s

HOLMBY HOUSE.

Fhe subjeot was site to interest Carnarvon
passionatoly attached to all field sports. *'I
have heatd that gentle King Jamie loved a
goot horse well,” he replied ; “but I always
belioted Lo piqued himself most upon his
gkill in tlie chaso, and his knowledge of
all tho secrets aud science of the noble art of
venory."

& Ii rse and hound, hawk and horn, noth-
ing eame.amiss to King Jamie was Sir
Gilo:'s aawer,  Jle could follow & budk and
taken buek, and carve a buck, ay, and eat 4
fair portion of a buck, provided it were wash-
ed down with a huge allowauce of canary or
& tubful of claret. Oh ! the times I have
seen nt Holmby, my lord, when the King
came down to hunt the stag over the Haddon
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moorlands, and we rode all day, gingerly
enoush, for it was not to be thought
of that we should outstrip his Majesty ;
and caution, between you and me, my lord,
was a chi. f ingredient in his royal character.
He lLad it for his whole family, I think ;
but then we mede up for it by drinking like
Dutehimen at night. None of your grand
entertainments such as delighted his ances-
tors ; none of your bears™-heads, and pea-
eocks dressed in feathers, and such dishes of
state : but a reeking haggis—by St. George,
# villanous compound !—end a cabon or go,
with a few confections; but washed down,
mark me | by wine such as “ycu never drink
now-a-days. I sometimes think the Parlia
ment has spoiled the liquor, as they spoil
everything else. And then 4or company,
myself and pocr Archie Armstrong, and two
or three hard-headed Scots lords, to whom
nothing cime amiss. You have been iu
many couutries, Carnarvon, and drunk with
men of many nations ; can you tell me why
a Scatchman, who is a native of a cold &h-
made, is always soconfoundedly thirsty ? But
the King's delight was what he ocalled & *“cozy
bit crack” with a few kindred spirits, unawed
by his son, whom he respected, or the favor-
ite, whom he feared ; who could drink for
that matter, like a fish, asall his family can,
witness this boy here, who will have old
Colepepper  down  under the  table
now before he has done with him!
Bul to return to the nights at Holmby. I
have seen Archie Armstrongso drunk that he
eould not sit upon his horse to go out hant.
ing in the morning, and once he tumbled out
of his saddle into the Nene, and when we set
him up by the heels to dry, with the water
running out of his boots inte his neckerchief,
and the King rode up laughing fit to split his
sides, and asked him, ‘How is it with thee,
gossip? Methinks at last thou hast liquor
more than enough I' he raplied, sawing the
air with his hand, as if deprecating all further
hospitality, ‘Enoungh, gossip! I thank thee.
Enough. I'm for nae mair this bout—neither
het nor cauld I' The King laughed that you

‘it shall never be said his Majesty's troops
were turned by their own tradesmen. If
they would but deploy into line! One more
effort, and we might be amongst 'em.’

Goring langned, ‘Opportunity, you know
Sir Giles, opportunity is everything, both in
love aud war. The bappy momeut has at
length arrived ; and here eomes Sutherland
with orders.’

In cffect, even as he spoke, the young Lord
Sutherland rode up at a gallop, glancing
eazerly at Colepepper's reserve in which
Effingham and Humphrey Bosville were de-
ploring their inactivity. As he pulled up at
(Goring's side with a courteous bow, he de-
livered his message. ** You will form the
mainx of your cavalry, my lord,” he said,
‘upon Colepeppers reserve, and advance with
the whole up the hill, The pikes are even
now deploying into line, and the Prince bids
you ———"

Goring was drawing his girths a hole
tighter ; his head was bent down to his pistol
bolsters, but he looked up quiockly as the
young Earl’s voice ceased, and saw that a
round shot had taken him of his horse, and
that the intelligent, ardent messenger of an
instant back, so full of life and spirits and
gallantry, was now a ghastly, mutilated mass
that would never speak again.

« Isuppose he had nothing more to say,”
observed Groring, drawing on his glove, and
patting his horse carelessly on the neck, as he
turned to Allonby with a calm, unmoved
countenance. *‘Sir Giles, form your regi-
ment on my left. We will advance at a trot
up to yonder brushwood, and there Iwill give
the werd to charge. I think we can pay the
reckoning yet."”

In the mean time the trained bands, who
had already sustained the attacks of the
Royalist eavalry with such determined obsti-
nacy, aud whose long pikes, beld by strong
English arms, aud backed by stout English

might have heard him at Northampton ; and,
faith, Archie was as ridiculous a figure as
you could wish to see. But hiere comes the
fpunch ; so now for one rousing health, and
‘Confusion to the Roundheads I'  After that,
we have no more to-night, gentlemen, hot or
cold.”

As Sir (iiles spoke, neighbor Hodge entered
the room, bearing aloftin person a huge bowl
of the steaming compound, which was greeted
with a shout of weleome by the Cavaliers, and
soon went the way of its predecessors,
awidst boisterous Jaughter, strange oaths,
clapping of hands, stampiag of feet, snatches
of many a wild ranting chorus, and sl the
discordant jubilee of a debauch.

And yet many an anxious heart far away
was aching fer these revellers ; many a lictle
child had been taught to pray that very |
night for their welfare ; many a fond lonely
woman was weeping and watching even then, |
picturing to herself the beloved one; not |
flushed and swollen with wine, but calm and
hushed 1n peaceful sleep ; and many a one
there present ere the same hour to.morrow
would be down, stiff and stark, with a white

rigid fuce turned upwards to the stars of
Heaven
Falkland, too, heard the dying ehouts

which concluded the nightly festivities of his
comrades. He, too, had been awake and
astir, but his vigils had been like those of
some ancient knight who shrives himselt and
guards his armour ere the dawn of his great
enterprise,

He had watched and prayed and pondered,
long and earnestly, looking intently at one
bright star shining conspicuously amidst
the glittering diadem that crowned the
sweet autumn night. He was purifying him-
gelf for the struggle, arming for the fight,—
preparing his spirit unconsciously for the
gredt unknown.

And one at Boughten was gazing fixedly

at tho same star, and praying her heart
out, womanlike—not for herself, but for
him.

CHAPTER VIIL

WBURY.

« How much longer are we to stand here |
idle, mowed down by round shot and exposed

to the fire of those crop-eared eitizens ex-
claimed Bosville, as the sorrel pawed im.
patiently and shook his bridle, whilst the |

men of his squadron murmured audibly be-
hind him at an enforeed inactivity, alwey
trying to the undisciplined troops of
Cuavaliers.
i) ly, men!" was George Lffingham’s |
reply, as he confronted his little band, care-
lessly turning his back on the sharp fire
poured in upon them by the Parliamentary
artillery, admirably served, and in a com- |
manding tion, from which they had got
the range of their enemy to a nicety. **Steady
for a few minutes longer. Our time will
comd directly. I never knew Prince Rupert
keep us so well in hand as he has done to- ‘
day. ‘He laughs best who laughs last,’
Humphrey ; and the game is none the worse ‘
for being played acoording to rule. See the |
pikes are deploying into line even now, and |

the

here come: Sanderland at a gallop i
with orders.” Effingham's eyes .were |
beginning to glitter, and his dark |

face to pale a shade or two, as was customary |
with him when the moment of action had |
arrived.

They had waited for it long enongh. The
day was already beginning to wane, and
Colepepper’s Horse, with a strong support of
« Byron's Blacks,"” had been held in reserve
so carefully, that they almostfeared they were
destined to - have no share in the stern
conflict which they could themselyes behold
waged by their comrades with the Parliamen-
tary army.

