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Gleanings.

A New Corosy.—The
an’ publishes an Order in
ing the colony of Stekin, The Order was
made on July 19th, 1862, at Osborue. The
cviony is organized under the Falkland Js-
land Acts passed on the 6th and 24th years
‘The new colony is
called the Stekin Tercitories.  What is now
constitinted & government is bounded on the
south and west by the Jtussian Possessions ;
on the cast by the 125th meridian; on the
novth by the 62nd parallel.  The (overnor
of British Coluwbia is made the-Administra-
tor of the Government, The Governor has
to appoint provizionally all the officers nec-
essary, as well as suspend them, He can
pardon oftenders, remit fines, &e. He also
has the power given him to iuake such laws
relutive to land and minerals as he shall see
fit; and persons violating them cau be fined
£50, but not more. The law of England,
a3 it was on Jan. 1, 1862, is the law of the
territory.  The Supremo  Court of British
Columbia has - cognizance of all suits; and
the Judge of the Court can make rules to
allow Justices of the Peace to hear suits
not above £350. Appeals are allowed on
suits above £10, to the Supreme Court of
British Columbin, The Justice of the
Peace may try all offences not for treason or
felony, punishable with death, but he can-
not impose & higher line than £30, or give
more than three mouths’ imprisonment,—
The higher ofliences are to be tried in the
Supreme Court, The powers of the justices,
sherifis, juilors, &c., shall be the same ag in
Eugland. The Governor of British Colum-
bia and Vancouver Island shall be Governor
—orin his shsence the Administrator of
Bntish Columbia. The Duke of Neweastle
was 1o give the directions to carry out the
Order of the Couneil.

Eeveriay Exeiveers.—The correspond-
ent of the ¢ London Engineer,” at the great
exhibition, Iugland, thus relates an account
of harbarian engineering: ‘I remember
when coming from the Nile in 1847, hear-
ing a capital story of Egyptian eugineering
in those days. Mahomet Ali was the first
to introduce stcam navigation on the Nile,
and, determined to have the n:tives instruc-
ted in the mystery of working the engines,
asmall steamer of about ten-Lorse power
was, after many lessons from an English
enzinaer, handed over to a native erew.—
On the first voyage thereafter, a leakage
took place, ia consequence of the lower
joint of the satety valve giving way., The
natives applied the universal panaces for all
wounds and bruises, a bandful of Nile mud,
This proving insuflicient, a second and third
dose of the same styptic was applied. Ti;
nully bricks and mud were built over it, but
all in vain. At last, when quite a pyramid
ef mud and bricks had been erected, and
the steam rushed out worse thap ever, they
gave up in despair. ¢Allah! Bismillah !’
they exclaimed, ‘who can contend with
fate?” So saying, they leaped overboard
and swam ashore; where they quictly smok-
ed their pipes till the (ires burned out and
the steam weut down,’

Homg.—There is something inexpressi-
bly touching in the story of Ishmael; the
youth who was sent into the wilderness of
lifle with his bow and arrow, ‘his hand
against every man, and every man's hand
azainst him.”> Tiven in our crowded, busy,
and social world, on how many is this doom
pronounced ?  What love makes allowances
like household love ? God forgive those
who twn the household altar into a place of
shrife! TDomestic dissension is the sacrilege
of the heart,

Friexnny Loxeeviry.—The vital statis-
tics of the Quakers in  Great Britain and
Treland for three years immediately preced-
ing 1861, show that their average length of
life is greater than that of the population
generally. Tn 1557-8, it was fifty-one years,
three months and twenty-seven days; in
18529, fifty years, one month, and twenty
days; and in 1850-60. fifty-five years, and
eizht months, The simplicity of their hab-
jts. the restraint and control of the temper,
and the quict and order and discipline incul-
cated by the society, have much to do with
this prolongation of life. As these vules
are velaxed, the average term of life is
shortencd.

« British Columbi-
Council constitut-

When do you tiuk de world will come
to an end ? asked a German.
¢ Oh, probably in about three months,’

.answered the joker.

¢ Ho, vell T no care for dat, exclaimed
Hans, with a smile of satisfaction, ‘I pe
going to Puflalo dis spring.

Tugratitude is unpardonable, and dries up
the fountain of all gocdness.

.

THE GUINEA SMUGGLERS.
A STORY OF THE COAST.

