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Lydin-Mainwarin haunts one portion of it—a
long:eorridor, with bachelors’ roomy and ending
in-a billiard-room. The house was more glooiny
than uecessary, owing to ity hali-tenantless
state. [t was raro that any visitors were ad-
mitted to the house, partly from the want of in-
come, partly from the almost ascetic seclusion
of its master sinea the denth of the two sons.
One custom alone partly relieved the oppressive
character of the residence. = Gas--not long in.
troduced into country-houses—-was kept burn.
ing nll night iv different portions of the build-
ing. This was absolutely necessiry in case of
any night alarm, and made up for the small
nwmber of the servants. Jock and 1 walked
through the large gloomy hall. .

tPhis is the heroine of the song,” he said.
1 looked up, and either in imagination or reulity
saw a striking likeness of the present: Lydia
Mainwaring. We went up an osker staircase
and passed a long gallery. Then we were re-
ceived-by the mwaster and mistress of the house.
tvdia Mainwaring was with them, her eyes more
startled and  fear-stricken than before.  The
likeness to the picture again struck me.

Lord Westerham received us in a kind but
somewhat reserved manner,  Lady Westerham
kissed Jock on the furchead,  Then she turned
to me and said—

“f must bid you weleone, My, Mainwaring,
though yvou will enjoy the inheritance of my
sons.”

Uydia shook bands with us with a look us
though she feared a blow,

* Perhaps you will go to your roamy to dress,”
futerposed Lady Westerhamn, * hey are in the
barhelors’ wing.  Lydia, ring the hell””

Jock seemed hallinelined to make some joking -
abservation, but the whole atmosphere was too |
chilling and opjpressive, and we followed the !
butler to our rooms.

The corridor in which they were sitnated was

i,

The next day Jock Campbell was found lying
dead on his bed.  Nothing'in the room was dis.
turbed.  Iis cap lay near him. His clothes
hore no trace of the ghastly journey:

The authorities who investigated the matter
reported that he ** died by the. visitation of
tod.” "It ‘'was a. true verdict, as the heart.
(‘li'scusc of which he had spoken to me had killed
im,

In the night before his funeral at the hour of
hig death; 1 heard -the door open once again,
Again Lydia walked down the steps, and again
catne to my room. Towether we went and prayed
by the side of his coffin,

“Cousin Thuo,” she said to me, “you know
that he loved you as we hotli loved him. { must
ueversee you again if [ can help it. - Never seck
me ¢ and if we meet, let us do so as strangers, |
usk you this favour on his collin.” :

1 pressed her hand and gave her the promise,
Then she kissed the coflin and glided noiselessly
from the corridor. 1 did not see her again.

The uext night Lady Westerham sent for me,
She gaid to me hardly— -

fThe grave has closed over Jock.
gone. My wong are gone.
enjoy theirinheritance. 1 do not love you, but
L am not unjnst.  Let us never meet again.”

Next day | left the house.  Calvert M'Tavish
way Jock’s executor, and his will was as he had
announced it.  But the letter never reached me,

I was nearly twenty-ove, and Calvert
MUavish, my next friend, agreed to my travel-
ling. 1 had alvays longed for adventure, and
wy first journey was to the deserted cities of
Central America,

At Guatemala [ had heard of the death of Lord
Westerham, followed shortlyafter by that of his
wife, The latter had left me her fortune, which

He is
Doubtless you will

entered by a flight of four or five steps.  Over
the entranee there was a dim gas-light, The!

same over the door of the billiard-room oppusite, |
1t contained twelve rooms, six on either side.
These were furnished in the rough style with
which bachelors used formerly to be treated, ;

There was a bed, very little better than a
ploughman’s with a dimity curtain,  Patches of |
carpet were placed here and there,  The wash- |
handstand was of common painted deal, and the :
dressing table was covered with su nunbleached |
cloth, on which stosd 4 small, plain looking-
glass, The windows hawl shutters, hut only two |
plain exlico curtaius: aud a battered tin bath
stoad i one eorner,

¢ My servant will look after Mr. Mainwar-
tng,” sabl Jock to the butler.  * Which room
would yvou like, Theo 1 he continued,

I mechanically took the first on the Teft, Jozk
took the next.

*“We must have a tire, Waters,” satd Jock !
Cawmphell to the butler, !

