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hr shop craft, and had always found herself 
much more congenially occupied in aunt 
Marthe’s quiet cottage at Brixton, where 
there were books, and flowers, and old songs 
which she was never tired of singing, or her 
aunt of beating. In fact Mary, though al
most unconsciously to her herself, and cer- 
taiuly noi admitted to such distinction by 
either mother or sister, was quite the lady of 
the family. Mr. Simpson felt it every day, 
though he could oot have put it into words; 
and bis own honest but uncultivated mind 
warmed and opened with a strange but no 
unusual attraèriou to bis e'der daughter’s in- 
fl ence. His wife complained on this very 
evening, not without some truth, that Mary 
had got more out of her tailer in a few 
minutes than she and A ugusta bad arrived at 
in all their cross examination of him since 
the news arrived. For Mr. Simpson bad 
acrually, for a few weeks io his boyhood; 
been a dweller in this paradise (for such the 
Surrey country bouse had become in their 
vivi: imaginations,) and could remember all 
about it, they were sure, if be chose.

"My loves, 1 don’t remember much about 
it: I was ouly a boy, you know) ; and that’sa 
long while ago, Saly) ; but 1remenuer poor 
uncle Sa.n was very kind, and it was a very 
nice place to me after London street, as you 
my suppose, lean recollect, as well as if it 
wa1je-terday, galloping the old pony aboui 
the park,”

"There, Pa,” screamed Augusta; “you 
never told us before that there was a park 
Uh,what a brautiul place it must be!” !

“It w.s called a park, my dear, but at 
was only a field ; it had been a larger place 
once, I believe, but there was nothing very 
grand about it in Uncle Sam’s days."

“And shall I bare a pony to ride. Pa l” 
asked Samuel.

"You shall go to school at all events, 
my boy,” said ins father, looking at him ra
ther thoughtu ly.

(Concluded next week.)

ed attachment as it appeared) danced round 
him on his entrance with unusual glee.

«Well, my little man, good morning, 
good mom ng,” said Mr. Burrows in : he pas- 
sage, 850 hing Master Samuel’s antics as 
one would a restive horse, “we seem very

PLUNDERING IN OUDE.
As to the plundering, I know not what to 

say. It ir a frightful evil; it seems to ho 

really inevitable. The poor people who re- 
m n in their villages we their property ear
ned away, their sacks of gr in and f dde- de- 
aporar as if by magic, at the hands of the 
followers of the army which, they are told, 
will protect their lives and pr perty if they 
remain in their homes. I* they apply, indeed, 
to the Commi sarin off ers, they wil receive 
compensation on proving their lo-« and ide- 
titying th- plunderers—bo b mitt-rs of «i fli- 
rul y. The Commissariat, it is true, py for 
d mage done to cro “by rame’s, • I plan 8, 
&c ; but in many cases the n- aves are ig e • 
ant of this practice - a most righ erus 8*- 
or are actually sirs d • f com, la mug. How 
are they to pay their re th or then revenue to 
eur collectors, after the pa sage of no army 
across the country 1 No one who has i et 
beheld Mara n ake war upon Ceres in led a 
can imagine the dreadful damage inflicted be 
his I gloss. Sugar plantations ete crusted 
up by the acre by the eleph uts, who a so 
strip away the leaves of trees, and devour 
-h ubs, p'aots, and wa king sticks, of the shav- 
ings of them, with prove king ap, elite and I• 
difference. Camels growl aid gob le up 
everything çdible in the reach of beir long 
necks and flexile lip- ; go.ts rev I in the 
gardens ; bullocks, buffilo s, and po. i-s crash 
through fields end dull the pulse, and Various 
grain, bea ing them down into a fragrant 
carpet, represen ing the produce of la f the 
country. Then comes the heavy best of 
quadrons of cava’ry, the c oinuoss, mono- 

iouuus tramp of infawry,—the gurs, each 
wheel teari g a deep fu row in the fields ; be 
mortars, thousands, litra ly h u-an so car a 
laden with food and ammu iti 0, sht and 
sbell,—all in O'e line, about 150 yards b o-d, 
and as long ta our march, rig’ t over the c ops 
and harvest. Yesteray, the 9th of Novem- 
ber, we marched 131 mies. I should like 
very much to go over the ground and see what 
it looks like now. 1 know that as we ad- 
vanced there were lodged patches of sandy 
soil studden with stumpy bushes which lay 
tallow or uncul ivated, but the greater part of 
our route was through corn fields in wh ch the 
young wheat was just springing and looking 
timidly a few inches above the surface, or 
cates of unknown crop», some as high as a

them many a time at certain snug little sup
pers wh ch were wont to take place both st 
N-.4. and Ne. 6, Mrs. Simpson herself 
being present, and laughing heartily; and 
there she sat before him now looking the 
very picture of cool and unembarrassed 
innocence, while poor Mr. Borrows felt bum- 
self colouring with modest shame and and g— 
nation. It was interesting to see the p o- 
gress Mrs. Simpson was making in the du ies 
of ber new posi ion. It was an awkward 
interview, but she was going through it won
derful v, es she thought herse f.

** You know, Mr. Burrows, in this world 
young people can’t marry without money.”

"They can’t marry io the other world even 
with it, I suppose, ma’am; but 1 thought 
oiw the money was come.” He was be- 
glueing to suspect the real workings of the 
mother’s mud, and was more abrupt and less

enthusiastic admiration which he had ever 
been heard to utter with regard to that er 
any other of the numerous snug retreats of 
British industry which be and Mrs. Simpson 
noticed ia their summer evening drives; bet 
it had been repeated more than once, and 
was evidently a pet dream of his. Mis. 
Sim; son’s ambition bad always been on a 
grander scale, and more comprehensive in is 
objects ; indeed, it had varied from the pub- 
6*6-100 of Buckingham Palace, Lite Guards 
included, to the occupation oi No. 1 in tueir 
own terrace, which bad a second drawing 
reo.n anJ p ate g Ms windows. Ei her sphere 
ale fell, the could adorn ; m anwone she was 
content to make on excellent wi e lu her pre- 
sent conracted orbt. An excellent wile, 
aa Simpson o.teu said to himself and hs city 
fiend , in ill social confidences. Did she 
not nMat upon his always wearing worsted 
hose and fl onei wauscoats from a given cate 
which was as-umed as the big nutugof w.n-

COUSIN JOHN’S PRO PERTY.
“Os the 11th ult., at Point de Galle, 

Ceylon, on the voyage home, John Simp- 
son, Esq., ber Majesty’s Consul at Tranque- 
bar.”

