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PAUL GOSSLETT.
A COCKNEY TRIES HIS FORTUNE IN IRELAND,

The door cto the ante-rcom where I was
waiting stood half open, and I beard a rery im-
perious voice say, ¢ Tell Mr. Gosslett it 15 im-
possible—quite impossible.  There are above
three bundred applicants, and I befieve he 1s the
least smtable of any of them.) A meek looking
youeg gentleman came out after this ; and, clos-
ing the door cautiously, said, ¢ My lord regrets
extremely, Mr. Gossiett, that you should have
been o late in forwarding your testimonials,—
He has alteady filled the place, but, if another
vacauncy occurs, his lordship will bear your claims
in mind.’

Thus were all my grand schemes dashed to
vieces. What mext? Sucide? 1 was too
much of a philantbropist for that. Revolving
various scoemes, I determmwed to visit an aunt
and an uncle 1 the country.

I never liked y uncle, vor did be like me.—
He was a bard, stern, coarse-natured man, who
thought that any one who bad ever falled 1o any-
thing was a creature to be despised, and saw
nothing n want of success but an innate desire
to live in indolence, and be supparted by others.
He often asked me why T didn’t turn coal-
beaver. He said be would have been a coal-
beaver ratber 1ban be dependent upon bis rela-
tions.

It was dark on the morning when I set out,
and 1t was closing into darkness as  reached the
little 1nn where the cottage stood, and T was by
this time faicly beat between fatigue and buoger.

¢ Here’s a go, cried my uncle, who opened
the door for me. ¢ Here’s Paul Gosslett, just
as we're going to dioper.’

¢ The very time 1o suit him,’ sad I trying to
be jocular.

¢ Yes, lad, but will it smt us?, We’ve only
an Irish stew, and not too much of it either.—
But here’s the dinner, and 1 suppose you must
bave your share of it)?

I was io no mood to resent this invitation, dis-
courtecus as it was, for I was in o mood to re-
sent anything.

The meal went over somewhat silently ; hittle
was spoken oo any side. A balf jocular remark
on the goodness of my appetite was the only ap-
proach to a pleasantry.

¢ Better have you for a week than a fortnight,
lad, said my uncle as we drew round the fire
after dinoe.

My aunt now armed herself with some keit-
ting apparatus, while my uncle, flacked by a
smoking glass of toddy on one side and the
¢ Tizer’ on the otber, proceeded to fill tus pipe
with strong tobacco. Under the wfluence of his
drowsy wisdom, and overcome by the hot fire, I
fell off fast asleep. At length 1 fancied I beard
people calling me by my name, some saying
words of warning or caution, and otbers jeering
or banteriog me ; and then quite distinctly—as
clearly as though the words were in my ear—I
heard my aunt say:

¢T’m swre Lizzy would take im. The was
shamefully treated by that heartless fellow, but
she’s getting over it now ; and if eny one, even
Paul there, oftered, ’'m certain ehe’d not refuse
him.

¢ She has a thousand pounds,’ grunted out my
vaele.

n‘IFout-leeu hundred in the bank, and, as they
have no otber child, they must leave ber every-
think when they die.’

¢+ Tt won’t be much. Old Dan has httle more
than lus vicarage, and he always ends each year
a shade deeper 1o debt than the one before it.’

¢ Well, she has her own (ortune, and nobody
can touch that.’ .

I roused myself, yawned aloud, and opened my
eyes.

y‘l say, Paul, said my aunt, ¢ were you ever
in 1reland 7 o

¢ Never, aunt. Why do you ask me P

¢ Because you said a while back that you felt
ratber poorly of late—low and weakly.)