Essex had taken up a strong position on an
eminence called Bigg's Hill, disposing his
troops in stationary mnasses as though un-
willing to nssume the offensive, and trusting
to the well known imprudence of the Cav-
aliers to attack him on ground most dis
advantageous to their principal arm—a fiery
and impetuous cavalry. The King's troops,
on the contrary, had it at their own option to
give or decline battle; and their obvious
tactics wounld have been to draw the enemy,
if possible, from his stronghold, and whilst
maneuvering on the plain, to fall upon him
with their cavalry. 7The older officers saw
this at a glance, and Goring, smart and
debonair as though turned ont for a review,
detached Sir Giles Allonby with a handful of
veterans Yhom he could trust, to make a
feint, followed by such a retreat as should
tempt the Parliamentaryleadersinto a general
advance of their whole line.

The old knight acquitted himself admira-
bly of his duty. But, alas! the mancuvre
succeeded only too well. The Ronndheads
detached a party of veteran horse to check
him. A strong body of foot advanced to the
assistance of their comrades. One or two
headstrong y.uog cavalier officers, without
waiting for orders, engaged the cavalry regi-
ments ti commanded. Prince Rupert,
never sufficiently Fabian in his tactics, was
nothing loth ¢o offer the main body of his
horse, and was soon to be seen conspicuous
inthe van leading & succession of thuse
brilliant headlong charges, which have made
his pame proverbial as the bravest of the
brave, and the rashest of the rash—charges
which must succeed trinmphantly or fail ir-
revoeably, and to which, in their undisciplin-
ed impetnosity, the slightest check is too apt
to prove fatal. Notwithstanding their advan-
tage of position, notwithstanding their super-
jor discipline and numbers, the Roundhead
horse gave way before the furions onslaught
of the eneiny ; and the day must have ended
in a trinmph for the Royal cause had it not
been for the unexpected steadiness and gal-
lantry with whick the pikemen stood their

ground—a gallantry the mere surprising
both to friend and foe. inasmuch as it was
displayed by the hitherto untried trained

bands of London, whom the cavaliers, as was

natural, held in unbounded deri-
gion and contempt, and in  whom
even the Puiliamentary veterans had no great

confidence
day.
‘The }

1aves

stand fast with their yard-
measure nds,’ quoth Goring, wip-
ing his bloody sword on his horse's mane as
he re formed his brigade, and brought them
once morc into position, after leading them
through and through a column of the enemy’s
horse, striking fiercely to the right and left,
like the veriest trooper, the grim smile deep

ening on hi untenance at every blow.
Those pi will turn the tide of the action
yet, my lord,’ was Sir Giles’ reply, as the ex-
peric ve of the vetéran detected the di-
minisk rdour aud falling horses of his own
cavalry. ‘“Zounds,” added the old Cavalier,

| ull eontrol over his failing steed.

a3 the champions of a (lt\\ﬂ\((hli

hearts, formed a bristltng hedge of steel
which not even the King's troopers coul
break throngh, were in the act of mraki
flank movement to acquire a position
favorable than that which they had already
occupied.  Prince Rupert's eagle eye, ever
quick as lightning to detect an advantage,
saw their wavering line. and geized the oppor

tunity to order up lus reserve for one last
desperate effort. The riss of tha hill was
against the horses ; a minnte sooner th
would  Liave been in time, but e
the cavalry could reach their stew
resolute  foes, they hal  again
come a stationary mass of stance,

hedged with steel, and pouring forth a deadly,
withiering fire, that enforced the Royalists to

the angle of the orchard. I could not recog-
nige the officer at that distance, but I saw
him ptit himself at the head of a handful of
cavalry, and lead them twice dp to this old
strageling hedge, and twice they were re-

but she carries her heartaclié dbout with her
in silenco, and every time his name 18 men-
tioned the old wound smarts and bleeds
afresh.”

“And do you, b&lieve there is no con-

pulséd by the deadly fire of the 1 8
who lined it. The thitd time he leapt liis
horse into the orchard, and I am certain I
saw him fall some tyenty paces befére any
of his men. Hy 8t. Ceorge, there he
lies |—man and horse tnder that large
tree.. Let us go in, Effingham, and see
who heis!”

The two Cavaliers dismounted, and walked
reverently and slowly np to the corpse. He
was lying away from lis dead horse, on his
back. The charger had evidently fallen
riddled with bullets at the same instant that
his rider was struck. The cotpse was stret¢hed
at length, its right hand skill grasping its
sword, and an ineffable expression of peate
on its pale upturned face. Yes! in the
midst of war he had found it atlast. No
more bitter misgivings now—uo more weary
longing and haraseing anxiety—no more
aching heutt and sickening hopes and fears for

stancy ?" race, in whose opinion
her companion's thorough knowledge of such
migtters wag iie.—:erving of the most implicit
credence, and whd felt rmuch more ‘nhrmad
than she would have been oné short month
ago ot fhese discouraging views of the rela-
tions Yetween the sexes. ‘‘Are men all
alike, and all equaliy Heartleds and variable ?”

“God forbid,” was the reply; “ dnd yet,
Grace in all I have seen of the world, and
you know that my girlhood has been passed
amongst the gaieties andintrignes of a Court ;
well, in all T have scen, 1 can recall scarce
onie sinsle instante of an attachment that Las
lagtad wore than two yeard. You laok as-
torislied; Grage; but it is so, nevetthelods,
They ate neatly dil alike, and differ only in
degree from wild Lord Goring, who #ay2 that
he requires a week to conquer, & week to tri-
umph, and a week to weary, after which he
allows himself a week’s repose, meaning sim-

a ion of hard drinki and the

le

Falkland. There helay, the good;the
the gifted ; born to be the ornament ofa Court;
the pillar of a stdte, the hope of ailation § dnd
there he lay, shot below the girdle by some
obscure musketeer, himself perhaps all un-
conscions of the deed. Many were the good
and gredt mien that joined the Roydlidt cause
—many a noble heart shed its bleod for King
Charles; many a wise head plotled for the
crown ; many a stalwart arm struck its last
to the war cry of 0d and the King ;" but
there was but one Falkland, and the morn-
ing after Fewbury be was found a corpee.

The tears started to Bosville's eyes.

Lot us send back a pariy to bury him,”

return, emptying many a saddle, and bringiog |

many a curled head to the dust.  Old Cole-
stormed and swore in vain. The
most ke could sccomplish was to make an
orderly retreat ; and as Humphrey Bosville,
with tears of shame and indignation in his
eyes, brought his troop back in good order
to their appointed position, Effingham
quietly observed, *Another point in the game
up against us, young  one
Another opportanity  lost ! Linurels,
indeed, Humphrey ! better gather
handsful of weeds, and your head down
here on the turf aud be at rest !’

In anothor  instant had dar-
ted like lightning from his mn
and was engaged hand to hand with some half
a dozen of the enemy's cavalry, who,
meaner birds about & hawk; were besetting
the gallant Earl of Carnarvon, snd hemming
Lim in on all eides with their swords.  That
officer had got detached from his own men,
and was now returning, alone on a tired horse
through the geattered troopers of the enemy
Strong, athletic, and a practised swordsman,

pepper

scored

he

ke

he had already emptied more than one of his
opponents’ saddles ; but he was exhausted
and ontnumbered, and George Effingham’s

assistance came too late.

He had feceived a pistol shot, which had
broken his bridle arm, and deprived him of
Still,
fine horsewanship and thorough use of his
weapon enabled him to hold at bay the troo;
ersin his front @ but, alas ! a
from the rear bad run him throngh the body :
ieorge Eflingham cut down the sne-
lant, and took the Earl's horee
: to turn bim out of the pross, the

hy the bri

| the King himself had fled, and that his best

swordthrust |

Life-blood was welling up through the vivets of |
his breastplate, and saturating the stout buff- |
cont with frotl rimson staing, Conrteons |
and gentle to the Iast, he thauked nzkam
for his servive.

‘] am bounded toyou, comrade,’ he said, ||
sinking ferward on his horse’s neck ; ‘butit |
is too late, 1 awm hurt to the death, for all |
cunning of fence. I pray yon leave me, and |

e yourself. Even as he spoke he fell
Leavily from his horse ; and Effingham, with
wany a shrewd blow and many a hairbreadth
‘scape, fought his way back to his own
men.