"Bless my life, Sally,” said Mr. Simpson, 
almo t choking bimsef with his muffin, 
“here’s cousin John dead !"

Mr. Simpson had the Times for an hour 
every mo ning (at sixpence per week), and 
that hour being his breakfast allowance also, 
be read and ate against ume, taking a bite 
of muffie, a sis of tea, and a glance at the 
paper asercately ; and as be was very short 
sigh ed, and always in a hairy, there seem 
ed unmmen risk some unes of his putting the 
pay er into his mouth instead o' the mufha.

“ You don’t mean to s y so, Simpson,” 
said the lady on the other side of the little 
fireplace. Cousin Johe dead! Why, be 
Was to be in town me xt month—it’s impossi
ble ! W here d, it toy so?"

And she made an attempt to resch across 
for the paper ; but it was e long wretch, and 
Mrs. diup-on was stout, and hardly made 
due a lowance fur that fact in her instruc- 
tons to her stay maker ; so Mr. Simpson 
found biinseif master of the position, and 
ro ceded to read the announcement agaw, 

with a proper sense of importance. Muse 
Augusta Sumpion, and her brother, Master 
Samuel, who occupied tue seats at the other 
side of the famly breakfist table, had rise» 
from the ir places, and with their mouths and 
eyes open, and Master Samuel’s ktife ar- 
reeled in a threatening position, tormed 
ra ber a striking tableau.

"Then that Surrey property comes to us, 
Mr. b.,” exclaimed the lady, as the left 
her arumchair, and made good her hod oo 
one side oi the Times, of which her husband 
still pertinaciously retained possession.

“It comes to me, my dear, as next beir, 
• by uncle Sam’s will —no doubt of it.” It 

Mr. Simpson intendeds little gentle self as
sertion in this speech, it was so unusual with 

• bin, that Mrs. buopsoa was good enough not 
to notice it.

"It’s worth two or three thousand a-year, 
Sunp-ou, isn’t it ?"

“About ose thou and, or fourteen hundred 
at most, my dear, asl bare told you before,” 
replied the busband, "It’s a very nice pro- 
perty. Dear me! poor John! only to 
think ! that be should never have come home 
to enjoy it!” and the good matured Mr. 
Simpson gave ao honest igt to the memory 
ol is departed cousis, and for a moment for- 
got his own accession of fortune.

" Well, well, life’s uncertain with all of 
us. 1 never thought as you’d bare outlived 
him, Sump-ont Ue was ten years younger 
than you, il be were a day. 1 did think it 
might have been our Samuel’s in days to 
come, supposing be died without child en, as 
was always likely from what J beard of bim.

have gone far to remove them. “Have you 
heard anything lately of my cousin, Mr. 
Jotin?” asked Mr. Simpson, with a voice 
which be felt was nervous and unsteady- 
that, however, was becoming under the sup
posed circumstances.

"Sit dowe, I beg, my dear sir,—pray sit 
down; sorry to cay we bave, very sorry io
deed. Have you seen this, my dear sir ?" 
producing a copy of the Homeward Mail, 
and pointing to a paragraph containing the 
same brief but imp » tan; words as those which 
had caught the eye of the Simpsons.

“I saw it in the Times this morning, and 
came to you to hear more about it. He was 
coming home, 1 fancy, this month ?’

“ tie was,” said Mr. G iuvle ; “he wrote 
us by last masi tos y we might expect him 
by the Formo-a, Welch brought the mails, 
as I un erstand, yesterday ; he had taken has 
pasage in ber, be says tu this letter. We 
were just goug to telegraph down to Ply-

lively bere; what’s goin 
“On ! Papa’s cousia Jehu’s dead, and we’re

on, eh ?"

all so glad !”
“bam, cme here, you shocking boy !‘ 

screamed Augusta, always prompt in a dit— 
ficuly, for Mrs. Simpson was aghast and 
speech ess at this abrupt stalem at of the 
CIC mstanc s; and sherush d into the pas- 
sags, and seized and shook the of nder vig- 
erously.

" What’s that for 1" said Samuel rebel- 
liou-ly, while Mr. Bu roast ie I to mediate. 
“Au’t 1 to t 11 Mr. Burrows then f*

“For shame, sir,” ils in ther; “is
that h- way to Speak
d-ath ?” And having Oily welcomed her

Jour P or cousin’s polite than usual.
"Oh, Mary mustn’t look to her father for 

anyth eg at present; there’s no ready mo- 
cey, and a deal to be dove on the property ; 
our daughters wont be h ires-es, indeed, Mrs. 
Burrow, ;" but Mrs. Simpson could not re- 
sisi a gratified smile at the notion.

“Gerge wus.’t looking fur an heiress 
when he fixed upon your Mary, Mrs. Sump- 
see; he would ecorn to marry any girl far 
her money; but he a good ecough for tie 
biggest heiress in England, G orge is; ay, 
and many a ose would be glad enough to have 
bun, ma’am, w theut a farthing, that they 
would ! But as you say, ma’am, young folks 
can’t marry without some hing to begin the 
world with ; and al: I koow 19, if 1 bad a 
lort’n left me, and Miss Mary were my 
daughter, I’d Spend half of it to make ber 
happy, ma’aw, that’s what I would !”

“Ah, my good sir, how easy it is for you 
io talk who have no children, and can't fee 
as I do !" And the smile now look the char
acter of triumphant superiority, which coud 
affor d to pity.