¢ No loss of appetite though,’ chuckled in my
uncle.

t And we were thinkmg, resumed she, ¢ of
sending you ,over to stay a few weeks with n
old friend of ours m Donegal. He callsat the
finest air 10 Europe ; and T know he’d {reat you
with every kindness. But, as a cockney, you

" know neither how to ride, fish, shoot—how, then,
are you to spend your time 7 Mrs, Dudgeon’s
deaf; but the davghter, Lozzie, is pretty. That

" will bea resource 1n allcases. At all events,they

are distant connections of your mother’s; and,
‘as.you are determined to live on your relations,
I think you ought to-give them a turn.?

¢ There is zome justice in that,’ sald I, deter-
_mined now to resent - no rudeness, nor show of-
' Ifezjt;'e at any coarseness, however great it might

"“Well, then, - Il wnite . to-morrow, and say
you'll -follow . my - letter, and be with them soon
after:they recevetts: - v o
We talked for " some - ticie longer over the

Paul Gosslett,’ said I, with what T hoped was a

family whose guest I was to be, aod I went off |

to bed, determined to see out this new act of my
life’s drama before I whistled for the curtaia te
drop.

My plan of procedure was fo be thie. I was
supposed to be making a tour in Ireland, wheo,
bearing of certain connections of my mother’s
famly hving 1z Donegal, I at once wrote to my
vocle Morse tor an mtroduction to them, and ke
not only provided me with a letter accrediting
me, bat wrote by the same post to the Dudgeons
to say that.I was sure to pay them a visit,

On arriviog in Dublio T was astozished to find
so much that seemed unlike what I bad left be-
hind me. I was not, T shame to own, much bet-
ter up in the geography of Ireland than that of
Ceatral Alfrica.

* Do you know Donegal ?’ asked I of the
waiter, giving to my proonunciation of the word a
long second and a short third syllable.

¢ No, your honor, I never heard of bim,’ was
the answer.

¢ But 1t’s a place I’m asking for—a country,’
said T, with some impatience.

¢ Faix, maybe 1t 1s,” said he, * but it’s new to
me all the same.

¢ He means Donegal, sad a red-whiskered
man with a bronzed, weather-beaten face, and a
stern, defiant air, that invited no acquaintance-
ship.

¢ O, Donegal,’ clumed 1 tte waiter. °©DBe-
gorra! it woulda’t be easy to kmow it by the
name your bonor gave it.?

¢ Are you looking for any particular place in
that country? asked the stranger, in a tone |
sharn and imperious as his former speech,

¢ Yes, said T assuming a degree of courtesy
that T thought would be the best rebuke to his
bluntoess ;  but Il scarcely trast myself with
the prorunciation after my late failure. This is
the place I want;* and [ drew forth my uccle’s
letter and showed the address.

¢ 0, that’sat, is it 2 eried be, reading aloud,
¢ The Reverend Dan:el Dudgeon, Killgrotherum,
Donegal.” And are you going there? O,
see you are,’ said he turning his eyes to the foot
of the address. ¢ Favored by Paul Gosslett,
Esq. i and you are Paul Gosslett.’

¢ Yes, sir, with your kind permission, Iam

chilliog dignity of mauner.

¢ 1f w’s only my permisston you want, you can
be anything you please,” said ke, turming his ‘n-
solent stare fu!l on me.

I endeavored not to show any sensitiveness to
this impertinence, and went on with my dinner,
the stranger’s table being quite close to mine.

¢ Tts your first appearance in Ireland, I sus-
pect,’ said be scanuipg mae as he picked s teeth
and sat carelessly with one leg crossed over the
o0 her.

I bowed a silent acquiescence, and he went
on—

¢ T declare that I believe a cockoey, though
be baso’t a word of French, is more at bome on
the Continent than In Ireland.’ He paused for
some expression of opmnion on my part, but I
gave nope. I filled my glass, and afiected to
admire the color of the wine, and sipped it slowly,
like one thoroughly epgaged i his own enjoy-
ments. :

¢ Don’t you agree with me ?° said he, fiercely.

¢ Sir, I bave not given your proposition such
consideration 2s would entitle me to say T con-
cur with you or not.’