My lady has said nothing abeut it,” an.:
swered the butler :

* Well, Waters, I'll take the risk upen myself, |
amd pay you for the conls in case of necessity.” |

Jock spoke half in jest, but it was clear that
the jest was half in earnest, ;

As our stay continued, it beeame no easier,
Hitherto 1 had never shot, and Jock initiated
me into the mysteries of theart, for which 1 had
sontracted a passion. | sometimes thought he
sedined Lo tire himself to please me by staving
out ag long as pos«ible, and more than onee he
sevined worn out on our return ; but he was so
upselish that he appearcd for my sake to be as
greedy of the amusement as myself.  One even.
g wee wers later than usual, and when we re-
turned to dinner he was deadly pale.  Lydia
lonked at him with an anxiety | had never be-
fore seen, nud her gaze of terror intensified,

We never sat up very late, and that night we j
were bath tired,

“Good night, Theo, my boy,” said Jock,
cheerfully ; **sleep well, and God bless vou.”

L always had slept well, bat at Castle Creasy
I slept better than usual after all my exercise
wind out-of-door life,

But I was restless, Perhaps 1 had overstrained
my nerves or had drunk too mueh whisky: |
slept, but not sonndly-—that kind of sleep in
which the scuses ave very acute, It must have
been about oneo’clock when [ started up in bed,
1 had distinetly heard the entrance-door of the
passage open,  Then there was thuds as though
some heavy substance was fulling from step to
step. Then 1 heard & beavy sigh and asweep-
ing sound n3 though the sane heavy load was
being dragged slowly along the passage, till it
stopprdd for a moment: I could resist my feelings
no tonger. 1 leaped up from my bed and opened
the doar, and | saw Lydin Mainwaring seared
amd wan, - the perspiration streaming down: her |
cheeks, dragging along the floor the dead body |
of Jock Camphell. He was dressed in his evening
waistioat aml trousers, with a lighter smoking-
Javket U had often seen, - His smoking-eap had
fallen off, and. lay wear the steps. My eye
enught Lydia's,  She did not say a word, but
litting her hand with a meaning: T uever con.
evived n gesture could express, and gazing at me
with her look of terror and entreaty, feto |
kaew her praver. 1 retnened to my room. ,

“Phe daagging nosestill continued Gl it eame
opposite Jook's room.  1heard it in the room
itaelf. Then there: was. o pause, Mernwhile 1

on some clothes, Twaited what was te come. n
about a quarter of an lour my own door opened,
and Lydia beckoned to me silently.

| elosed me s letter.

was not very large, as her will expressed, ** out of
pure justice.'” It was charged with an annuity
for Lydia Mainwaring.

I knew | was well off, but nothing more. ©ut

;of Jock Camplell's legacy 1 had put by onehalf

religionsly as a reserve against the secret trust,

Cwhieh, as vet, had never been communicated to

e

VI

[ dined as invited, the next day with Sir

i Fsme and Lady Egerton,

There was but one guest beside myself, It was
Jock Campbell's sister.  She is now wmy wife,
‘The day after our marriage Lady Egerton en-
It was the secret trust of

Tock Campbell,

It ran thus (—

¢ Dearest Theo,—~This is my seeret trust, If
Lydia Mninwaring is ever in want of money,
give her half my legacy to you. She is the one

love of my life.

*If you die without heirs, bequeath the sum
1 have left you to my sister. It is my dying
wish that vou should marry her. Goed-bye,

dear. young cousin.—~Your affectionate cousin,

Jock.”

LORD BYRON.

The London Spectator has the following
article : The study of Byron which Mr. Nichol
has just completed for Mr. Morley’s series of
*CEnglish Men of Letters,” closes with this res
mark ¢ ¢ We may learn much from him - still;
when we have ceaswl 10 disparage, as our fathers
ceased to idolize, 8 name in which there is so
much  warning  and  so much  example.”
Exumple, of course, is something: which it is
possibie for ordinary men to follow,. Thereis no
examplein great gifts, in high genius, in rich
imagination, nor rven in exalted and teuder
feelings, unless those exalted and tender feel-
ings are turped mto speeially good channels,
Tl the last year of his life, what was there of
example in Byron ' We should have said that,
8o far as the worlil can know, in Byron's career
the propertion of warning to example was as
near as possible thirty-tive to oue, or deducting
his boyhood, when one could not fairly expect
an example, as twenty toone ! -What is there
for ordinary men to imitate, before he went to
endure his: disappointment and disgust in de-
fence of that cause of Greek independence,
whose weakness ns well as merits he well under-
stood ¥ Of cotrso no ane kuows the seerets of
the heart, and the chances are that a- man. who
could struggle so bravely in adversity during the
last year of his life must have oeccasioually
practised some sort ol sell-sacrifice in his earlier
carver.  But to the reader of his meluncholy
story whete is the trace of it? He ean sce
nothivg Letter on the outside ‘than now and
then . little princely  giving, which . looks
almost a8 mueh ‘]ikn prile as self-denial; a great
deal of -cordial and atfoctionate feeling where it
wits perfeetly, natural to Byron to be- atlee-
tiouate anid would have been a pain ‘to him to be
otherwise, and a hirge measure of the passionnte
tenderness  which is uot-only nsually cousistent
with the profoumlcst"sclﬁshm-sf, but; in l}_\'rou's
case, wis certainly conjoined withit, -We have
no desire at all to nnderrate Byrow's. genins,
But® whit there is cin -that glaring “iveteoric
“career {o bnifate, exeept the tardy upward step
witl which it closed, it seems to us impossible
to conceive, Mr. Nichol, at all events, has
pointed_out- nothing, except the Greek expedi-
tion, which can warrant the very questionable
climax in which his stndy of Byrvon ends,