Night was by this time drawing on, and
as its dark manule fell over the combatants,
neither Cavaliers nor Roundheads could boast

of o decided victory. The gallant trained
bands bivouacked on the ground they had
held with such stubborn valour; and al-

though they had made an orderly retreat at
daybreak, pursuing their line of march for
the capital, and regard the harassing
attacks made on their rear by the indefatiga-
ble Prince Rupert, with a thonsand musket-
eers and such of his cavalry as were not in-
capacitated by the action of the previons day,
they conld searce plume themselves ou hav-
ing gained any positive advantage over their
opponents.

Humphrey Bosville and George Effingham
slept under the same cloak, the sorrel and
the black picketed elose to their feet. Their
squadron formed a strong outpost of Prince
Rupert's advancing column, and they were to
be ready for the pursuit with the first dawn

of

of the morning light. Goring returned
to ris  quarters  at  the farmhouse
on the hill, doubtless to receive
a hospitable welcome from neighbor Hodge

and his pretty danghters. Old Colepepper
aud Sir G les Allonby waited on the King
with their respective reports of losses and sue-
cees. A few hours reconcile the sugvivors
after an action to anything and everything
that has befallen. There are rations and for-
age to be issued, men and horses to be ac-
counted for, reports to be drawn up, misad-
venture glossed over and successes made the
most of ; and then, when the fatignes of the
day are past, the exigencies of the morrow
provided for ; 'tis but another day gone by,
after all, and the conquerors and conquered
lay them down

The weary to sleep and the wounded to die.

So the trumpets aded the reveille
blithely ere the first streaks of the morrow's
dawn ; and Effingham’s sqnadron were up
and mounted, and filing slowly over the
ground of yesterday’s hard-fonght struggle in
the early light of the soft autumn morning.
Above their heads the heaven breathed of
peace and beautysund holy calm ; the buds

were singing in - the copse and hedges,
the sheep bleating on the distant
hill ; but below their feet the very

bosom of mother earth was torn and scarred
by the fierce struggle of her wayward chil-
dren. The ground oceupied by the enemy
was indeed vacant, for Essex was by this time
in full and orderly retreat ; but the traces of
the conflict were but too apparent in broken
wagous, dismounted guns, turf poached and
trodden by dinted hoof-raarks and scored with
wheel-tracks ; worst of all, in helpless bodies
of men and horses, lying as.they fell, the
dying auvd the dead.

Bosville shuddered as he gazed; & man
must indeed be inured to war who can look
unmoved on such a seene. Effingham’s eye
dilated as he touched his comrade’s arm, and
polnted to a heap of dead who had evidently
made a gallant attempt to storm an orchard
surrourded by an old blackthorn hedge, and
been shot down man and man as they came
up.

‘The apples in the orchard are hanging
ripe from tlie bough, but the harvest of death
iy gathered home,' said Effingham.
| *Humphrey ,we are like the Assyrians when

they came up by thousands against the might
| of Jndma, and lo ! an unseen arm smote the
horse and his rider. Have not these been
| kieking against the pricks? Verily the Lord
| is against us I’
| I saw them charge over this very ground
vesterday,' was the young soldier's comment,
‘and a nobler feat of arms I never, witn: i,
| nor a finer fellow than the officer who led
| them ! It was not Byron, for Byron was on
the right with the rest of Blacks,
l and would have turned their flank had the
crafty Roundhead not placed a field-piece at

| 18 alred
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They were
‘a stone bench that terminated
the terrace on which Mar, last interview
with Falkland had taken place. A soft,

said be. *'The Frince will willir ‘pare
enough men for such a duty as thi

Efiingham was not listening to him. *The
Kivg had better have lost his right arm,”
as his reply. *Verily, the Lord is against
8!

CHAPTER IX.

“ROSA QUO LOCORUM."”
travelled but slowly in the days of

h we write. It was already a week after
battle of Newbury, and the quiet
porty at  Boughton had as yet muo
articulars of the fight. Rumers had

ed arrived that a great action had taken
e, but as each narrator colored his own
unt according to the political opinions he
profe both the details aud the result
remained wrapped in uncertainty. Some
maintained that Essex had gained a com-
pleto victory, aud was marching for London
in the full tide of success, having dispersed
and almost anninilated the royal army ; that

sed,

ply 3
ginning of the next month finds ldm pre-
pated for fresh follies and fresh duplieity.”

 What a moiistet | remarked Grace, lend-
ing an eat, nevertheless, with tircdscious
:ntercnt. to the escapades of will George Gor-
ng.

“ And yet, Grace,” proceeded Mary, look-
ing back dreamily, ag it were, into the past,
* there was once a time that even Goring was
ready to sacrifice his fortunes, his ambition,
his life, and indeed his all, for a woman.

She was my aunt, Grace, and once
I think she loved him well. It was
a foolish story. He loped to win

her againet all ~ obstacles, and with his
eneretic rature, his courage, dnd kis feck-
lessness, I tantiot comprelienid why he failed.
But so it was. During lis dbserice, abroad,
where he was serving to win distinction only
for hor sake, others came between them,
and she was lost to him for ever. It was
years ago, my dear, and she iz a cold, proud,
stern woman now, but I think she was not
always g0. They say she nsod to he a sweet-
tempered, loveable.and beautiful gir!; tHey say
she would have made Goring a good and
hianpy wite. I have heard oue person affirm
that even he wonld have been a different mau
liad she belouged to him ; that it was not his
nature always to be amongst the worst : that
everything zood and gentle in him changed
inaday. Dut he who said so judged all
men kindl 1 saw everything through the
clear atmosphere of his own pure, noble
mind. There are few like him. But  to re.
turn to Goring. I know that even after all
hope was over, even at the foulest and black-
¢ e of his career, when my aunt was
to ba dying, he threw up his com-
mand, e returned home with a stain upon

generals huving been either killed or taken
prisoners, nothing now remained but an un- |
conditional submission to the termsof the i
Parliament. For this crowning mercy, it was |
ned by those who adopted so decided a !
view of the case, thanksgivings ought to be
rendered, and the downfallof the man Charles ‘
eolebrated by a solemn festival ; others, again,
and these garnished their version with many |
strange oaths, and showed a strong disin- |
clination to discourse upon this, or any other |
topic, dry-livped, avowed that the Parliamen- |
tary srmy had sustained a completeand un-
cquivocal defeat, that the Royalist cav-
alry had, as usual, covered themselves
with glory, and his blessed Majesty,
whose health they were always prepared to
drink on their knees, or indeed in any other
position, having thrown a garrison into Don-
nington Castle, so as tocommand the western
rend to the capital, had retired in triumph,
to Osford, whence he would impose the most
stringent and humiliating terms on his van-
uished enemies.

Grace Allonby and Mary Cave listened al-
ternately to thesa conflicting statements with
\nxious faces and beating hearts; the former
luily expeeting some assurance of her father's
saiety, the latter vibrating b m o sen-
sation of crushing shame, as she reealled her
last interview with Falkland, and all the t

der misgivings of a woman for the safety of
the wan she loves. And yet the days dra

slowly on, in their voutine of quiet ocenpa
tions and howmely dutics. The women worked

it their embroidery, and tended their roses,
and rustled softly about the honse, ns if ail
» peace both within and without, as if life
liad no interests, no anxieties, beyoud
taking up of a dropped stiteh, or the nippin«
of a faded rosebud.