1t wanted hut a few minutes 10 seven o’

clock on an April evening in the year 1812,
The moon, in her second” quarter, had just
gruciously shown hersel! to the world, glid-
ing into ‘sight from hehind a dark rolling
bank of clond. There was certainly no
doubt ahout the fact that even LawyerWed s
Ter thought it a gracions and a pieasant night.
A mile from Seaford, and ou the chalk-clifs,
wus, however, not exactly the place where
one would have expeeted Lawyer Wedger to
have heen found at such an hovr. A clean
skin of parchment was a pieasanter sight to
bun than a field of young corny and & tin
deed-box, labeled in white letters ¢ Re Daw-
son,” or ‘I'he onourable TFitzearder’s
Mortgage,’ a sweeter view than the moon-
light ever shoue on from Seaford clifis, Bt
let us not think evil of an attorney. Per-
baps a suecesstul action at the assizes, then
holding at the neighbourin:s town, had warm-
¢d his millstone heart, and sent Wedger out
to bless nature, and in his twn to  receive
her blessing. My Lord Bacon, in the middle
of his hribe-reeivings and present-takings
from suitors, would often, we are told, go
out into his stately garden, and there, taking
off his jewclled hat, stand hareheaded in the
rain, receiving on his bald cerebrum what |
he, noble pedant, was pleased to call ¢ Heav-
en’s benediction.” Why, then, should not
Wedger, imitating that great example, and
having perhaps that morning got his parch-
ment chains round some new victim, not
Lave come out to bathe in the moonshine,
and fee! his old wizen heart grow young a-
gain in looking at the great gray wall of the
sea ? :
Wedger was a hard, cruel, unjust mau, ev-
ery-one aronnd Seaford knew; but he had
feelings. He had love foc that prodigal
scapegrace son of his: he was human at
least in that one corner of his heart. Why
not, then, in others? His nmmner as a mere
lover of nature, however, wns rather calcu-
lated just at present to excite suspicions,—
He skulked about in the shade of trees; he
evidentlv shuuned the open path; he
peered, ke pryed, he stared at particular
holes in the cliil'; in fact, he had more ihe
manner of a terrier looking for a wounded
rat, than that of a good wan taking an eve-
ning walk. A sarcastic person might have
suid that he looked as if he had dropped a
writ over the cliff somewhere, and was try-
ing to find it. Well, on Lawyer Wedger
went along the cliff-path, dogged hy that
untiring bailif, his black shadow, for all the
world like a bloodhound on the trail, scratch-
ing here, nosing there, stoppisg at this place,
hurrying over that place, evidently bent on
some mischicf, :mJ m:\i{ing straight for 2
little seaside inn, the Zebec, the tile-roof of
wlfl‘ich could just be seen far away to the
left.

Suddenly Wedger siarted—ryes, started as
if lightuing had fallen and ploughed up the
turf ‘at his very fest, then fell on his knees,
and crouched in the shadow of a chalk-pit,
as if he were trying to make himself as small
as he possibly could; at the same time he
ground his yellow teeth, slapped his thigh,
and exclaimed in a_ low breath, ¢ Thank
God, T have it at last.’

A red light had shown itself for aninstant
from a window of the Zebec, and was an-
swered by some hoat out atsea. There
could be no doubt shout it to any one who
Inew anything abcut the bad goings-on al
Seaford and” its neighorhood. It was a
smuggler’s signal that had been given from
the window of that house—a signal 1o land
ora signal warning of danger. Lawyer
Wedger did not know which, but it gave him
a clue he had long wished for, for he nuw
knew that the Zebec was the depot of smug-
glers, as he had suspected.  But hush! He
rose, and crept toward the edge of the cliffy
for “just then he heard the faint splash
and fall of oa:s.  Suddenly, froma out the
dark shadow of a litile bay hetween the
cliffs, a long, white, ghostly hoat, swift as a
water-snake, shot out of the' daurkness into
the moonshine; it was pulled by fonr men,
while one stood at the helm, and pointed
the hoat straight for the French coast.  Tn
a moment—and Wedger’s eyes received ev-
erything with the gveediness with which a
cat in amhush watches the movements of a
nest of young bhivds—iwo short masts were
raised and two lugsails and a jib were taken
to the wind, The hoat, aided by this new
power, {lew af like a swallow, as the favour.
able wind eaneht her salg, and sonn passed
into the gray, dim perspective of the com-
ing night. :

In a moment, the dark, wily brain of the
lawyer had planned his camnaign, Tt shotld
begin that very moment.  He-determined at
once 1o steal round the back of the Zebee,
get into the road from the assize town, and

then return and enter the tavern as if for a
glusy ol grog on his way home from busi-
uess.  He would wateh the landlord’s man-
ner, and either coax or threaten as he found
it best.

