor, and he
lays down his dust in the currency of mor-
tality.

I have noticed that he who thinks every
wman a rogue is very certain to see one when
ho shaves himself, and he ought, in merey to
his neighbor, to surrender the rascal to justice.

I have noticed that money is the fool’s wis-
dom, the knave’s reputation, the -wise man’s
jewel, tho rich man’s trouble, the poor man's
desive, the -covetous man’s ambition, and the
idol of all.

I have noticed that whatever is, is right,
with few exceptions—the left eye, the loft leg,
and the left side of plum pudding.

I have noticed that merit is always measured
out in the world by its success.

I have noticed that as we are always wishing
instead of working for fortunes, we are disap-
pointed, and call Damo Fortuno ¢ blind,” but
it is the very best evidence that the old lady
has most capital eye-sight, and isno *‘ granny”
with spectacles,

I have noticed that purses will hold pen-
nies as well as pounds.

I have noticed that all men are honest when
well watched.

ROUGH ON ’EM.

0l1d Jones has been playing a sharp game on
the mosquitos. You sce, he had a mosquito
net on his bed, but the persevering insects
used to get inside in the daytime, and when
old Jones sought hiscouch to court the drowsy
god, théy used to make sweet music for him,
and bore holes in him, aud let his blood orit,
and old Jones, you understand, couldn’t stand
itat all. “But he is square on the mosquitos
now, Jonesis, You see, he goes to bed and
leaves the not abount half open, aud then the
mosquitos, thinking they have got a soft thing,
swarm in and begin to buzz. Whon ho thinks
they are inside, old Jones quictly slips out and
closes up the net tight, and there he has them.
And then he makes up a nice bed on the floor,
and lays there and kicks up his old heels, and
langhs at those poor, swindled mosquitos, and
those mosquitos tear around in that net, and
broak their necks against the bars trying to
get out, and they hold indignation meotings,
and protest, and all that. Why, the mosquitos
in that room look like living skeletons, and
still old Jones is heartless enough to keep
right on fooling these poor- msccts and laugh-
ing at them,

—
THEATRICAL ANECDOTE. .

One evening, when Pizarro was nnnounced
a8 the play, there was a considerable delay in
commencing, in consequence of one of the pers
formers being absent; the aundience became
impatient, when John Kemble (“*Rolla’) came
forward, and delivered himself to shis effect s

“‘Ladies and gentlemen, at the request of
the principal porformers in the play of this
evening, I am to inform you that the persom
absent ia Mr, Emery,”

““The house received this explanation with-
out any disapprobation or otherwise. (Emery
at this period, although a very pathetic actor, -
had not arrived at the summit of excellence,
and on this evening the part of & sentinel was
given to him). Scarcely had Mr. Kemble
quitted the ataﬁ when, dressed in a great
coat, dirty boots, and a face red with haste,
and wet with perspiration—on rushed the
culprit. Emery stayed some moments hefore
the audience, apparently much agitated, and
ab length delivered himself to this effect :

“Ladies and Gentlemen, this is the first
time I ever had to appear before you as an
apologist. As I have been the eole cause in
the delay in your entertainment, allow me
shortly to offer my excuse, when, I am sure,
I shall obtain an acquittal, especially from the
fair part of this brilliant audience. Ladies— .
for you I must particularly address—my wife!
——and I——(thunders of applause interrupt-
ed the apology) ; and I ran for the doctos—'

“You've said enough !” exclaimed a thou.
sand tongues,

1 could not leave her, ladies, until I knew
that she was safe—" R |

* Bravo, Emery, you've said enough ?” was
re-echoed from all parts of the house.

Emery was completely overpowered ; and,
after making another ineffectual attempt to
proceed, retired, having first placed his band
on his heart, and bowed gratefully to all parts
of the house,

The play proceeded without interruption ;
but it appeared Emery had not forgotten his
obligation to Kemble ; for in that scene, before
the prison-scene, in which Rolla tries to cor-
rupt the sentinel by money, the following
strange interruption ocourred in the dlalogue :

Rolla. Have you a wife ?

Sentinel. I have,

Rolla. Children?

Sentinel. I had two this morning; I have
three now!

Youd applause followed this retaliation, and
it continued so long that the entire effect of
the scene was lost; and Mr. Kemble, after
waiting some time in awkward confusion, ter-
minated it by abruptly rushing into the prison.

LINED INSIDE.

I was ina drug store in Elmira, when in
rushed a fellow who called for a pound of
camphor and downed the whole of it. It was
a surprise party to me, and I said, *‘what the
deuce did he do that for ?”

*“Why,” said drugs, *‘ he islined.”

¢ Lined,” says I, ‘“ what is that ?”

Then he told me.

Some years ago a gentleman who was about
to give a dinner party spent a whole week
showing his servant how to make mock turtle
soup. When thé day came she made the
mock, and the turtle and the sonp all right,
and just as she was about to pour in a bottle
of claret, a little boy ecntered singing,
‘* Every thing is lovely and the goose hangs
high,” which distracted her attention and she
made a mistake and poured in a whole bottle
of hair tonic:

“ Did it make bair soup ?” said I, meekly.

¢ Alas I’ said he, ¢ the results wero sad.”

“ What were the results ?” said 1.

‘“ Darn it,” said he, *‘didn't I just say they
were sad ?”

‘ But,” said I
wind up ?”

““Ah,” said he, ‘* two went to the Morgue,
four to the hospitzl, and all who didn't die
were called the survivors; :md that fellow
you just saw was one of ’em.’

“What the devil did he swa.llow 80 much
camphor for? said L

“Well,” he said, ““that tonic started the
hair growing down bkis throat, and he took
the camphor to keep the moths out.”

‘“how did the mock turtle

THE YOUNG LADY ANSWERED.,

A young lady writes to Jearn why we do not
have a department for ¢‘ answers to corres-
pondents.” The reason is simple. We once
announced we would gladly veceive questions
on vavions topics and endeaver to answer
them satisfactorily. The firstinquiry received
was in relation to a little amount we owed
the writer. - We think it was eight dollars.
We borrowed the money and roturned a
‘ satisfnctory answor,” but it put back our
business full & year. The young lady thinks
such a departinont would be very lively, We
found it so. -

atlh-

GRACE MAL-A-PROPOS.—A milliner’s appren-
tice, about to wait on a duchess, was fearful of
committing some error in her depertment.
She therofore consulted a friend as to the -
maoner in which she should address the great
personage, and was told that, on gomg before
the duchess, she must say, her grice, and so
on. Accordingly away went the girl, and on. .
being introduced, after a very low courtesy,
she said, “‘For what I am going to receive, -
the Lord make me trnly thankful,” - To which *

P

the duchess answered, ‘‘ Amen,”
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