They were, however, much together;
dred hopes seemed to draw closer day by day
the links of friendship which had alway
bound these two dissimilar characsers, and
whilst Grace Allonby looked up to her more
rgetic fiiend for protection and consol-
the weary apirit of Mary Cave seemed
t upon her gentle companion, and to
derive a soothing, purifying influence from
her sympathy and affection.
sitting

together on

clondy atmosphere dimmed the rays of the
sun, struggling at intervals in downward
sheets of light; a gentle brecze moaned
through the adjacent woods, claiming here
and there its first autumnal tribute in & erisp
yellow leaf that floated neiselessly down to
the sward. The last roses, already overblown,
drooped their heads over the two women,
ghedding their petals thick and fast, to the
insidious wooe that stole so softly across the
distant meadow, and over the trim lawn, to
win their perfume and waste their loveliness,
and kiss them and pass on. There was
musie 1n the whispering breeze, and beauty
in the dying roses, but it was a gad sweet
musie that eeemed to mourn for the pust,
and a beauty that spoke of disappointment
and decay. Each of them gathered one of
the flowers, and placed st in her bosom ; each
geemed to have some association connected
with these autnmn roses, some strangely-
mingled memory of pain and pleasure, of
hope and longing, and shame and sorrow, for
Grace blushed scarlet, and Mary's blue eyes
were filled with tears.

+ She brushed them hastily away,and turned
her head so as to hide her face from her com-
panion ; she was ever ashamed of such wo-
manly weaknesses, and indeed seldom gave
way to her emotions, whatever might be their
nature.

nother day, Crace,” she said, ** and no
et from the army. Oh, it wears one’s
heart out to sit waiting here when men are in
their buff-ceats and breastplates, up and
armed for the King. I would I were amongst
them, Grace, to take my share of danger like
the rest. C'est 'homme qui se baste, et qui
conseille ; but as for ns poor women, what are
we pood for but to clog their energies, and
distract their attention, and weep and watch,
and eat our own hearts in solitude ?"”

“ You did notalways say so, Mary,” replied
her companion. **I thought men were the
puppets, and we were to- pull the strings.

ave you changed your note 8o sdon about
our power and inflaence, and why ?”

The proud look stole over Mary's face once
more. * Yes, Grace,” she answered, ‘* ours
is the dominion, if we only knew how to keep
it. It is our own fault if we lose the upper
hand. It does not answer to pull the rein
too tightly, and so to break it once for all;
nor is it judicious to let the so-called lords of
the creation discover how necessary they
really are to our happiness. To do them
justice, they are wonderfully obtuse on this
point, and, in this single instance, strange-

ly prone . to underrate their own
value. And yet, dear, I sometimes
think thut ours is bnt a tinsel royalty,

after all—a fairy splendor, that is visible to
the dazzled eyes of those only over whom our
glamor is cast; that the real power, and
wisdom, and glory is not with us, and the
time may arrive at any moment when our
subjects wake to find out for themselves, and
then all that was lifé to ns is but a dream to
them, a dream from which they de not even |
sorrow to be aronsel ; a dream at which they |

can smile when it is reealled to them, and | price,

yawn ont some vagne sentiment, haif poetical,
balf philosophieal, of indulgent pity on their
own past folly, and self-congratulation t#t
it is over at last for evermore. They are not
quite ashamed of it, neither do they wish it

B, | &

his courage, he had lost his dearest chance

of d ction. to be near her ; and when she

teeovered he was heard of wilder and wick-
eder than ever. There wis no doubt he
oved ek fondly, and like a fool ; dnd yet
listen, Grace, to what I heard with my
own  ears. After a long absence, Lady
St. Aubyn returned to Court. They had not
met for years, not since I was a child, and at

the time I speak of I was a grown woman, in
attendaece on the Queen. I was standing
close to Harry Jermyn and Goring when my
aunt was announced. I knew the story, and
I watched the latter's -face. It never altered
inamusele. I could have forgiven him if he
had turned red or pale, or had even lost for
an instant that hateful smile which seems to
jeer at everything good and bad. No, he
passed his hand through his long curls, and
tonched Jermyn with his elbow—'* Egad,
Harry,” said he, ** how these red and white
women alter. Would you believe it, I once
run my best friend through tha body for a
light jest about that one? And now look at
her, my boy ! She'san old woman, and a fat

one. Faith, and almost an ugly one too.
Well, its lucky there are plenty of young ones
always coming on.” And this is the way men
can talk of ug, Grace ; butnot all—not all;
there arc a fow, a very few noble hearts that
a woman might be proud to win, or failing te
win, might be proud to worship in silenceé

and lifelong pain

“ Are  there?” observed Grice, ab-
sentiv, for her attention was occupied
by an advancing horseman, monnted on a
sorrel that even at na distance she
seemed to ‘recognize,  Perhaps she was

thirking, *is thie one of them ?"" perhaps she
wis speculating, with prospective power of im-
azination, “will this on care for me ?
and having eared,will he cver lsugh like Goring,
and say, ‘how these women alter,’ and ‘how
fat I am grown? The horseman was ac-
compunied by one servant, a-tall spare figure,
mounted on a stont useful palfrey, the spoil
of some Parliamentarian whom Dymocke had
deprived of his charger by the usage of war,
t was indeed Bosviile who was rapidly ap-
proachivg the park, and the hearts of both
women beat fast, and their cheeks turned
pale, for he would have news of the great
batMe, and the Cause, and the King, and Sir
Giles Allouby, and Lord Fawkland.

L'ho young man reined up his horse at the
door and dismonnte 1, the reeking sides of the
sorrel aud the marks of disapprobation vis-
ible upon Dymocke’s lean visage sufficiently
denoting the speed at which he had been
travelling. He gave the rein to his servant,
and advanced to greet the ladies, with doffed
beaver and slow dejected stop. His dress
was disordered and travel-stained, his face
bronzed by exposure, and now suffused with
a deep olush, and his conntenance bore a sad-
dened expression that was ominous of bad
news.

Girace jnmped from her seat. “My father I”
she exclaimed, with clasped hands and eager
ace.

« Sir Giles is safe, Mistress Grace,” was
the reply: * he bids me commend him
to you. and hopes soon to sce his daughter
once more."”

Grace burst into tears, and covered her
faco with her hands, Mary Cave meanwhile
remaining pale and ecld as the stone balus-
trade agaiust which she leaned. Aund yet she
dared not ask the question that was nearest
to her heart.

« And you have obtained a victory, a great
victory 2 she said, with lips that blanched
and grew rigid while she spoke.

“A victory, indeed,” was tho Cornet's
reply, ** and a triumph for the Royal Cause.
1 have dispatches here from the King him-

self to my Lord Vaux. I pray you give
mo leave, ladies ; I must basten to deiiver
them."

« And they are saf:!" exclaimed Grace,
with her eyes fuil of tears ; ** all safe ! those
that rode away so full of l:fe and vigor such a
short time ago, and whom. we thought we
might never see again ?2”

The Cornet's face was very grave. He
needed not to speak. kre aword had crossed
his lipg Mary COave knew the worst. Is
it not so with all great griefs ? with all those
important moments upon which turn the
destinies of a life—nay, it maybe of an
eternity 2 What is it that tells the sufferer
there is no hope, whole seconds if you count
by the clock, whole ages if you count by the
racked and tortured heart, before the decree
has gone forth ? Do you think the prisoner
atthe bar does not know the verdict before
the foremnan of the jury has delivered the
thrilling word “Guilty ?” Do you think we
are so constituted that by our physical organs
alone we can become conscions of outward
facts ? Is there not in acute mental anxiety,
anotlier and independent =ense of prophetic
nature ? Who has not suffered has not lived.
Is it better to vegetate in contented igno-
rance, or to pluck, E . at the tree of
knowledge, and taste t 1d, bitter flavor of
the fruit ? Alas ! the lesson of life must be
learnt by one and all. Happy those who
profit by it. Give them place ; let them take
their proper station at the head of the class ;
but pity the poor dunce who is smarting in
his ignorance, whose hot tears are falling
thick and fast upon the page

“Wae have bought ot tory at'too high &
» said Humphrey ; “some of the noblest
heads in England lie low at Newbury. Car-
navon, - Sunderland, Falkland, havemet &
soldier's death and found a soldier’s
grave.”

Mary spoke not a word.