¢ That’s not it at all,’ broke he in, with ao n-
solent laugh ; ¢ but you won’t allow that you’re
a cockuey.’

¢ I protest, sir,’ said I steruvly, ¢ that T have
yet to learn that I am bound to make a declara-
tion of my birth, pareatage, aad education to
the first stanger I sit beside in a coffee room.’

¢ No, you’re not — notbing of the kind — for
it’s done for you. It’s done in spite of you, when
you open your mouth. Don’t you see the
waiter runming out of the room with tke napkio
in his mouth when you tried te say Donegal 7—
Losk here, Paul,’ said he, drawing bis chair con-
fidentially toward my table. ¢ We don’t care a
rush what you do mith your H’s, or your W’s
either } but, 1f we can help it, we won’t have our
national sames mscalled. We have a pride in
them, and we’ll not suffer them to be mutilated
or dishigured. Do you understand me now ¥

¢ Sulliciently, sir, to wish you a very good
night,” said I, risiag from the table, and leaving
my pat of sherry, of which I had only drunk
one glass.

As I closed the coffee-rcom door, T thought
—indeed, I’m certaic — I heard a loud roar of
langhter, . :

* Who 18 that most agreeable gentleman I sat
pexti at dioner ?* asked I of the waiter.

s Counsellor MacNamara, sir.  Tso’t he a mee
man ?? ’ 3

~¢ [ wish you heard bim m the coort, sir. By
my conscience, & witness has a poor- time under.
tim.- Hed bumbug you if yoit was an arche
shop.! :

MO

"+ Call me at five;’ said 1 passing up the staurs,

and impatient to gain my room and be alope
with my indigoation.

What stories had [ not beard of Irish cour-
tesy to strangers—Irish wit and Irish pleasantry.

: Was this, then, a specimen of that captivating

manoer which makes these people the French of
Great Britain ?  'Why this fellow was an un-
mitigated savage.

Having registered a vow not to open my lips
to a stranger till I reached the end of my jour-
nay, and to afiect deafness rather than to be led
into conversation, 1 set off the next day, by
traio, for Derry. True to my resolve, T only
uttered the word ¢ beer” till 1 arrived mn the
evening.

I wanted to learn something about the people
io whose house T was going, and asked Pat, the
driver of a car on the last stage of my journey,
if he knew Mr. Dudgeon.

¢ Troth I do, sir, well,? said he.

¢ He’s a good kind of man, I'm told,’ said I.

¢ He is indeed, sir ; no betther.’

¢ Kind to the poor, and chantable.’

¢ Thrue for you ; that’s himself.?

¢ And his family is well Jiked down here.’

¢ il be bound they are. There’s few like
them to the fore.’

Rather worried by the persistent assent he
gave me, and seewng that I had no chance of
deriving anything like an independent opinion
from my courteous companion, I determined to
try apother hne. After smoking a cigar, and
giving ooe to my friend, who seemed to relish it
vastly, I said, as if incidentally, * Where I got
that ¢’:igar, Paddy, the people are bette: off than
here.

¢ Aod where’s that, sir 1°

*In America, in the State of Virginia.’

¢ That’s as thrue as the Bible. It’s elegant
times they have there.’

¢ And one reason 13> said I, ¢ every man can
do what he likes with his own. You have a bit
of land here, and you darer’t plant tobacco; or,
1f you sow oats or barley, you musto’t malt it.—
The law says: ¢You may do this, and you
sha’n’ do that :* and is that freedom, T ask, or 1s
it slavery.’

¢ Slavery—devil a less, said he. with a cut
of his whip that made the hborse plunge 1nto the
ar.

¢ And do you know why tha’s done?
you know tbe secret of it all ¥’

¢ Sorra a bit o” me,’

¢T'Hl tell you, then. 1t’s to keep up the
Church ; 11’ to feed the parsons that don’t be-
long to the people; that’s what they put the
taxes on tobacco and whisky for. What, 1'd
hke to know, do you and T want with that place
there with the steeple? What does the Rev.
Daniel Dudgeon do for you or me? Grind us—
squeez2 us—maybe, come down on us whep we
are trymg to scrape a {ew shiliings together, and
carry off for tithes.)