«8oit is true,” he said to himself, as he a-
rose (o execute the plan, aud no mare’s
nest, and I have seen the pguines-hoat after
all, and found out where it harbows. A
crown to a bad shilling, youny Master Davi-
son, but 1 stop your courting Polly, and
hang you ina wire-basket before April comes
round again,  Damerham would have it that
it was a mere ghoststory, but [ stuck to it, it
was nof, and 'm right.

Wedger was a lean, shrunken man with a
yellow, puckered face, with little, spiteful
eyes, hair powdered in the old-fashioned
way, and with black clothes of aformal and
scrupulously respéctable cut. Iveu to his
very black gaiters, there was a design in ev-
cerything he wore. e had once heard of a
certain merchant on *Change who gained a
fortune entirely by wearing a finlled shirt,
wold seals, and a blue coat and brass but-
1ons ; so he determined to dress, too, m cha-
racter, and assert his special individuality.—
There was almost a suspicions air of respee-
tubility about the guestsin the parlor of the
Zebee when Wedger entered.  Jumper Da-
vison, the landlord, had his arm fondly round
the waist of his pretty daughter Polly.—
Three or four farmers sat gravely at their
brandy and water, and looked steudily at the
kettle, as if they were watching a turdy ex-
periment in chemistry. They all arose and
bowed, like automatons, through the smoke,
as Wedger entered and called for a glass of
hot ram and milk. One amphibious sea.
coast farmer wus in the midst of a stolid.
sca-song, something ahout

It blew great guns that night,

1t blew with mein and might,

With a fury and & suvage hion’s roar;

It blew so hard. d've see, if you’ll eredit Ben and me,

{1t blew away the wig of our brave old commodore.
But even the applause given to this song ap-
peared formal and mechanical, and there
was nothmg hearty in it,

‘Rum and milk, Mr. Wedger, sir; and
how do youdo? Any news at 'sizes ?—
Here, Polly, run and heat the milk at the
kitchen fire. T¢Il do guicker there. Take
a scat, sir. Here; there’s room between
Muster Jebson and Muster Wilkins,?

¢ Thank you, friends—thank you, Davison,’
said Wedger, bowing coldly and grandly, ta-
king a seat, as if intentionally, not where
the landlord hade ki, but close to the par-
lour wall, and laying his loaded stick on the
table as he spoke.  ‘Plenty of sugar if you
please, and not too much rum. I'm a tem-
perate man. Lawyers must keep their own
heads eool, in order 1o get other fulks
to run theirs into hot water, eh, eh ?—
News at the assizes, Davison! Wel),
not much, except that they expect to
hang those three smuggling fellows from
Eastbourne.’

There was “a slight involuntary shudder
ran through the room as the lawyer spoke so
coolly of hanging smugglers, and one farm-
er, perhaps unintentionally, erushed a stray

piece of c¢oal with his heel.

tEvery one, too, is tetking of this guinea-

hoat that has been seen on the coast late-
Iy

¢Pack of lies ! said Davison sulkily.

¢ And where’s Robert to-night ?” saidWedg-
er, lovking round for a smart young farmer-
cousin of Polly’s, who was generally said to
be a formidable rival of the old lawyer’s in
that quarter.

¢ Grone to Easthonrne for o load of malt,’
said Polly hlushing, and speaking with nerv.
ous haste, *Didn’t you meet him, Mr
Wedger ?

¢Not 1,° said Wedyer, ¢in his tuni taken
gsomewhat aback, not having been, in fact,
near Eastbowrne at all that day. ¢ But lies
or no lies,” he added, ¢feeling in his pocket
for something, ¢ the ministers and govern.
ment helicve in i, for the yuinea smuggling
inereases terribly, and heve’s a proof of it
And as he said this he dvew a large posling-
bl ont of his pocket, and moistening four
wafers which had been previously attached to
the four corners, he stuck it,with a slap of his
hony hand, on the parlour-wall, just over
Jumper Davigson’s head. Tt read thus:

(GUINEA SMUGOLING.

“I'his is 1o give notice to sea-faring men
and others, that a reward of £150 is offered
to any one who will anprehend or assist in
the apprehension of any sailor. hoatman or
other on  the coast, eneaxed in smnzgling
vuinens 1o France.  Vivat Rexr.