It is a valuable and unanswerable argument 
against all bachelors. What can they know 
about it? Mr. Burrows gave in, foiled, but 
indignant. It had been foretold to him in 
the days of his youth, by a gyp-y fortune
teller, that be should lis en to a tall fair lady, 
who should speak bun fair, and turn out a 
dark deceiver. "Beware of her !” had 
been the emulous words, and be had walked 
in fear and trembling io the presence of al 
such enchantresses all the days of his life. 
And now the prophecy seemed in the way 
of being fulfilled, like all prophecies, in the 
most unlooked-for manner: io bee sure the 
lady now before him was not tall, but she was 
fair, and that was quite as close an interpre- 
tion as such fulfillments admit of. He wish
ed Mrs. Simpson “a very good morning,” 
refused to listea to the syren voice which 
she put on to soothe angles bim, and left 
her rather disconcerted with her own success, 
for she had no desire to offend him.

“Confound her for a covetous old sinner !” 
was Mi. Borrows’ explosion within lus own 
breast as he stamp ed energetically along the 
terrace. “So she thinks her daughters may 
look higher tow they’ve come into this bit 
of money, and means to throw poor George 
over! I’ll give hm a hint, though, of what 
be’» got to expect, and bang me it be shan’t 
be beforehand with them in crying off; I 
won’, have bim jilted by any such rubbish !"

“By the time, however, that he got a mile 
from his own door—for he was much too 
indignant to go in and sit down—and bad coo - 
ed himself in that labyrinth oi muddy fields 

and unfinished houses north of Notting Hili, 
beyond the knowledge even of cabs or police- 
men, culled by the residents, for some my- 
sterious reason, Kensington Park, he began

visi or, she procet ded to di-Crma e, to: very 
lucidly, belw ei cane sad effect. A rela- 
tve of her I usrand's was de-d—very sudden- 
I, : that, of course, was very shocking. 
S me family property had there by come to 
them; which, with their rising lauly, was 
ol course very acceptable.

It was undeniable; Mr. Burrows said “Of 
con Se.”
*An 11 hope,” laid the kind-hearted old 

gentleman af er a few li le inquiri s as to 
he probutle amount of them lew forton , 

and utter ci coinstance s, wh eh the lady was 
almost is gad to communicate as be was co 
learn —“1 Lope ths will smooth mate sa 
lit Ie for my young I sends, you know —eb, my 
dear Mrs. Simpson ?"

Mrs. Simpson loo el embarrassed. It 
was not because she iiJ Bot koow to what 
y ung friends Mr. burro s alluded, or that 
tbe.e was any mys ery in the matter, io 
spite of that gentleman’s attempt at a wink. 
But it was the very last subject she wished to 
converse upon just at this line.

“Augusta, my love,” said she, “just put on 
your bennet—itat’s a dear—and go and ask 
bow old Mis. Manson is; we never sect there 
all day yesterday, my head was so full of 
other things, and it’s ready quiet unneigh- 
hourly.”

Miss Augusta having been easily disposed 
of by this means—th: more easily as the sub
ject had long lost its novelty fur her, and 
she did not therefore think it we th ber while 
to make resistance—Mrs. Simson, having 
gained also a little t me to think, proceeded 
to repiy to ber visitor’s last question ; or ra
ther to lead him off f om it so as to avoid, if 
possible, giving any reply to it at all.

Her daughter Mary—to whom Mr. Bur
rows’ little speech alluded—had lately be
come possessed of that de ightini but danger- 
ous plaything —a lover. There was nothing 
very romane about the attachment, wh th 
might in part account for the fact that the 
course of their love, which was very true 
and honest, and hitherto run perfectly 
smooth, though there seemed a good many 
windings in prospect before it could hope to 
reach the ocean of matimony. A very fine 
young fellow was George Harrison ; looking 
and walking, and speaking as much like a gent 
tleman as it he had spent his early years a- 
Etou and Oxford, instead of passing at once 
from highgate school -into his uncle’s count- 
ing-bouse. His oncle and Mr. Simpson were 
old in- nes ; and be was also distantly relat
ed to Mr, Burrows, whom be—and conse- 
quenly Mary —was an especial 1 vourite. 
Not that Mary required any hing but her 
own sweet troughuul lace and winning man- 
ners to make ber a favou ie with most oi ber

ter ? And if the peculiar irritabilty of Mr.mouth, to lin w il she Um lauded her pas-
sengers, and whether your poor couin is Sampson’s akin made th a style ul clothing Es- 

to him, could tuai le 
Was be to catch cold,

pecially disagreeable 
left to ber charge 1

among thein. I should tear there can be 
doabt of the correctness of this sad news— 
most tad, saceed, and sudden ; but we shit 
have an answer to night, and will at once 
let you know. You are aware, of course,” 
cosunued Mr. Grind e, de icavely, “that you 
are your cusin’s representative 1’

“t am aware o. i., eir,” said Mr. Simpson 
bowing awkwardly. "I assure you—”

“Ui course, my dear sir, of course these 
considerations ne pr. ma ure. 1 trust, 1 do 
most sincerely trust, that we may have some 
intelligence ul our valued friend by the For- 
mesa. > You may depend upon cur waking the 
most particular inquiries, and giving you the 
earliest information. Expecting Luu lu town 
we were the very day, and now ! Well, Mr. 
Simpson, life is—2

But Mr. Grindle felt himself hardly equal 
to the definition, and filled up his us finished 
sentence by lifting up his eyes and hands. 
“But allow me to otter you—”

“Nothing in the world, thank you”—and 
so they parted.

