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The yellow afternoon sun came in
through the long blank windows of
the room whereinsat the Superior Court
of the State of New York, Part 11.,
Uillespie, Judge. The hour of ad-
journment was near at hand, s dozen
court-loungers slouched on the hard
beuches in the attitudes of cramped
carclossness which mark the familiar
of the halls of justicee Beyond the
rails sat a dezen Iawyers and lawyer's
clerks, and a dozen weary jarymen.
Above the drowsy silence rose the
nasal voice of the junior counsel for
the defence, who in s high monotone,
with his faint eyes fixed on the paper
in hie hand, was making something
like a half a score of “ rcquests to
charge.”

Nobody paid attention to him. Two
lawyers’ clerks whispered like mis-
chievous s:hoolboys, biding bebind a
pile of bLooks that toweredi upon a
table. Junior couusel for the plaintiff
chewed his pencil and took advantage
ot his opportunity to familiarize him-
self with certain neglected passages of
the New Code.  The crier, like a half.
dormant old spider, sat in bis place
and watched a boy who was fidgeting
al the far end of the voom, and who
looked as though he wanted to whistle.

The jurymen might bave been
dream-men, vague creations of an
Autumn afternoon’s doze. It was
bard to connect them with & world of
life and busincss. Yet, gazing closer,
you might have seen that onc looked
¢ if he were thinking of his dinner,
and another as if he were thinking of
the loet love of his vouth; and that
the exprestsion on the faces of the
others raiged from the vacant to the
inscrutable. The oldest juror, at the
end of the second row, was sound
salrep. Every one in the court room,
except himself, knewit. Noonecared.

Gillespie, J , was writing his accep-
tance of an invitation to a dinner set
for that evening at Delmonico’s. He
was doing this in such a way that he
appeared to be taking copious and
conscientious notes. long Fears on
the bench bad whitened Judge Gilles-
pits hair and taugkt him bow 0 do
this. His sceming attentiveness much
sncouraged the counsel for the defence,
whoee Lighpitched tone rasped the
sir like the buxing of a Lee that has
foand its way throogh the slats of the
blind into some darkened room, of a
sammer noou, and that, as it sceks
epress, raises ite shrill scandalized pro-
test against theidiences and the plea-
=t zhoom.

**We r'quest ¥'r Honour ¢’ charge:
First, ": forcible eatry docs Dot coa-
t'oot 'ss, ‘nless intem!s proved.
Thus, 'f & man rolls dowa a bank——"

But the judae's thoughts were in
the private supperroom at Ilelmonico’s.
He had no interest in the sad fate of
the hero of the scppositious case, who
bed ieen oUliged, by a strange and
ingenious combination of acciderts, to
make violent entrance, inddenulz
damaging tbe parsons and property
others, 1at0 the Jands and tenementa
ol his neighbor.

And further away yet the droning
Jawyer had st a-traveliing the thoughts
of lorace Walpole, cleek for Momsrx
Weedon, Saowde and Gilfeather;
for the young ma:  at with hix elbows
on the talie, his head in bis hands, a
ssd haMfewile on his lips, and bhis
brown eyes Jooking thromgh vacancy
to St. Laurence County, New York.

1le saw a great, shabby old houen,
shabby with the awfal abablines of a
sham r laid bars by time and
mocked of the pitilens weather. There
was a great sham Grecian pottico at
one end; the white paist was well
nigh washed away, and the rain-streak-

ed wooden pillars seemed to be weeping
tears of penitence for having lied
about theniselves and pretended to be
marble,

The battened walls were cracked
and blistered The Grecian temple on
the hillock near looked much like a
tomb, and not at sll like a summwer.
house. Tha flower-garden was so rank
and rugged, so overgrown with weed
and vino, that it was spared the morti-
fication of revealing its neglected mazs,
the wonder of the county in 1820,
All was sham, save the decay. That
was real ; and by virtue of its decrepi-
tude the old house seemed to protest
sgainst modern contempt, ac though it
said- “] have had my day. I was
Luilt when people thought this sort of
thing was the right sort of thing;
when we bad our own little pseudo-
classic rensissance in America. I lie
between the towns of Aristotle and
Sahine Farma. I am s gentlewan’s
residonce, and my name is Montevista.
I was bLuilt by a prominent citizen.
You need not laugh through your lat-
tices, you smug new Quecn Aune cot-
tage, down therein the valley! What
will become of you when the falschood
is found out of your imitation bricks
and your tiled roof of shingles, and
your stained glses that is only a sheet
of transparent paper pasted on a panc!
You are a young sham; I am an old
one. Have some respect for age!”