Her beautiful

had never existed, but they talk of it (as éven | features took a set meaningless expression,

the best of them will of their byhood's ex-
travagances) with a sort of mels oly
trinmph, and comical self-pity and seli-sym-
pathy., ‘I was very fond of that woman
onee,’ thay will say, without a particle of the

feeling left. The woman does not speak so,

| like & mask, or like the face of a corpse.
| There was & dull stony look in her ege, like
| that of some dumb animal

Suffering pain and nerved to endure, her
| heal was thrown proudly back till the museles
| of the neck started out in painful tension. It
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seemed strange to see one of her cast of beauty
80 Mietdm . . Unbending physical re-
iatance arid geuto atupifying suffering com-
Charsober with her
her soft undulnting
, her rich brown hair. She who was
to love, and laugh, and command
the imperious wilfulness of a spoiled
—it wad sad o see her there, with a hard
defiance, even ot her own breaking heart,
ped dpon her brow.

Bhe questioned Bosville again and again,
nawavering and pitiless fowards lerself; she
 learued every particular he had to tell, she
(shrank from no incident of the action, no
2 wing detail of Falkland's last charge, or
the state in which he was formd; and then
with quiet grave courtesy she thanked
Huiaplirey for his narrative, and walked once
more up the well-remembered stairs with the
stafaly step and queen-like gestures that be-
u;a e #0 wall.

've had been a4 oOhanged woman one
short Weck ago, when her chamber door
h.md closed npon hef after $hat interview
Wl

, seemed 80 out ol
v loveli

could never forget. Mie was
: mln now ; but it was a change that
fizbnoe her till she was at rest in hér

grave.

Hogvills followed her with his eyes as
shie gtepyed grasefully away, but with his
body He ddiompauied Grace Allonby into the
house, that he might deliver his despatches,
ag in duty bound, to that young lady’s Kims-
man. Now thiat the first anxicds inguiries
wete dver, I\nt Sir QGiles’ safety was ascer-
tainad, and the victcty of Newbury—for as a
vietory it was claimed by tie Hoyalista—
placed beyond & doubt, they talked, as young
people will, of lighter and more mirthful mat-
ters— of the Court of Oxford, of the last jest
made by Wilmot, and the last new fashion
introduced by Harr) myn, of the Queen's
caprices. arid Prinsc Rupert’s retorts uncour-
teoud, the thousad toffits whioh come so
readily to the lips vhete tlic deepet cliords of
character Hate rlot 36t sounded, and
which make a dialogue beficer d pentlenian
and lady, both of them wero well born ana we!ll
bred, so sparkling and agreeable, that we
despair of conveying its purport to the reader
through the medium of our staid and sober

en.

Piirived dt tHo threshold of Lord
Vaux's own chamber, Grace hd her
companion *Good-bye,"” with a balf laughing,
half formal courtesy. He turned as he closed
the deor for another glance at his guide.
Oddly enouglt, dt thet vory wioment Grace
turned too— it always does Lappen so—and
as she tripped awvay to decorate her persod in
her own chamber, she felt hanpy and light-
hearted s a bird. Of course it was tife news
ot the great victery at Newbury and ¢l
safety of good (fil¢s thet oreated this won-
drons change in his daughter's spirits.

Mary Cave was on her knees in the adjoin-
ing apartment. The struggle was over, the
wild sickening feeling of despair alone re-
mained, but the great agony had passed
away, and a flood of tears had bromght that
relief ta the overcherged heart and the over-
striing brain whicli alone save¢ the sufferer
from maduess. There are forie natures dint
ave at once utterly prostrated by sorrow, that
make flo effort to resist it, and yield at the
first attack ; such know nothing of real misery.
1t is the proud unbending spirit that has de-
fied a thousand storms, which falls with a
orash at last.

Mary had béen acoutstomed to conquer, had
marched in trinmph over the recks of a host
of captives; hers was no meek yielding dis-
position. that clings where it attaches itself,
aud finds a pleasure in self abasement and self-
sacrifiee. No; she was one of those wild birds
that must be tamed, and sabjected; and con-
strained to stoop to tho lure by a stronger
will than their own ; and she had found her
magter long ago. Hopeless though it was,
she had fixed her loveupon Falkland ; though
he could never be hers, there had yet been a
vague unacknowledged link that bound them
together ; and now even this was broken, and
he was dead. Dead ! the irrevocable, the
fatal word, before which all other griefs seem
so trifling, all other breaches so easily re-
paired, all other sorrows 8o open to consola-
tion. Never, never to see him more! It
was a duoll, stony, stupifying sensation,
She was so glad, so thankful she had told
him all before he went away. There was no
shame now, no self-abasement, no womanly
pride to come between her and the loved one
in his ccld grave ; and Mary's tears welled up
afresh, thick anl hot, and the band that
geemed to have compressed her heart to guf-
focation grew losser, and she rose from her
kiees with a tirm resolve in her brain, and a
giant's strength growing up in her steadfast
will to struggle and endure.

CHAPTER X.

‘ANCILLE PUDORIS.

Grace Allonby inliabited a pretty little
room, overlooking the terrace we have o often
mentioned, stored with the many knick-
knacks that, even in the days of which we
write, were affected by young ladies to keep
them beautiful, and leave them neat. Albeit
the aet of prying into such a boudoir may be
deemed an impertinence, yet must wé claim
the historian’s privilege to be at all times in
dll places, and take a peep at Grace under-
going the various tortures of the toilet at the
hands of her handmuid Faith, a pretty Puri-
tan, whose duties as the soubrette of a Cava
lier's daughter are continually at variance
with her conscientious opinions —a mental
confliet which imparts to that damsel’s con-
versation and general character a degree of
acidity foreign to her real nature. She is
combing and brushing her lady's hair with
merciless energy, and those long dark mnsses
fall over the white neck and bosom with a
luxuriance of which the maid is prouder than
her mistress. Yet is she reflocting even now,
while with a turn of her skilful hand she ad-
justs a jetty ringlet, holding the comb mean-
winle Dbetween her teeth, how the crown-
ing beauty of Absalom was a delusion and
a snare; and how, though a woman iay
be permitted to retain her abundant
tresses, the long love-locks of the Cava-
liers must be wicked, they are so very be-
coming.

« [5 the young officer from Newbury going
away to-day, Mistress Grace, or doth he re-
main sll night ?” asks Faith, with an air and
aceent of the utmost simplicity.

Itis & strange coincidence, but Grace is
thinking exactly the same thing. A shower
of ringlets falls between her face and the
mirror, 80 she blushes under them unseen ;
nevertheless her neck and shoulders crimson
visibly, and Faith, although a Puritan, de-
duces her own conclusions. Like a thorough
waiting-maid, however, she proceeds, without
pausing for an answer—

« He is a likely young gentleman enough ;
of a fair countenance, and a gallant bearing
t00, as becomes a soldier. He caunot be as
bad as the rest of them, Mistress Grace, or
he would hardly have left them by his
own desire to come here to our guiet place,
where he knows nobody and can care for
nobody.”

« He goes where he is ordered, Faith,”
replies Grace, very quietly, and with a certain
air of enforced dignity ; he is a brave and
good officer,” she adds, her voice trembling a
little, *“and has been sent here with de-
spatches by the King himself.”

“ I know what I know,” resumes Faith,
with some asperity. * When it came to a
question of who was to leave the army, and
ride alone—leastways, him and his servant—
throngh the ranks of the rebels, that's to say
the Parliamentarians” (Faith catches horself
up rapidly as she recollects her political and
religions principles), ** facing dangers and
what not, to come here to Bounghton ;—notk-
ing would serve Captain Bosville—for a ¢ap-
tain he is and will be when he gets his due,
as them that knows and told me is not mis-
informed—nothing would serve him but down
he goes on his knces before the King—I wou-
der he wasn't ashamed to do it; and says le,
« Your Majesty,” says he, ** where the treasure
is there will the heart be also; and my sor-
rel,” says he—that's the one he rode here
that's got two fore-shoes off now in the

reat stable—+ my sorrelean do the distance
in half the time of ¢'ec another in your Maj-

esty's army ; and my servant,” says he—that’s
good Master Dymocke, a worthy wan and a
right thinker, though backsliding for the
time—** my servant knows the ways by track
and ford, and none other ; and we crave leave
to euter .upon the dnty, and £o to kiss you
Majesty’s band, and God be with you all

And with that,” continued Faith, now almost
breathless, ** they up and saddled, and never

/

drew reini $#] they rode in at our great gatés,
and as Master Uymoske says, ‘faint heart
never won fair lady,’ and ti& Iaborer is worthy
of his hire.'"”