It was not natural that Mr. Simpson should 
either feel or effect much sorrow for the 
death of a cousin whom he cad not seen for 
nearly fifteen years. Yet sometimes, on his 
way home, when be remembered tue days 
when they had played together as boys, the 
worthy tradesman’s heart reproached him 
for the feelings of positive elation which he 
was conscious of since the news of the morn- 
ing. He bad never thought much of the 
possibility ol such au event as his own acces
sion to the little Surrey estate. Mrs. Simp- 
600, it is true, bad been fond at all times of 
descanting, even before their acquaintances, 
oo her children's future “expectations,” not 
altogether to ber husband’s satisfaction ; be 
bad no notion, as be said, oi teaching the 
young folks to set themselves up above :heu 
father and mother, which the younger daugh
ter, Augusta, was rather inclined to do 
And it was not without some little misgiving 
that be contemplated, during his solitary 
ride home, some of the possible elects ol 
the change in their position upon the female 
members of his household. Still, it is very 
pleasant to feel one’s self independent. The 
Simpsons were by no means rich;—the son 
bad succeeded the father in a long established 
but not very lucrative business, and had 
neither the means nor the energy to extend 
it. He had his anxieties and losses, and be 
was fond of ease and quiet. To drop unex
pectedly into a thousand a year was, be con- 
fessed to himself, a piece of good fortune 
almost bewildering. If be and Mrs. Simp- 
son sent the young folks to bed early that 
night (to Mies Augusta’s great dudgeou.) 
and eat over the fire themselves somewhat 
later than usual, discussing their future pros- 
pects, they are not to be set down as more 
greedy and selfish than their neighbors.

Again, at nine o'cicck exactly the fol- 
lowing morning, did the 'bus which Mr. 
Simpeon usually patronised go to town with- 
out ban: and an aspiring young bankers 
ckrk who lived close by, usurped from that 
ume forward the well kuo*n co.ner-seat.

and risk fill prec ous life, because be “didn’t 
like the led” of what was good lor him! 
All Mr. Sumps on's stints were made at home, 
either by her owu hands or by those oi her 
daughters. They did not cost much lets, 
that was admitted ; the collars—being made 
after an old and approved pattern belonging 
to iktra. Sump-onb papa, treasu ed up as a 
sort ol stanuard ol what a cot ar should be, — 
did, as Mr. Simpson averred, cut bim under 
the ears, and double over behind: but Mr. 
Simpson had a short neck, which was cer
tainly no fault entier of Mr s S.’s or tie 
collars. She put the cayenne pepper, to 
which Mr. S. w.s rather addicted, carefuly 
out of reaca at dinner time—it was so bad 
for his digestion; she Wwke him up ruth essly 
from his after dinner nap—those things grew 
upon people, and were very bad fur a man 
oi bits full habit. She Did his snuff Dux, 
banished his old “down at bee!” slippers, and 
worked him a smart light pair instead; and, 
io short, tried as far as possible to keep him 
in the way in which be should go. Mr. 
Simpson, it must be said, was ungrateful 
for some of these attentions, and evaded her 
well meant efforts with a perverse ingenuity. 
He continually ignored or disputed the date 
oi resuming the flannel and worsted, wore 
the new slippers down at heel, kept snuff 1a 
his waistcoat pocket, and had gradually ac
quired the faculty of sleeping, like a fish, 
with his eyes open. But Simpson was the 
beat tempered man in the world; and be 
and bs wife, in spite of these little antagon
istic peculiarities, might almost have been 
claimants lor the flach at Dunmow. He 
had a quiet w 11 oi his own, too, in more im
portant matters, which the lady, content 
with acknowledged sovereignty in what she 
considered her own departments of govern
ment, had sense enough seldom to try to 
interfere with. They had two daughters— 
Mary, the eldest, who bad been to a good 
school, and was now on a visit to a maiden 
aunt at Brixton, and who was tacitly admit
ted to be rather the father's pec—•having 
a good deal oi his quiet good sense, and a 
very sweet disposition ; and Augusta, who 
bad never left home, and might be considered 
to have adopted more entirely her mother’s 
tastes and manners. In Master Samuel, the 
only son, now about twelve, the hopes oi 
both parents were alike centered ; and his 
going to school bad been delayed from time 
to time—to that young gentleman's disad
vantage, a stranger might have thought— 
first, upon one pretext, and then another, part
ly because of the expense, but in fact, chiefly 
because neither father nor mother could make 
up their minds to part with him. There were 
moments, no doubt, when some unusual fit 
of troubiesowene-s caused sentence ol 
immediate déportation to be passed ; but it 
never had been put into execution: and be 
went on picki g up such scraps of learning— 
good and evil—as the little suburban day- 
school offered.

INDIA.
THE OPERATIONS IN OUDE.

The Times has published a letter from its 
special correspondent, dated • The Camp, 
Pursaidepore, Nov. 14th." Speaking gen- 
erally of the operations in Oude, Mr. Ressel. 
says s—

“ Since the dispatch of my last letter, the 
steps for the re-establishment of British rule 
in Oude have been affording daily proofs of 
the sagacity with which they were taken.— 
Amethie, menaced by three columns, at once 
surrendered without a blow. The neighbor- 
ing Talookdars have hastened to make sub
mission and to-day Beni Madbo, whose strong- 
holds we are rapidly approaching, has sent in 
to know what terms he may expect in case be 
yields to the Queen’s authority These re
sults may not be appreciated at home by those 
who have not considered the subject, and do 
not understand the country or the people with 
which we have to deal, but the government 
will no doubt accept them with profound sat
isfaction, for they will lead to the speedy 
pacification of the whole of this great pro
vince. We must not be disappointed if des
perate rebels still continue to escape our 
columns and to creat sporadic troubles here 
and there, but these will soon become mere 
matters of police. The sovereignty in India 
belongs to him who can establish bis then- 
nibs, or p lice stations, over the country, and 
we are rapidly re-erecting those substantial 
tokens of our victories. But Oude is a coun
try nearly as large as Ireland. It contains a 
population of nearly five maillions—warlike, 
turbulent and trained to arms It is the 
mother of the sepoys of Bengal. Ito surface 
cous:sts of ag eat plain, intersected by river»,