¢ Shure and be’s a bard man. He’s taking
the kerrins out of the net this year—for every
ten herrios be takes one.’

¢ And do they bear that ¥’

¢ Well, they do,’ saud be mournfully ; ¢ they’ve
no spirit down here ; but over at Muggle na-
garry they put slugs in one last winter.’

¢Ooe what ¥

¢ A parson, your honor ; and it did bim a dale
o’ goode He’s as meek as a child now about
his dues, and they’ve no trouble with him i life.’

¢ They’ll do that with Dudgeon yet, maybe 7’
asked I,

¢ With the
piously.

Saiisfied now that it was not a very hopeful
task to obtain much information about Ireland
from such a source, I drew my bat aver my
eyes, and aflfected to doze for the remainder of
the journey.

We arrived at length at the foot of a narrow
road, impassable by the car, and bere the driver
told me I must descend, and make the rest of
my way on foot.

* The house wasn’t far,’ be said ; ¢ only over
the top of the bill 1 froot of me—about half a
quarter of a mile away/)

It was a long, one-storied building, with cow
house and farms offices under the same roof.—
The hall-dcor had been evidently lovg in disuse,
since it was battened over wilh strony planks,
and secured besides against the north-west wind
by a rough group of rocks. 1 made for the rear
of the house, where a woman beatiog flax uader
a shed at once addressed me civilly, and ushered
me 1nto the bouse. ) L

¢ Hus riv’rence is - in there,’ said she, poioting
to a door,and leaving me .to aunounce myself.—
I knocked, and entered. It was a small room,
with an astiquated fireplace, at whichthe parson
and his wife and daughter were seated—he read-
ing a very. much - crumpled newspaper, and they
koitting. ~ - =

¢Q, this is Mr, Gosslett. How are you, sir,

Do

Lord’s blessing, sir, said he

‘asked Mr, Dudgeon, seizing and shaking my

hand ; while his wife said, ¢ We were just say-
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‘over with me,

iog we’d send down to lock after you. My
daughter Lizzy, Mr. Gosslett.’

Lizzy smiled fatatly, but &id not speak. 1
saw, however, that she was a pretty, fair-haired
girl, with delicate features and a very gentle ex-
preeston.

A very brief conversation enabled me to learn
that Mr, Dudgeon came to the parish on his
marriage, about four—and-twenty years before,
and oeither he nor bis wife ever left it sicee.—
They had no peighbors, and only six parishioners
of their own persuasion, The church was about
2 mile off, and not easily approached in bad wea-
ther. Tt seemed, too, that the bishop and Mr.
D. were always at war. The diocesan was a
Whig, and the parson a violent Orangeman, who
loved loyal anmiversaries, demonstrations, and
processions, the latter of which came twice or
thrice a year from Derry to visit him, end stur
up any amount of bitterness and party striffe ;
and though the Rev. Dan, as he was famliarly
called, was obliged to pass the long interval be-
tween these trivmphbant exhibitions exposed to
the insolence and outrage of the large masses be
tad offended, Le never bhoked the peril, but ac-
tually dared it; wearing lus bit of orange ribbon
in ns button hole as he went down the village,
and meeting Father Laflerty’s scow! of defiance
and insult as fierce as s own,

After years of epiccopal ceasure aud reproof,
admimstered wittout the shghtest amendment,.
for Dan never appeared at a visitation, and none
were hardy enough to follow him into his fast-
ness, he was suffered to do what he pleased, and
actually abandoned as one of those hopeless
cases winch tume alone can clear off and remedy.
An mcident, bowever, which had befallen about
a couple of years back, bad almost released the
bishop from bis difficuity.