Its uge was the crowning glory of
the estate of Montevista. There was
nothing new on the place cxcept a
third mo Yet had Monterista
villa put forth a juster claim to respect,
it wou!d have said : I have had my
day. Where sll is desolate and silent
now, thero was once light and life.
Along theee halls and corridors, toe
stories of my heing, pulseda hotblooded
joyous bumanity, fed with delicate
fare, kindled with generous wine
Every corner vnder my roof was alive
with love and hope and ambition.
Great men and dear women wero here;
and the host was great and the hoatess
was gracious smong them all. The
laughter of children flled my gaudily
decked stucco. To-day an oid man
walks up and down my lonely drawing-
rooms, with bent head, murmaring to
himeelf odds aud ends of tawdry old
eloquence, wandering in a dead land of
memory, waiting till Death shall take
him Ly the hand and lsed him out of
hifl ruinous house, out of his rainons
life."

Death had indeed come between
Horace and the creation of bis spiritual
vision. Never sgain should the old
man walk, as to the boy's eyes he
walked now, over the creaking floors,
from where the Ninoc Munss simpered
on the walls of the south parlour to
where Homer and Piutarch, equally
simpering, yet simperiog with a differ-
ence—severely simpering—faced each
other acroes the room. lorace saw
his fatber stalking on his accastomed
round, a sad, fawiliar Sgure, tall and
bent. The hands were clasped Lehind
the beck, the chin was bowed on the
black stock ; but every now and then
the thin form drew iteclf atraight, the
fne, cleanshaven aquiline faco was
raised, veaming with the ghost of an
old cathusiasm, and the long right arm
was lifted high in the air as he began,
bis snnorous tones a little tremalous in
spite of the restraint of old-time pom-
posity and deliberation—

**Mr. Speaker, I riee;"—or, It
your Honour plesse ".—

The forlorn, hopeless carnretness of
thia mockery of life touched lHorace's
heart ; and yet he smiled Lo think how
different were the methods and man:
ne3e of his father from those of brother
Hooper, whoes requeets still droned up
to the reverberating hoilows of the
100f, and there weee lost in a subdued
Wom and snarl of echors such as »
court-room only can beged.

Two generations ago, when tha Hor-
ourable Iorace Kortlandt \Valpole
wea the rising young lawyer of the
Stato—wheo he wag known as “the

Golden-Mouthed Orator of St. Law-
rence County,” he was in the habit of
assuwing that he owned whatever court
he practised in ; and, sy a rule, ho was
right. The most bullock-brained of
country judges deferred to the brillinnt
young master of law and eloquence,
and his “ requeats ” were generally ac-
cepted as commands, snd obeyed as
such. Of couras the great lawyer, for
form's sake, threw a vsil of humility
over his deliverauces ; but even that he
rent to shreds when the fire of his
eloquence once got fairly sglow.

“ May it please your Hooour! Be-
fore your Honour exercises the sacred
prerogative of your oftice—before your
Honour performs tho sacred duty which
the State has given into your hands—
before, with tbat lucid genius to which
I bow my head, you direct the minds
of these twelve good men and truo in
the path of strict judicial investigation,
I ask your Honour to instruct them
that they must bring to their deliber-
ations that impartial justice which the
laws of our beloved country —of which
no abler exponent than your Honour
has ever graced the bonch,—which tho
laws of our beioved country guarantee
to the lowest as well as to the loftieat
of her citizens—from the President in
the Execative Mansion to the humble
artisan at .he Forge—throughout this
broad land, from the lagoons of Louis
iaua to where the snow-clad forests of
Maine burl defiance at the descendanta
of Tory refugees in the barren wastes
of Nova Scotis '——

Horace remembered every word and
every geature of that speech. He re-
called even the quick upward glance
from under the shaggy eyebrows with
which his father seemcd to see sgain
the smirking judge catchingat the gross
bait of fiattery; he knew the little
pause which the speaker’s memory had
filled with the applause of an audience
long since dispersed to various silent
country graveyards ; and he wordered
pityingly if it were possible that even
in his father's prime that wretched all-
usion to old political hatreds had power
to stir the fire of patriotism in the
citizen's bosom.

¢ Poor old father ! * said the boy to
himself. The voice which had for o
many years been but an echo was stiil-
od wholly now. Brief victory and long
defcat were nothing now to the golden
mouthed orator.

“Shall I {ail as he failed 1" thought
Horace. **No! I can't. Haven't 1
got her to work for?”

And then he drew out of his bresst
pocket a red silk handkerchicf, and
turned it over in bis hand with a mnove-
ment that concealed and caressid at
the same time.