horseman’s waist. May Heaven keep war 
away from our own doors!- I could not help 
thinking, as I looked around me, of such a 
march across the odorous culture of Mr. 
Mechi, if the caprice of invaders and the 
greatness of misfortune ever led aa enemy,ie 
default of roads, to pass by Tiptree-ball.— 
But the evil does not cease at the end of the 
march. The head of the column halts in the 
plain; the tapering line, which is lost in the 
dust in the far distance seems to grow thicker 
and thicker as it approaches, to spread out 
and expand and swallow up the li e which 
grows to lose itself in the mass. But as the 
canvas of camp rises end the pickets are post
ed, out fly the camp fol owers like locusts 
hatched at one batch, and in myriads wonder- 

|ful bur-t from the bowels of the army. It 
| would seem, indeed, as if our troops were 

merely the protectors of th se destroying 
swarms Everything that grows and is fi for 
|food for man or beast is cat, carried off, sacked 
Ior chawed, or boned or eaten raw. Far out 
Ion the plains on all sides may be seen moving 
1beeps of fodder, with little black fret j st 

visible below the over—banging luxuriance of 
green. Ants are not so laborious or so st og. 
Flogging does no g vod. If 'he whole army 
were turned into provost ma sha s’ assi tants 

Ior dageliators under the o ders of tie civil 
magistrate, they could not fl g all the offend- 

Iors. Sowars charge over the pl in-in vain.
Captain Thompson was tod by the Com- 
mander—in -Chief that he might bare any 
number of cava y he reqei ed t pr veut or 
arrest depredators, lor Lord Clyde cas an old 
-oldier's detestation if plundering ; but still 
the work gors bravely on. Last night a 
village was set oo fire, and the dimes 1gh ed 
up ihe Heavens io front of the camp. The 
villagers are apprehensive oi be ng punish d 
if they defend their property, f r they te sold 
if they fire a sh t again t us they a c doomed 
to dé-truction ; but they are now taforaxed 
they m y protect their goods, chattel-, a d 
crops agalest camp folio*e • though they 
must not use force io check any de, reda cions 
on the part oi sol 'iers, as the la ter will be 
puni bed by the mill ary authorities. At pre- 
sent, however, the soldiers are not guilty of 
any su h offences.

oude —PROSPECTS OF THE CAMPAIGN.
The campaign in Oude commence a under 

most favourable auspices, though coriamly

I often did say to myself I hoped Sammy 
might be a gentlemen.”,

Sammy wiped his lies in preparation for 
that crisis. He had been eating a second 
egg surreptitiously and hastily. Ouly a 
mother's eyes could have detected the future 
gentleman under the pinafore at that moment. 
“There's the 'pus, father,” be shouted, jump
ing up with the view of effecting a diversion 
from his own seat of operations ; “there’s the 
'bus coming round !”

Mr. Simpson rose mechanically, and drop
ped the Times. The habits of twenty years 
were not to be shaken erea by the sudden 
prospect oi a thousand a-jear. Bet bis 
daughter, with the spirit of a true British 
marges in the hour oi fortune, showed herself 
equal to the occasion.

"Who wants the 'ous ?” said she, with an 
indig ant shove to Samuel. " 'Pa an't going 
by 'busses now,”

Like nil truly great speeches, it was abort 
and to the pu pose. As such, it was long 
remembered in the family. It awoke them 
oi once to the duties and the pleasures of 
their new positions. That useful public vehi
cle did not take Mr. Simpson to Alderman- 
bury that in ruing. The conductor looked 
at he well knows door in vais ; the cri 
driver even I t hi ho ee linger a little ere be 
turned the corner ; and both turned a king 
aid lest inquiring gaze in the direction of 
Pordand 'Iriraie, No. 4. " What’s come 
cille governor this morning, Bill?” Are 
we art r or store our tie ?"

••Nvt above two miuu es arter ; he’ve never 
bepand gone by the Royal Blue?"

"Don t thick he’ll be so mean as that; 
summat o amiss, however.” And with this 
compliment to Mr. Simpson’s business habits, 
the omurbus lumbered on without him. Great 
was the surprise, and as the morning wore 
on, even the auxiety, in the li tle dark offices 
io Alde manbory. Such a thing as Mr. 
Sim, son’s absence, without due cause as- 
sigued, was usknowo hitherto in that most 
punctual and respectable establibment; and 
Mr. b yles, the old clerk, who had a sincere, 
if a t a very demonstrative affection lor bis 
principal, was scarcely presented, by a 
sense ul what was due to the dignity of both 
parties, tom taking bis passage down to 
Nutting Hill to inquire.

But indeed, even had Mr. Simpson made 
his usual appearance at hi» place of business 
that morning, it would have been too much 
to expect 1 oui human nature that he should 
have devoted himself with his old attention 
to ledgers and invoices. When be did ar
rive tuere towards the afternoon, the young- 
eat clerk saw tant there was something “ou 
the governor’s mind.” He scarcely stayed 
half an hour ; and if bis unblemissed com
mercial repute were any longer valuable to 
him, it would bare been undoubtedly better 
if Le bad not looked in at ail; for he left the 
impression on the mi ids of bis subordinates, 
that even the small and cautious house oi 
Simpson &c Son bad not escaped, in the last 
great commercial whirlpool ; and the errand 
boy, who was well up ie that department ul 
newspaper literature, gave it as his private 
opision to his mother at home, that it was a 
“Paul & Bates,” case.