In an aflray following on a twelfth of July de-
monstration, a man bad been shot; and though
the Rev. Dan was not in any degree implicated
11 the act, some imprudent allusion to the event
in his Sunday’s discourse got abroad in the
préss, and was so severely commented on by a
young barrister on the trial, that an mhibition
was issued agamst him, and his church closed for
three months,

I bave been thus far prolix i sketching the
history of those with whom T was now to be do-
mesticated, because, once placed before the
reader, my daily hie is easi'y understood, We
sat aver the fire nearly all day, abusing the Pa-
pists, and wondering il England would ever pro—
duce one man who could understand the fact
that vuless you banished tbe priests and threw
down the chanels there was nu use in makiog
laws for Treland.

Then we dioed, usually on fish and a but of
bacon, alter waich we drank the glorious, pious,
and immorial memory, with the brass money, the
wooden shoes, and the rest of it—the mild Lizzy
herself being ¢told off;’ to recite tbe toast, as
her father bad a sore throat and could not utter ;
and the fair, gentle lips, that seldom parted save
to smile, delivered the damnatory clause agamst
all who wouldn’t drink that toast, and sentenced
them to be ‘rammed, jammed, and crammed,’
as the act declares, in a way that actually
amazed me.

If the peasant who drove nie over to Killy-
rotherum did not add muck to my knowledge of
Treland by the accuracy of his facts or the fixity
of his opinions, the Rev, Dan assuredly made
amends for all the short-comings; for he saw
the whole thing at a glance, and knew why Ire-
land was ucgovernable, and Low she could be
made prosperous and happy, just s he knew how
much poteen went to a tumbler of punch; and
though occasionally despondent when the even—
ing bepan, as it drew toward bed-time, and the
decanter waxed low, he had usually arrived at a
glorious millenium, when every one “wore =2n
orange lily, and the whole worll was employed
in singwng, ¢ Croppies lie down.”

I suppose I must be a very routme sort of
creature who loves to get into a groove, and
never leave 1t. At all events; I grew to hke
my lhfe at Killyrotherum. The monotony that
would have driven most men to despair mas to
me soothing and grateful.

A breezy walk with Lizzy down to the vil
lage after breakfast, where she made whatever
purchases the, cares of housebold demanded, suf-
ficed for exercise. Afier that, I wrote alittle
in my own room—short, jotting notes, that might
serve to recall, on some future day, the scarcely
tioted surface of my quet existence, and occa-
stonally puttiog down such poists as puzzled me
—problems whose solution I must try to arrive
at wilh time and opportunity. Perbaps & brief
glance at the pages of this dirty diary, as I open
it a¢ rendom, may serve’to show how time went

Here 1s an entrji: Fﬁdéy, "17th‘.N.nv,erhber.
Memorandum te find out from D, ID. the exact
explanation of his words: last mght, and-which

‘possibly fatigue may bave made‘obscure to me.’

Is it 8ir Willism Vérnon or

' ! r'the Pope who is
Antichrist? )

No. 47.

Query : also, would not brass money be bet-
ter than no balfpence? and are not wooden shoes
as good as bare feet?

Why does not the parish clerk always bring
up a chicken when ke comes with a message ?

Lizzy did oot own she made the beefsteak
dumpling, but tie maid seemed to let the secret
out by bringing 1o a little amethyst ring she bad
forgotten on the kitchen table. I wsh ske
knew that.I’d be glad she could make dumphngs.
T am foud of dumpliogs. T try and tell her
this.

M:s. D. suspects Lizzy is attached to me.—
T doo’t thiok she approves of 1t. D. D. would
not object if I became an Orangeman. Query:
what eflect would that bave on my future career ?
Could T be an Orangeman without beiag able to
sing the ¢ Boyne Water 7’ for I never could hum
a tune in my life. To inguire about this.

Who was the man who behaved badly to
Lizzy? And how did be behave badly? This
is a very vital point, though not easy to come
at.