Grace listens well pleased to this somewEn? |
improbable story ; drop by drop the poison is |
stealing gently mto her veins, It is sweet to |
hear his name alreddy ¢ eoon it will be sweet !
to talk of him even to unintererted lsteners ; |
then will come blushes and confusioii, gt a |
strange wild thrill of pleasure ; and then the |
reckoning must be paid for happiness thus |
taken up at interest. The lonely hours, the |
weary days, the sore heart, and the wan face, |
that never blushes now, but only contracts |
with a sickly smile snd turns whiter than be- |
fore.. Is not this the course of minety-nine |
love tales out of & hundred 7 Poor fools ! |
wastipg your treasure for that whichi is not |
bread.

But Grace is Grrey fastening a rose into her
bodice, and Faith is still training the long
tresses into two bewitching curld,

“ They can't go to-night, Mistress Crroe,”
says the latter, answering her previous ques-
tion for herself. ‘After such a ride as that,
both nsan and beast are entitled to rest and
refreshmeéiié, we Master Dymocke says ; and
moreover, there's oné of them as wouldn't be
dragged from here by wild hifses except his
duty for the King required.  Poor Blinded
creature ! T know what I know.”

« And is it the master or the man that is
wedded to a place he has only seen twice in
his life?” asks Grace. half amused in
spite of herself, although her heart is
beating somewhat faster thau usual. Faith
i« st onee overeome by an access of pro-
priety.

« Oh, madam,” siie réplies, ** it is not for

—

| #ith a fervent cordiality that brought an un-
wonted dolor to his cheek, and lustre to his
Not that Mnaster Dymocke was ever

eye.
known to suceumb to tii¢ potent influence of
John' Barleycorn, or to lose tiie presenee of
miud snd philosophical equanimity ort which
he prided himeelf ; nothing of the kind ; his
was one of those phlegmatic temperaments
derived from the Saxon eferent in our con-
stitutions. which, partaking of the nature of a
sporge, like that porous substance, become
only the more dense and weighty the more
Wiquid you pour info them. Dymocke had al-
ready pledged the stoward in many a foaming
horn, had emptied a beaker withi the falconer
in answer to that worthy's compliments and
good wishes, had drunk to all the serving-
_men in turn, measure for measure and court-
sy for courtesy, nor had shrunk from an ex-
traordinary and overflowing bumper to the
healtli of fhe king—and still his speech was

unflaltering, @ud hie head clear. Nay, more ;
although by gencial consent allowed
to have all the conversation to

Iimself—although he had told the story of

the figttt in all ite different versions over and
over again, efich time long before the conelu-
slon becomingfthe iers of his own , he
had yet resisted the temptation of talking
himself drunk ; an it was with & steady foot
and a deportment more solemn than ordimary,

' thet he rose from the hall-board to betake

himself o the stable, there, like a true sol-
dier, to louk after his own and his master's
steeds.
TO BE CONTINUED.]
——

THE THROTTLE
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on the

me to make free with the young ge
thoughts ; and as for Master Dymocke, |
thongh & worthy man and & personable his
gravity and lils~ experience put him beyond
all such vanities. Only there's some talk of
their staying here for a convoy and a goard |
to tdkte ve all on to Oxford, where may we
be presetved from the temptations of a
Cort, 1" gdds Faith, piotsly. * And now,
madam,”’ sbe tonchides, with @& finishing
twist to the curls aud & #089 of het own head,
« 1 have made & clean Dbreastof it ; ¥ lmave |
told you allI know, and of what may ¢omeé |
of it, whether for good or evil, I wash my
hands."

Vith which solemn admonition Faith folds
tp Her Indy’s thinge, smoothing them into
squares with unusiul gecuracy and precision.
She 1s evidently waitiifg to be further ques-
tioned, but in this she is disappcinfed, for
(#race Allonby is in more hurry than commort
to atiend hor kinsman downstairs ;
and it is with trenfbling steps, and breath
coming quick an ! short that ke procceds to
the great hall, v iore she already hears the
voices of Lord Viux and his lately arrived |

upon

guest.
Captain Dostille, as we must call him
now—for Faith's iniormatton, —lowever

obtained, is perfectly correct, and li cep-
\ain's commission is already made out and
wigned by the Sovereign—has performed an |
alnborate toilet, and one that even less pre- |
judiced eyes tlisn thosa of Grace Allonby
would pronounce to be mogh benoming.” His
long love-locks, curled and perfumed with the
preatest care, droop over & point lace collat,
fitting high and close arcdnd tlfe tiroat, but
falling back in dazzling width over lils broad
shoulders. His velvet doublet, richly em-
broidered, and fastened down the front with
tags and loops of gold, is slashed at the
sleeves, s0 as to display the fine texture of
his cambric gérmrent underneath, aud fitting
tightly over the Liands, sdwtits of thie broad
wristbands being turned back sc gy to ex-
hibit the whiteness and symmetry of (ko3
members to the greatest advantage. A raby
alasp fastens his doublet at. the throat, a fel-
low stone, of equal size and radiance, is sef in
the poramel of his sword. These, too, will
ere long be converted imto men and horses
for King Charles ; meantime thiey ere very
dazzling, very beautiful, and very use
A wide rustling scarf, stiff with embroider
orozses his breast, and is gathered into a huge |
knot over his left hip, where it meets the |
broad baldrie that sustains his long straight |

|

|

®

sword. His lower man is clothed in loose
velvet pantaloons, reaching somewhat be-
low the knee, to meet the wide wrinkled rid.
ing boots, pushed half-way down the leg, |
and forming with their high heels and heavy
massive spurs # somewhat warlike termina-
fion ta the festive air betrayed in the rest of
his costume. Add to dll this a handsome
face, embrowned by exercise, and uring
tho  keen forcible expression which all
men of action insensibly acquire, and we
arrive at a general effect, which might in-
deed make sad havoe in a heartalready
predisposed to look updn it with favor and
affection.

Nor was Grace Allonby thrast upon an un-
il war unfurnished with those weapons, |
both offensive and defensive, which women |
know how to use so skilfully.  In the days of |
the first Charles a Indy's dress much resem. |
blod that of tho present era. There was the |
same display of confident beity above, the |
same voluminous seri+s of dufences below, as |
though the attack must be provoked only to
bo repelled.  There was the same costly taste |
for jewelry, the same magnificence of texture |
and georgeousness of hue in silks and satins
—nay, the very arms, bared nearly to the
elbow, were overlmng by a cloudy,
graceful fabric of muslin or lace, or whatever
it is which suits so well with a white skin, a
handsome hand, and a rich bracelet, and
which is to-day so wmuch affected by those
sessed of any orall of these advan-
tages. s Allouby's light girlish figure
borrowed a graceful diguity from the ample
folds of the heavy brocade she wore—low st
the bosom, aud descending to a peak or
stomacher, the upper part of the body was
distinetly and beautifally defined ; whilst the
sprending skirt, falling in massive plaits from
her slender waist, added that majestic sweep
and volume A ladies consider so neces-
wnry to complete the finish of their costume.
Her hair, undisfigured by powder, which had
not yet come into nse, curled in graceful
clusters over her ivory forehead, and did Faith
eredit for the manner in which she had dressed
and disposed 1t. Thegirl wore a double
row of pearls tight round her neck, and pearl
bracelets round her wrists,  Sir Giles had
not fought and foraged many a long year
without obtaining some valuables to bestow
upon his darling ; aud those very pearls were
a gift from lavish and ill-judging King Jumie
for a deed that had required a silent tongue,
a ready hand, and a hear! stouter than most
men possessed. 8o Sir Giles was asked to
ehoose his reward, and he chose the casket of
pearls lying on the trembling monarch’stable,
to store them up for his little Gracey. And
the King gave them frankly, aund regretted
them a moment afterwards; but pever-
Leless, Lefore all was done, they found
tneir way back again to the service of the
Stuarts.