But Mr. Simpson was thinking little of his 
business, and still fess what people thought of him * 6

"I’ll go to town at once, my dear,” he had 
said to ills wife, after their first shock of sur- 
prise was oser. "III go and see Grindles, 
poor John’s agents, and bear what they can 
tell me about it ; they’ll be able to give me 
every information, of course, and advise me 
as to what to do. I’ll go to Grindles’ at 
once; and I’ll just look into the counting 
house and set Style’s mind street before I 
some back. I can bring my letters down 
here to answer.” (How far Style’s mind

‘There hadacquaintances, o.d and you g.
both 
yet,

been nu talk ol marriage at present; to thick within himself that the term "rub- lull of swams, and covered with dease 
bist” could not apply with any degree of fit- ju gles wherever the labor of man has notwere young enough to Walt, and, as

Friends on bis favourite Mary Simpson.found the waiting very pie sant. theDess to redeemed the soil from trees and thorns, and 
prepared it for ferule crops. In these jungles 
hundreds of thousands or arm d men could 
easily be concealed, not, indeed, in g eat 
bodies, but in numbers sufficiently great to 
permit the coalition ol two or three parities to 
uke place at any moment lor the purposes vl 
guerilla welfare. The crops of one kind or 
UH tuer, in their rich Succession couid yield 
them loud. The commi-s riat of the sepoys 
is at band in every field and in every pool of 
water. But it is on y with the permission or 
the chiefs who keep the jingle paths, and 
who e forts lie hidia their rece-ses, that men 
could find harbour and refuge in these natural 
asylums. The great: Duke bas given us e 
rece pt for getting rid of jungles and attack- 
i-g forts acd fortresses thereon,characterised 
by his own simplicity and grandeur. He pro 
pared, it appears, by a passage in the last 
volume of bis correspondence and despatches’ 
to cut the junges away inch by ioch. Well’ 
if we adopted that p’an and worked night and 
day for the next five-and-twenty years, we 
might expect Oude to be tolerably welt 
cleared up to the Terai, except in places 
where the shoots had sprung op again from 
the stubborn roots. In the Jugdespors jungle, 1 
a square mile was considered enormous pro- 
gress in the four-and-twenty boors, with 
thousands of Coolies at work. As to the 
Terai itself, no amount of labour that England 
could pay for wou'd clear away the giant 
forests which clothe the lower slopes of the 
Himalayas, and melt away into dismal swamps 
aad wa tes of poisonous vegetation. If those 
Oode populations were fairly driven to h pe- 
less resistance, their efforts, though powerless 
against our rule, wou’d be eighty ie their in
fluence on our finance, and Oede would not be 
worth keeping on such terms. It is, therefore, 
a very great achievement for our Generals to 
effect not only the reduction of the forts ol| 
some of the principal chiefs, but to bare I

bo h sides were propitious; oi, at any rate, 
u ough pi rfectly aware oi the state of allai s. 
had luterposed no toil of orjection; and 1 
seemed tacitly underst od that in two or 
three years’ time or se, when some opering

mother was spoiled by a little sudden pros- 
p rity, it was no reason the daughter should 
be. "George wouldn’t have given her up.” 
be thought, “not it he’d been left a mithon !” 
And "by shou d the gin be le s honest than 
be was ? So Mr. Burrows resolved, with a 
ve y wise and unusual self denial, to let things 
take th ir cou se for the pres n‘, and to 
smoth r bs knowledge of Mrs. Simps n‘s 
basene s as be best might, within his own 
breast.

Mary came home from her aunt’s the next 
day, and heard the news of the unexpected 
change io the family fortunes with so little 
outward emotion as to disappoint very con- 
s derably ber sister and mo her, both of whom 
thought to have had the pleasure of over- 
whelming ber by the magnificence of their an- 
nouncement. Perhaps one reason for her 
taking it so quietly was, that at the moment 
she did not connect it in the least with her 
engagement with George Harrison; for en
gaged they hid been for the last six months, 
as Mrs. Simpson was perfectly well aware- 
though certainly she bad received no formal

off led to enab e George 10 do S uethug I' r 
bims-lf, be wo Id come to wad miniully"You’ll give up the business, of course, I 

Simp-on ?” said the wie alter a pause, fol- a denial May i-r hums li “tor teller for 
worse,” without any very foundabe d sous- 
sion about : etilein n ». Noth ng had becu

whcb had belonged by a prescriptive right,
willingly recognized by other lowing up one ol ber owu train of thought.

“No, Sal y ; I think not,” quietly replied 
the busband.

Mis. Simpson had been thinking not, too 
io ber own wud, and had not much hope o’ 
any other answer whet she put the question- 
And she had very little confidence in her own

paset ngers, to
the “lugely respecabl? old city gent” from 
No. 4. For Mr. Simpson bum elf, at that 
hour, was bu-y reading to Mrs. S., for the 
second une, the following important com- 
munication from Messrs. Grindle :

"DEAR tin,—Oa receipt of telegraphic 
message yesterday evening, informing u< 
that no such passenger as “Mr. John Sump- 
son’ bad arrived p r steamer Formosa, we 
de patched a clerk at ouce per night mad to 
make further inquiries. He bas just return
ed, and brings word that Mr. John Simpson 
bad engaged his passage by that ve-sel, and 
that some of his luggage is now actually on 
board. He had himself, a» it appeared, left 
Ira quebar for Post de Galle tome weeks 
previously ; and the Ceylon papers, put on 
board the Formosa just before sauling, con
tained the intelligence of bis death. We 
shall write by this mail to our correspondents 
in both paces, and obtain all particulars. 
Meantime you may command our best advice 
and ass stance.—Faitholly yours,” &c.