¢ Whitehall, April 1, 1812

‘Look you here, Mr. Wedger,” said the
landlord, startingup, quite ved in the face,
¢l not have the paper of my inn-parlour

spoiled by your cock-and-bull posting-hills,
not for you or any other lawyer in the
county.’?

As he said this, Davison angrily stepped
forward to peel the obnoxious hill from the
wall 5 but Wedger, putting his back to the
bill, to keep it on, for several ready hands
were now raised to tear it down, drew out &
letter from hig breast-pocket, and requested
silence. The letter was from the chief-nag-
istrate  of Eastbourne, and written by the
Secretary of the Home Department. Ji
urged him to do his best to put down the
guinea smuggling on the coast, and ordered
him to bave copics of the posting-bill stuck
up in every inu parlour in his county, Pen-
alty for tearing down or refusing to put up
the same, £20; second offence, £30.

‘Now, then,.’lsaid Wedger, foldiug up the
letter with a guiet smile, I ‘should like to
see the man who’ll dure to touch that piece
of paper.’

No one stepped forward.

¢1 thought that would damp your cour-
age,” said the lawyer. At that moment
Wedger, who was lifting angry Polly’s hand
to his lips at the doorway, was roughly thrust
one side by a strong, handsome young man,
who eutered and askedin a loud voice what
all the fuss was about, and ¢ who was searing
his Polly,

The farmer pointed to the bill upon the-
wall. -

Young Robert, for it was Polly’s lover
who had thus abruptly presented himself,
weot up to the bill, and with a saucy air
read it through in mimicry of the lawyer's
manner, He bad completed the perusal, and
was about to tear it in twoe, when Farmer
Wilkins canght his hand.

¢Stand by,” he said, ¢Master Robert,—
stand by ; it's twenty pound penalty, Ia\vzer
says, to tear it. : '
The young farmer laughed ashe pecled oft’
the bill and stuck it on again, its face to the
wall. .

‘The bill’s dated the first of April,® he
suid laughing, ‘and as the fools in Luanun
bave said nothing asto how it is to be stuck
up in inn parlours, let me sec the lawyer as'll
dare to give evidence against us for putling
it up as we like, It is all a dream, this gui-
neaboat.  They’ll want to hang us next he-
cause we coust-people don’t all go and join
the men-of-war.. T

‘Don’t, Bob—don’t, Robert, dear,’ said
Polly coaxingly to her lover, laying her hand
softly on his arm, and looking up at his an-
gry face with her pretty, beseeching eyes.

¢ We don’t want spies here, Lawyer Wedg-
er,’ said the young man flashing round sud-
denly, on the rather frightened lawyor,—
¢ That I tell you, though 1t is m my uncle’s
house. Tf you come here out of your way
to get liquor, you can have it like any other
tramp; but you shall not sneak about an
houest man’s house to work out nischief;
and as for Polly, I’ll not have her worried.
She don’t want to have anything to do with
you.? ) :

{No, Idon’t,’ said Polly, half erying, half
fretfully. :

‘Take care, take care, young man,’ said
Wedger, ‘or yow’ll never die quietly in your
bed.  You have delamed my cheracter, you
have insulted his Majesty’s government 1
tell you you are suspected. Take care. I
warn you, that were I not & mereiful man, I
could frame two actions out of what has oc-
cwrred to-night.’

¢ Frame away, lawyer, and give the devil
more clients,” said theyoung farmer. ¢ You
merciful | Merciful as a weasel sucking at o
hare’s blood—merciful as the Good’in Sands
on avoughnight. Ha; ha! I say, friends,
a lawyer merciful! Well, that is a better
joke than even the fool of a storyahout the
guinea-boat.’

¢Twarn you,’ saidWedger, throwing down
the money for the rum and milk; ¢ there are
queer reports at Seaford of this Zebee
Ton.’ .

¢ And T warn you,” said Jumper Davison,
the ex-pilot and now Jandlord—*I warn you,
for all your nasty threat, that the day you
sce the guinea-boat, or anv one in her, will
he the worst day in your life.

€0 ho!—S8o there is a guinen-boat, then,”
thought Wedger to himself, as he took up
his stick, frowned heavily at every one, and
strode out of the room.

‘T have them, I have them.’ exclnimed
he. as he strode ranidly home along the cliff
and closed his hand as he spoke, as if clateh-
ing on a living thing, ¢ [ bave seen the gui-
nea-hoat; T have fonnd its stavting-place: 1
know the signal for its starting. No doubi