So Humphrey Bosville and Grace Allonby
were as well-looking a couple as you shall see
in & summer's day ; and we may be sure the
yoang lady was satisfied with their joint ap-
pearance,- and laughed aud talked with &
gaiety foreign to her usually reserved and
quiet demeanor. The Cavalier, on the con-
trary, was absent and distracted ; glancing
uneasily at the door, and looking about him
with wandering eyes, as though he missed
some accustomed face ; by degrees the cold-
ness of his manner threw a damp over the
rest of the party. Grace began to feel chilled
and disappointed, and withdrew into herself.
Lord Vaux was distressed and unhappy at
the news of the late action, and the price
ry had cost. The three sat si-
lent and moody ; and the afternoon, to which
poor Grace had so 1 yoked forward during her
toilet, and which had promised to be o bright
and sunshiny, terminated, as such anticipated
Lours too often te
appointment.

which a v

conversation

laugh and broad jest and noi
ghonld be wanting in the hall.
Jack at Bonghton of nut-brown ale brewed of
the strongest, with which Lord Veux's re-
tainers had no objection to make merry when-

sion offered. Snch an opportunity
nt could not of eourss be suffered
r without a2 unusnal amount of
the King, and

ever oc
| as the pre
| to pass ove
aailing, a double health to

hearty pledges to worthy Master

whie Y [ ambassador

ary from the army, first nec-

| eredited messenger with the news of victory,

| received all the compliments and congratula-
tions poured upon him as no more than due,
and replied to the pledges of his admirers

nate, in clouds and dis- |

But it does not follow that because there |
wre paue and vapors in the parlors, loud | ,

There was no | ;

Speed A
¢annda Sonthern Rallway.
(8¢, Thomas Times.)

 The insane controvérsy which has been
carried on through the press of the United
States bas evolved some remarkable produe-
tions, it which it has been deemed an impos-
sibility that a nitle 8 minute could be accom-
plished, and the great ruua yeecorded in the
Clipper almanac as having been made over
the Uanada Seuthern Railway have beén
chellenged by these ignorant writers.
Although sstonished at that record, probably
they will be atill more astonished when Isaac
Deyecll's unequalled run of 118 miles in 110
minutes—which has never been egualled—
appears in the next issue of that sporisman’s

| “Amacng the most skeptical of these per-
| sous were three prominent gentlemen from
| Now York. In their transit from the West
“h- wards they determined to  convinee

themselves if such exttaordinary time was re-
aliy un ordinary affair on this line, and ac-
cordingly on Sunday afternoon they stepped
upon the piatform of o conch attached to Nos
6 C. 8. R. express, leating Detroit. ‘A mile
a minute ; why, it can’t be doutte,’ exclaimed
one of the gentlemen, and” the others coin-
c*ded in this opinion ; but upon learning that
11d. Macormber the famous engineer, was at
the throttle, the t?io determined to note care-
fully the time made, and the result of their
observation was given a Times répotter ab the
depot here.  The {rain consisted of four
conehies and a baggage car, drawn by engitie
No. i4, and it was ouly an ordinary ruu, no
spedinl effort being made to accomplish fast
tirlie.

“ Why, look gt fhis;”. excitedly remarked
one gentleman, waving eloft a copy of the
New York Herald, in whichi gppeared .an
article commanting on the fast runs as an
imposeibility, and stating that in running @
mile & minute the engineer would be unable
to breathe, © that's what they know about
raifrondivg. Now, I'm going right back to
York and cofifradict this, for I've seen as good
time made.” And thett, turning to the re-
porter, he continued : * On ledvitig Amberst-
burg we took out our stop-watch and noted
tho time. At first the speed was moderata,
but soom the mile.posts began to flit rapidly
by, faster and faster flew tho irom horse until
presenfly one of us cried ont excitedly “‘that’s
winute,” and had
cpenking erc another eelaimed
cond: Still this
iept up and we all knew we were taking
fastest trip we ever enjoyed in our life, and
the remarkable part of it all was that there
s no jolting or noise, but we glided smoothe
¢+ and for the nonce seemed gifted

Houses dppeared mare pigstyes,
me pigmies and the telegraph poles
From Ridgetown the run
mity of the bridge over
ettle Creck af this town was made in 45
v es—the distance is nearly 45 miles—
and the traiu drew up at the platform here at
1.20, and we are thoroughly convinced that
the Canada Southern ** lever jerkers " could
@0 anything. The time occupied from Am-
herstborg was 2 hours 35 minutes, including
six stops, the nctvial runuing time being, two
Lours.
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(¥roti the Balt Lake News—Mormon Organ.)

God hias revadled to us & law commanding
aud regnlating the practice of piural marriage.
Congress has pussed a law declaring that
which God has established a crime. What 1s
onr duty in the premises? Is it not clearly
to respect the law of God, and leave those
who have created a conflicting lay to sake
what steps seem right tothem 2 Why should
we abaudon our position unless we become
convinced that we are in error 7 Congress
cannot make right wrong, Governments
cunmot abolish o law of heaven. It all the
world says polygamy is bigamy, it would
make no difference to the fact; we know it
not 80. Governments may seek to preveutd
e practice of plutal marriage, but if it isa
divine system it wili remain so all the same
Supposing the administration proceeds to en-
foree the law against polygamy what is our
daty? Surely not trample upon what we
declare is a divine law or to rush in haste to
“sput it in abeyance.” If we have to suffer
for the sake of right others have suffered be-
fore us. We should not 1nterfere with the
rightful execution of the law, but we wonld
be n eet of knaves or noodles il we were to
hurry in a fright to “'banish” an integral part
of our religious system. If the government,
incited by hypoerites and busy-bodies, who
want to make the regulation of public morals
nceording to their own standard a part of our
pational system, proceeds with vigorous
measures against the practice of polygamy,
all right, so long as the rales of judicial pro-
cedure are not violated in a religions cru-
sade. Let the law be vindicated lawfully.
Prove guilt before inflicting punishment.
Lict the azeused polygamiet have  as fair a
trial ot lenst as en alleged thief or murderer.
Wity shonld popular prejadice be permitted: to
rule in courts where the defendant | charged
with polygamy more than if he were ioted
for burglary or any other offence agaiu G}
law ?

Instead of putting this featare of our faith
into immediate abeyance would it not be far

nore consistent to put up with the conse-
Juences.
—_————
iHE MODERN SOt IEYY YOUNG
man.

Seene—The billiard-room of a fashionable
club-house. At 9 o'clock enter Augustus, who
removes his summer ulster and discloses a
dress suit.

One of the players —*Hullo ! Gus is rigged
ot under full sail and all the eandles lighted.
What is it, old fellow 2"

Aungustas—+Oh, I have been to make my
party call on Miss Bauker. She wasn't at
Leme, sc 1left my pasteboard and came
arownd here.”

Thirteen young men drop their cues, seize
their hats, remark *‘that'sthe racket for me,”
lide off to Beacon street. At 11 o'clock
Sanker gets home, finds fourte 1
“«How funny that all
e called this evening

hav

shoul
=ume hour Augnstus receives thre

|

|

|

| nod ten cigars, the grateful ofll

i teen young men who have medc their party
|

|

|

»al] withiout the trouble of dressing or the ex-

| penee of & hack. —Boston Courier.

e i
—¢]Is that the way you all day ?'
aid Mrs. Jobbins, a8 she 1 her hus-

and going through the phygical accompauni- | of
“0Oh, no!” he replied, “I | Why,

ments of a yawn.
| always take care to save
streteh.”

myself for the home:

THE FARMER'S JOKE.