The breaklast at No. 4 that morning was 
little more than a noguinal meal to any of the 
party except Master Samuel. Ether his 
imagination was less lively, or bis appetite 
less liable to be affected by his feelings. 
Mrs. Simpson and Augusta were io a state 
of mind abhorrent from the ecarse but com- 
tortable substantial before them. Mr. Simp- 
son played with his knife and fork, but allow 
ed bis rasher to grow cold before him un
tested. After Messrs. Grindles’ letter had 
been discussed, they had been rather a silent 
party, The first dreams of sudden affluence 
were too vague and luxuriant to shape into 
words. The ladies were in a little fairy land 
of their own, in which visions of smart 
carriages end unlimited millinery flashed be
fore the eyes of their fancy. The busband 
felt, on the whole, almost as much puzzled 
as pleased. He had not yet succeeded ia 
combining, te bis own satisfaction, the pro- 
prietorshup of Barton End—so uncle Sam’s 
country-house wae named—with the ware- 
houses in. Aldermanbury. A mug place 
down at Wandsworth, er any other favourite 
locality a few melee out of town, where he 
might have run down every day te dinner, 
and spent bis Sundays with an old friend or 
two for Company—the had long been an ob. 
ject of innocent ambition with him, and a 
favourite castle in the air when he was in the 
mood for that kind of building, which, to do 
him justice, tree but sel dom ; and if ever be 
had been inclined to trespass on the tenth 
commandment, it was as often as be passed 
a certain smart new villa on the Harrow

Seen of him in fortlaud T rr.ce or the last 
torto g t, wb ch had been naurally accoun - 
ed for by the fact of M.-ry’s bmg at Lux- 
ton. Aunt Martha was the kndt»i c eatuie 
10 the world—noue tie less kind in sa be se-

ecause ber own youth hid been -ad and d s-
powers of persuari n oo this point, though
.be ful owed up the attack by remarking, bute George Harrisou’s frequent 
that she saw no reason why be should go on 
slaving all bis life when they couldn’t wan

fai ly alil-appointed—and it she could no
visits aud

though (tul ittle presen’s tu Ler own attrac- 
tons, she was well coulent to P ay ti e part of 
wall be weeu the young Pyrauus and Ihi-be

But their “Lion” t.o, nor soul-, was al-

under peculiar circumstances. Although 
partial operations never ceased, even during 
the bot weather months, a well-cinceived plan 

|had been matured for rendering protracted re- 
sistance on the part et the rebe’s difficu t and 
dangerous. That pau conisted in pl cing I 
lines of brigades or stroug det clme.u p r- 
pendicularly to the course of the Gang s, ani 
extending as far aa possible, f om at at gio 
pinson tie let bank of That river, towards 
tie western slope of the Himal yas. By 
means of the military lints the rebels were 
confined to particular districts, deprived of 
the meat s of concentration, and r duced to a 
position io which they were more likely to oe 
acted upon by the peculiar policy we listen ed 
to persue towards them, and were likely to 
submit te the terms of peace, as offered to 
them by Her Majesty’s proclamation. It 
was very la ly supposed that when the cam- 
puign really commenced in earnest we should 
nod many of the great chiefs disposed to treat, 
and anxious te avail themselves of the cuetci
ful clauses of the amnesty. Experience has 
already shown that these hopes were destined 
to be realized, aud more will be done by the

the money. Mr. Simpson, "wasn’t above 
bis business,” aud didn’t call it slaving ; and 
as to wanting the money, everybody want- ready roering in the distance, aud from a| 

Very unexpected quarter. A very gente 
beast too it might have been thought. But 
Uncle cam’s property, which had trought

ed money as tar as he saw : he meant
thing to go on in the City as usual.

“La, Pa, what ever for ?” a ked the 
getic Auguste.

every-

ener- notifi action of the fact—and therefore thought 
Lou eh Id hers-lf quite justified in pro’essing ignorance 

′ to Mr. Burrows. Perhaps Mary thought of
the flatterings of so snub p ensure 10 a uc-

“For a good many reasons,” replied her 
lather. And that young lady, having also 
an instinctive suspicion that be meant what 
he said, relapsed into silence, as the servant 
entered to clear the table; for they had sal 
ong though they had said little. And Mr. 

Simp-on went off, an hour later than usual, 
to Aldermanbury.

The wife and daughter hardly felt inclined 
to settle themselves to their work-baskets 
as usual alter breakfast, aud Samuel had 
given himself a whole holiday in honour ul 
ao event which as yet be scarcely compre- 
bended, and had begun to tease his sis
ter tu tell him all about it, when there came 
a ring at the bell, aud Augusta, looking, 
out oi the parlour window which fully com
manded all the approaches, announced the 
early visitor to be their neighbour, old Mr. 
Burrows of No. 6. He was a good-natured 
gossiping old bachelor, who had retired on 
a competency from a business of his own of 
some kind—it appears to be hardly etiquette 
in Portland Terrace to inquire into particu
lars on that point—and occupied his leisure 
hours, at present, in making himself master, 
as far as possible, of the business of other 
people. Not that there was a piece of all- 
nature either in bis curiosity or his gossip, 
but be liked, as he observed, to know what 
was going on; and it was wonderful what 
trouble he gave himself about his neighbors’ 
affairs—what clever plots and plans he laid

paling io the r« st of the S.mp-*-n 
bad a root ol bitterness in store for poor

George so much, that everything which did 
not directly refer to him seemed to bet of 
litle importance. Girls are so foolish some- 
times. She felt very glad on her father’s 
account; she remembered once, when s’e 
was but a child, and some little difficulty 
about money bad occurred, as such things 
will occur in the trading community even to 
the most prudent, that he had said to her 
mother in ber hearing, “Ah, Sally, if I had 
but a thousand paunds!” and bow much she 
wished some one would give ber a thousand 
pounds to give bim, led wondered whether 
she cou’d ever save so much out of her 
monthly allowance of half a crown, by being 
more careful in the matter of bootlaces; 
and now be would have a thousand pounds 
every year ! She wished some of it had 
come then ; for she had dim and painful re
collections of her mother crying, and her 
father walking about the room instead of eat
ing bis supper, and of herself going to bed 
with a heavy and puzzled heart, after a long 
kies from him which she knew by instinct had 
as much sorrow as love in it. If she asked 
him more questions when he came home from 
the City that evening about Barton End, and 
whether he had ever been there, and what 
sort of a place it was, and when be meant to 
go and live there, than even Mrs. Simpson or 
Angus's bad yet asked, it was not because 
Mary was more curions or more impatient 
than the others, or because the thought of 
their new wealth was more delightful to her, 
or because she was as tired as ber mother and 
sister had suddenly professed themselves, of 
living “poked up ie London” (perhaps she 

bad ber private reasons to the contrary, but 
because these were new and pleasant sources 
of a common interest between her father and

Mary and her lover. And be e were per
son» at all events who were 1kely to be sin- 
cere mourners, though, like many other 
mourners, they Lad but self b reasons, for 
“poor Cousin John."