18th.—Tazzy likes—I may say loves—me.
The avowal was made this morning, when 1 was
carrying up two pounds of sugar and one pound
of soap from the village. She said: *Oh! Mr,
Gosslett, 1f you knew how unbappy L an !’

And T laid down the paicel, and takinp her
hand 1n mioe, said ; ¢ Dirling, tell me all !* and
she grew very red and flurried, and said: ¢ Non-
sense—don’t be a fool! Take care Tobias
don’t rup away with the soap, I wanted to con-
fide m you—to trust you. I don’t want to—’
and there she fell a crying, and sobbed all the
way bome, though T tried to console her as well
as the basket would permt me. Memorandum
—Not to be led into any tenderness till the
marketing 13 brought home. Wonder does
Lizzy require me to fight the man whn bebaved
badiy? What on earth was it he did ?

A great discovery coming home from cburch
to-day. D. D. asked me 1f T bad detected any-
thing in bis sermon of that morning which | could
possibly call wiolent, illiberal, or uocharitable,
As I had not histened to1t, T was the better able
to declare that there was nnt a word of it [ could
ohject to, ¢ Would you believe it, Gosslett,?
said he —and he never had called me Gosslett
before—* that was the very sermon they arraigoed
me for in the queen’s beoch ; and that mild pas.
sage about the Virgin Marg, you’d imagine it
was murder | was iostilling, You heard 1t to-
day, and koow \f it’s not tree, Well, sir,> con-
tipued be, after a pause, * Tom McNamara
blackzuarded me for tweaty minutes on it before
the whole court, screeching out, ¢ This is your
wstructor of the poor man—your Christian
guide—your comforter! These are the teach-
ings that are to wean the nation from bloodshed,
and make men obedient to the law, and grateful
for its protection I Why do you thiok he did
this? Because I wouldo’t give him my daugh-
ter. A Papist rascal as he 13, that’s the whole
of it! I published my sermon, and sent st to
the bishop, and he nbibited me! It was clear
enough what he meant ; he wanted to be made
archbishop, and be knew what would please the
Whigs. ¢ My lord, said I “these are the prin-
ciples that placed the queen on the throne ot this
realm. Jtit wasn’t to crush Popery he came,
Kig William crossed the Boyne for nothing.? ?

Monday, 31st.—A letter from Auot Morse,
Asks if T bave sufficiently recovered from my
late attack to be able to resurre habits of ac-—
tieity and industry.  Aunt surmises that possibly
some tender sentiment may be at the bottom of
iy attachment to Ireland, and sternly recalls
me fo the fact that I am not the possessor of
lanced property and an aocient family mansion in
a good county. 'What can she mean by tbese
wargiogs 7 'Was it not herself that [ overheard
asking my uncle, ¢ Would not he do for Liz-
zy? How false women are! [ wish I could
probe that secret about the man that behaved
ill + there are so many ways to behave ill, and to
be bebaved ill by. Shall I put a bold face on
it, and ask Lozzy ?

Wednesday—All setiled ; but what have I
oot gone through these last three days! She

loves me to distraction ; but she’ll tell notbing—

nothing till we’re married. She says, and with

truth, ¢ confidence is the nurse of love.) I wish .

she waso’t so coy. I have not even kused her.
taod. She says Irish girls are all coy.

We are to run away, and be married at a -

place called Articlane. T don’t know why we run
away ; but this is avother secret I’m to hear

!ater on. Quiet and demure as she looks, Lizzy ..

bhas a very decided disposition.
ali opposition, and has a peremptory-way of say .

She overbears. .

ing, ¢ Doo’t be a fool, G.!—she won’t call me ;.
Paul, ouly G.,—* and just do as I bade,you.” , I. .

hope she’ll explain why this is sc—after our mar- -

PN

riage, .

e E e, i
Um gettiog - terribly afraid of - the step.we’re ’
about to take. I feel quile sure it was the Rey. . :
Dan who shot the. Papist .on (bat anniversary -
affair ; and T know he'd shoot me if he thought