It was & vory red handkerchief. It
was not vermilion, nor * cardinal,” nor
carmine,—a atrange Oricatal ideal’sa-
tion of blood red which lay wel! on the
soft, fine, luxurious fabric. But it
was an unmistakable, a shainelese, 8
barbaric red.

Avud ar he looked at it, youog Hit-
choock, of Iitchoock & Van Rens-
sclaer, came up behind him and leaned
over his shoulder.

** Whers did you get the bandker-
chicf, Walpole 1™ ho whispered ; ** you
ought o hang that out for an auction
flag, and »ell out your casre.”

Horace atuffed it back in his pocket.

*You'd be glad enough to buysome
of them , if you got the show," be re-
turned ; but the opportunity for a pro-
looged contest of wit was cut sbort.
The jodge was folding his letter, and
the nasl counse!, baving finished his
reading, slood gaziog in doubt and
trepidation at the bench, and making
himeelf why biz Honour bad not pass-

ed on each point as presented. He
found out.

** Am you prepared 10 submit those
Tequesta in writing 1" demanded Gill-
cajie, J., sharply and auddenly. e
knew well enough that that poor litkle
oaml, nerveas junior -ouusel would
nover bave trusted himeellto speak ten

conseculive sentences in conrt without

haviog overy word on paper beforo
him.

“Yo-yes," the counsel stammered,
and handed up his careful wanuscript.

# T will examine theee to night,” said
his Honour, snd, sppearently, he made
an endorsement on the papers. llo was
really writing the address on the en-
velope of his lotter. Then thero wasa
stir, and & converation between the
judge and two or three lawyors, all at
once, which was stopped when his
Honour gave an Olym pian nod to the
clerk.

The crier arose.

“ He' yo! he’ yo ! he' yo!” hoshout
ed with perfunctory vigour. ¢ Wah—
wah—wah ! " the high ceiling slapped
back at him; aud he doclaimed, on
one note, a brief sddreasto ** Awperns
han bins” in that court, cf which no
thing was comprehensible save the
words‘* Monday next ateleveno'clock °
And then the court collectively rose,
and individuslly put on bats for the
most part of the sort called queer.

All the people were chsttoring in
low voices ; chairs weremoved noisily,
and the slumbering juror opened his
weary eyes and troubled himseif with
an uncalled-for effort to look as though
he had been awake all the time and
didn't like the way things were going,
at all. Horace got from the clork the
pepers for which he had been waiting,
and was passing out, when his Honor
saw him and bailed him with an ex-
Ppressive grunt.

Gillespie, J., looked over his specta
cles at Horace.

“Shall you see Judge Weedan at
the oftice? Yes! Will you have the
kindaoes to give him this—yes! If
it's no trouble to you, of course.”
Gillespie, J., was not over careful of
the feelings of lawyers' clerks, as a
rule ; but he had that decent disinclin-
ation to act ultra prascriptum which
marks the attitude of the well-bred
wan toward his inferiorsinoflice. He
knew that he had no business to use
Weeden, Snowden & Gilfeather's clerk
a8 & messenger in his private corres-
pondence.

Horsce understood him, took the
Tetter, and allowed himself a quict
smile when he reached the crowded
corridor.

What mattered, he thought, as his
brisk feet clattered down tho wide
stairs of the rotunda, the petty insol-
eace of office now 1 He was Gillespie's
mossenger to-day; but had not his
young powers already received recogni-
tion from a grester than Gillespiol If
Judge Gillespie livod long enough he
should put his gouty old legs under
Judge Walpole's mahogany, and prose
over his port—yes, he should have
port, like the relic of mellow o!d days
that he wag—of the times ** when your
father-inlaw and I, Walpole, were
boys together.”

Ab, there you bave the spall of the
Red Sitk Handkerchief !

It waa & wonderful tale to Horaco;
for ho saw it in that wonderful light
which shall shino on no man of us
more than oncein his life—on some of
us not atall, Heaven help us!—tut, in
tho telling, it iz & simple tale:—

**The Golden-Mouthed Orator of
St Lawrence,”* was at the height of his
fawe in that period of storm and stress
which had the civil war for its climax.
Hie misfortanc was to be drawn into
a centest for which he was not equip-
ped, and in which ho had little inter-
est. His sphere of action was far
from the battle-gronnd of the dsy.
The intense localism that bounded his
kunowledge and bis sympathies bad but
ono break —he had tasted in hia youth
tho extravagant bospitality of the
South, and ho held it in grate

{ lulremembrance. Soit bappeand that

he was a trimmer—a moderationist ho
called himeelf — & man who dealtin
optimistic generalities, and who thought
that if averybody—the slaves included
—would ouly sct temporately and
Teasonably, and view the matter from

the atandpoint of pure policy, tbe dif-