[From the Detroit Free Press.}

Tramp | framp ! tramp | and o farmer with
solid old-fashioned feet, and hands big
enough to cover a Sunday school exeursion,
came into the editorial rooms of this paper to
EAYy:

“Howdy? I've walked down frem the
msrk‘?t to give you the partiekelers of & good

+.'* All right—proceed.”

§* You know them Mghtning rod fellers ?™
o‘t;-erved the old man as he dropped into ®
chair,

* Yes—heard of them.”

“Well, you know they're a purty tuff sef.
Been after me for more'n twenty years. I've
got signs out all along the road warning ’ent
to keep off the place, but t'other day one of
the chaps druv right up to the gate, big as
life.”

* Did, eh ?""

“ Yes, he did, and 'fore I could get my
tongue to going he had about a thousand feet
of the rod otit of the wagon and was veady to
put it up on the havm,”

“What cheek !"

I guess "twas, but purfy soon I went for
him. 1had my mind made up to kill him
right there, The old woman sbe came out
and sailed in with me, and the two hired men
supported me on the flanks.”

“And you junmed him all to pieces, of
| course 7"

* That's where the hull fun comes in,” an-
awered the old man. * Thatery feller squared
off, shed his coat, and he licked the whole
four of us in legs'n two minutes by & Wig-wag
oloek !”

* Did, eh "

«¥oubet he did! And he drank vp &
whole pan of milk and druv off whistling
‘Yankee Doodle Pum.’ When I got out of the
eatnip whar he piled me and saw one o’ the
men with his nose mashed fla, and t'other
_with three teeth knocked omt, and the ole
woman jist erawling out from under the old

bob sled, I un lafling and did’s stop #i
midmght! I-I-" .
He and uttered a ** L £

his
haw ! haw I"" which :%ood clear to Canads
and in his contortions he broke the back off
his chair.

« But the joke was on you,” said the per-
plesed journalist.

+ Sartin—sartin ; but I'm such 4 dod-rotted
idiot that I can’t help but Iaff at the way we
four sailed in on him, calkerlatin’ to mop him
all over the barnyard, and laff harder yet at
the way we all started in on the Lord’s prayer
afore he had fairly got the rust off his elbows !
When ¥ saw Hanner clawing up from among
the bolis 1—'""

And be went off into another fit and choked
and gasped till he went down stairs with his
collar hanging by a single button.

—

A LEADVILLE WANHERWOMAN,

From the Tub to un—l—ntomr of §.000 per
Mon

(Correspondence Boston Herald.)

It is not alene in mining operations
that fortunes have been made. rs. Sarah
Ray, ait old Irish washerwoman, who was

anong the earliest settlors, has a somewhat
romantic history. Her stock in trade when
she came consisted of & pair of tubs and &
washboard. She began business under am
old pine tree on  the Ilnll side, baving no
means of hiring a house.  She soi1, how-
eter, gob bogether with her own hands a rude
slab eabiit, and as business was good at $2.60
per dozen for washing, she gradually began
to provide for her wants, ~ Bhe got & camp
stove, and, after furnishing her cabin com-
fortably, began to accumulate money. The
town began to grow in the direction of her
gatin, and after a while she employed labor-
ers to put up a log house. As there was &
great demond for miners’ boarding houses,
Mrs. Ray concluded to abandon the washtub
and start # boarding house in her new edi-
fico. In this idea she received great en-
couragement, and the house was opened with
flattering prospects, In this venture she
proved to bo very successful, and made
money and saved it, By the growth of the
ity her house finally got to be in the very
cotitre, and a3 the streets were laid out, it
proved to ocenpy a location on the cormer of
Harrison avenne aud State street.  Business
was wood and she centinued to make moncy,
which she invested wisely. Shebuilt anether
log honse and rented it. Then she put up a
frame building, which was rented before it
yems Buiehed. About this time some of the
land grabbers disputed her title to the land,
aud tried to dispossess her. But the old
Indy had so many determined friends among
the miners that the effort was given up.
Several months ago she refused an_ offer of
$10,000 for her property, and since that time
Dbas built a two-story block frovting on Har-
risow mvenue, eand as desirable a piece of
property ae any in Leadville.  She still lives
in Ler log house, but she now intends to tear
it. down and ereet a' two-story block in its
place.  When her improvements are com-
pleted shie will have an income of more than

81,000 & month—n pretty good record of
{ hisioss suecess for an old washerwoman.
A PABHOY AR SAVED ATH

LIFE BY BELIGIOUS TERAIL

Captain Jamea Etchberger vouches for the
following bird. story told in the Baltimore
News :—Abont thirty years 8go, when in
Hondaras, in commund of the bark Eldorado,
his wife accompanying him, he was presented
with a parrot, s eprightly bird and a flaent
disconrser im the Spanish language. The
bird was brought to Baltimore by the Cap-
11 where it soon acquired & knowledge of the
Adish. The next door neighbor of the
captain was a garrulous woman— anincessant
¢oold—forever qtinrrelling with some one or
something. Polly, belng allowed full liberty,
meu pleased to take an airing on the yard
fenceé, ood in a short time had ﬁ-umed to
mimic the scolding neighbor to periection,
and finally became aggressive. The bird
not infrequenetly rued Ii»_impertinence by
being knocked off the fence with a broom-
stick. This brought forth a torrend of abuse
from its injured feelings upon the Bead of its
assnilant. Pinally the bird's language beecame
80 abusive that the captain was obliged to
send it away, aud Polly was transferred
to a geod Christian family in the country,
where in course of time it reformed, and
came to some extent a bird of edifying piety.
Some time ago, while it was wunning itself
in the garden, a large hawk swooped down
and bore the distressful parrot off as a prize. Ite
recent training came to its assistance, as at
the top of its voice it shrieked. O Lord, save
me! O Lord, save me !” The hawk be-
same o terrified at the unexpected cry that
e dropped his intended dinner and soared
awny in the distance, Polly still survives the
attempted abduetion.

E SLEEPING BEAUTY.
A Young Womaun Who
Only enty Minu

ns Been Awake
n Day fors

Year.
(From the St. Louis Post Dispatch}

Some twenty-three miles distant from
Knightstown, Ind., in a German settlement,
there is a beautiful young woman, some 21
years. of age, daughter of Casper Schmidt, who
is to all appearance quite dead, having been
in that state for nearly twelve months past.
Shie awakens, however, once every twenty-
four hours precisely at10 o'clock at night, and
will converse with the [amily and others for
abonut twenty minutes, when she will relapse
into the comatose state and remain so until 10
o'clock the following night, at which hour
she revives to the minute, throwing out her
arms and folding ther hands together and
raising up her shoulders until the specta-
tors imagine that her bones are cracking. She
remains in that laborious state for the space
of ten minutes, when she comes to & perfect
possession of her faculties.

A singnlar feature of the case is that the
young lady recollects well if any promises
haye been made her on the previous night,
and will be very fretful for a time if they are
not fulfilled ; but if the things are bronght
her she makes nse of none of them ; as she
eats and drinks little or nothing at all. She
conld never be persuaded to attempt to eat
any food but three times during thirty-two
days, and then, putting the three together, she
did not eat any more than a child a year old
would take. After conversing a few minutes
this remarkable voung lady will suddenly
clash  her hands together, throw her
arms in the same manner as when awaken-
ing, and will return into the same somnolent
state as beforc until 10 o'clock the following
night.

e ———

—The Independent Order of Mutual Aid, a
Western secret organization, is said to have
been ruined by officers who helped themselves
to all the maney in the treasury. At a meet-
Supreme Council in Cincinnati, it
lly steted that there was a heavy
nstead of the $25,000 that shonld be on

One theftof $10,000 was hinted at,

debt,
hand.
and it was charged ti:at large sums had been
wmisappropriated for pretended services. A

while the widows and
victims were unable
glstance,

banquet had cost 8700
children of
| to get the promised
What does 12mo mean?” asked a pupil
teacher a few days since. *12mo?
don't you know what that means? It
Haven't you
i

pap:

- | means the same as d&weowly.
geen it in adverti ina