When Augusta had closed the door, her 
mother resumed the interrupted conve satin a.

• Oh!” you mean that fl tation between 
George Harrison and Mary, 1 suppose. 
Well, I haven’t heard much about it lately, 
do you koow ?”

“Flirtation! My dear ma’ma, why, arn’t 
they engaged to be married ?′

“They never told me so, I as-ure you, Mr. 
Burrow..” It was true to the very letter.

“No; oor they never told me so either, 
Mrs. Simpson; but I suspect they have told 
each other so over and over again. You 
don’t mean to say anything has gone wrong 
between them after all !"

“Nothing whatever that! know of, Mr. 
Burrows,” rejoined the lady in her coldest 
and driest tone; “Mary’s tar too young to 
think about marrying yet, and me and Mr. 
Simpson object to long engagements.”

There was something so unusually dignified

gained the assistance of those chiefs in dis
mantling their own forts, disarming their own 
adherents and tenantry and pacifying their own 
districts.”

MORE GREASED CARTRIDGES.
After commenting on the variation is the 

bore of the Enfield rifles, which, be rajs, 
renders at least 12 per cent of them too smad 
for the munition, be further says:—* As I 
am talking of cartridges, I may add that great 
excitement has been created in a regiment of 
military police at Lucknow in consequence of 
their finding Enfield cartridges greased with 
pig’s and cow’s fat on the ammunition served 
out to them for service. We walk, indeed, 
oe slumbering fires, in this sultry India. Here 
were the greased cartridges in the cartouch 
boxes of Hindoos of all castes and ef Maho- 
metans —all repugnant to the fat of cow or 
pig! The native officers acted admirably; 
they searched the men’s pouches, and bad the 
Enfield packages removed, but some of the 
men cried bitterly, and seemed to think gov- 
ernment was ruining them in this world and

proclamation than the sword.
DETAILS OF THE CAMPAIGN.

The principal force of ***1 --------" lying 
in the fertile plain co--------------------------the
Cawapore aad Lucknot right
bank ef the Gogra, it w 
of the country that the 
turned bis principal effo 
in person. While Sir 
up from Saltaupore, Lo 
vanced from Surson aad 
ing on his advanced gu 
Wateralf. Sir Hope 
Sultanpore on the 20th 
the raid to Lucknow, r e on
the evening of the 27th even
miles brought him to K The
enemy appeared deters ; the

of the Nullah. 00- ■
cordingly pushed on his 
tillery, part of which, or Ion
the Nullab, encountered be of •
the rebel cavalry near J. 30.
and cap ured 2 guos. 0 fork 
of Mohonad, off the mai
evacuated, and occupied *2*
mating their escape acr . 1
the rest being driven to ___ i 
Hope Grain, with the -se. Hl  ̂the 
LoiFortef Amaites Brigatior Wetherall

ad- 
end-in Mrs. Simpson’s tone, that poor Mr. Bur- 

rows, who was no match lor any woman 10 
a conversation of this nature, for some 
moments could only look at ber with aston- 
ishment; but be concluded at last that her 
irrespective riches had refined her philosophy, 
though without improving her grammar. He 
was much too honest and simple minded him-

for other people, and what very tittle thanks 
he got for it. He would have done anything 
in the world to oblige hie friends the Simp- 
sons, except let them alose. His inter- 
ference, however, was never resented: ia spect 
fact, he was looked upon as a privileged 
friend of the family ; and no one was surpris
ed or annoyed at his early visit. The der-

passageself to suspect the change which such a pro- 
could effect in two days in ber maternal

feelings. , ». .
“The fact it, my dear Mr. Burrows,” 

continued the lady, shrugging her shoulders 
and putting on a confidential air, "there has 
been, as we all know, a little—a little DOL- 
sense going on between them, as there al
ways will be amongst young people, but 
nothing really serious on either side, I 
rue nonsense! nothing serious!” Why,

was set at rest has been already recorded.)
To Messrs Griedies’ accordingly, to an 

unusual expense of cab-bire, Mr. Simp. 01 
proceeded. If be had any floating donbis in 
his mind before as to the correctness of the 

/ announcement in the Times, the remarkably 
grave and polite manner in which the junior 
Mr. Grindle (whom be remembered hitherto

thejnext. The worst of the matter is this: 
The cartridges were, no doubt, placed among 
the other amusition for the worst purpose, by 
some scoundrels who have had access to our

herse.f, which she felt after all she could 
enter 2010 much mere heartily than has usual 
topics of conversation, which had seldom 
gone bey ond the dry details ef the rise and 
fall of markets, or the last commercial, gossip 
from the City; and poor Mary had often 
confessed, rather to the annoyance of her 
family, that she had not much natural taste currence of such a dangerous event.”

Bead, belonging to a retired tobacconist of 
his acquaintance, where the pillars at the en- 
trance gate represented two enormous cigars, 
and which bore the name of HavanoabCot- 
tage. That was very much M-, Simpson’s 
pattern of rural elegance and felicity. “1 should fike sucha Litle place as Enutlion’s 
very wall,” bed been the nearest approach to

angement in Mr. Simpson’s usual movemeats 
had not escaped his busy perceptions, of
course; for he spent a good deal of his time 
in looking out of his window, and in balding 

conver a sons with his housekeeper, who 
kept him excellently well informed of all the 
doings in the Terrace. Samuel, who was 
very fond of the old gentleman (in unrequit-" Ms. Burrows himself had joked and poked

magazines I An investigation into all the 
circumstances is taking place at Lucknow, and 
measures here been adopted to examine the 
ammunition in future, and to prevent the re-as a rapid sod somewhat supercilious young 

man) received him on his entrance, would"

left

•°