She said but a few words in a whisper so low

that, except for the silenes ronnd, it would have

been inandible,

“Oddly enough, Mr. Nichol remarks very sare-
fessly on the one point in Byrow's career at

' which, as it scems to us, he ad a chance of tak-

*“He died-in this roomn,” she asid. 'This was

‘“example,”” - Speaking of his: speeches in the
house of lords, 3fr. Nichol says: *¢ They are
clever, _but evidently set performances, and
leave us no ground to suppose that the poet’s
abaudonment "of a parliamentary career was a
serious loss to the nation.” 'That they were set
Ycrformances is ‘nothing to the purpose. All
Byron's greatest. works were - set perl‘ormunces.
Childe - Harold was a -set performance. Don
Juan was a set performance, if ever there was
one. So'even wasthe Vision of Judgment. - U!
course his speeches were set performances.
One of the greatest features of Byron’s genius is
his power of giving a picturesqne force to his
own personality, No doubt, his expedition to
Greece itself, though involving real self-sacrifice
and really high notives, was a “set perfor-
mance."” . As Mr. Arnoid finely puts it, his
whole career was taken up in exhibiting to the
world the “pageant of his bleeding heart.”
He never for an instant forgot, and never would
have forgot, that there wag something exalted
and dramatic abont the Greek enterprise—and
so, indeed, there was; but if we are to cavil at
the best of Byron’s actions as get performances,
we shall have nothing left to approve. There
is nothing inconsistent with a high purpose in
a ‘““set performance "’ though, of course, where
virtne comes unconsciously out of 2 man instead
of self-consciously, we all admire the toue of
character more. Still, *“there iy one glory of
the sun and another of the moon and another
of the stars, and one star differeth from another
star in glory.” There is a glory of self-conscious-
ness as well as a glory of uncousciousness, and
Byron can claim only the former. In the
finest of his poctical efforts—in the noblest lyric
which he e.er wrote, “ The Isles of Greece”—
uothing is grander than the personal pose of the
poet, who, though he professes to disguise him.
sell as a Gireek, is evideatly himself the leading
figure in his own song :

** The mountaing Jook on Murathon,
And Marathon looks on the sea ;
And musing there an hour alone,
[ dreamed that Greece might still be free;
For stavding on the Perslan's grave,
1 coult ot deem myself a slave.

* A King sat on the rocky brow,
Which Jooks o'er sea-born Salamis ;
And ships by thonsands Iny below,
And men in naticog—all were his!
He conanted them at break of day,
And when the sun set —where were they ?

* And where are they ! And where art thou,
My country ? Qu thy voiceless shore
The heroic iy i3 tuneless posw,
‘The heroie bosom beats no more !
And mast thy lyre, so loog divine,
Degenerate into baads lke mine 7

*‘Tis something, in the dearth of fame,
Thongh link'd awmong s fettered race,
To feel ut least 3 patriot’s shame,
Evea ax I siog, sulfuse my faca ;
For what is left the peet here:
For Gireeks s blush—7or Gresce a tear.”

And if these fine verses, as in all that was
great that Byron ever wrote, the grandeur of his
imaginative self-consciousness is ‘of the very

gence."”

essence of the sitnation, why should the zame
sort of altitude of mind have beenany hindrance
—or rather why should it not have been the
greatest possible assistance—to the effectiveness
of his parlismentary efferts, had he but pro-
longed them'? To our mind, there is the ring of
true power fn Lord Byron's firsc speech—a
speech delivered in 1812 against the blood-
thirsty bill brought in against the Nottiugham
stogking-frame breakers.  As- Lord liyron’s
manner was, he introduced it with fixing atten-
tion upon himself, with a good deal of diguity,
and a certain picturesque melancholy: “Asa
person in some degree connected with the suffer-
ing county, though a stranger not ouly te this
house in general, but to almost every individual
whose attention 1 presume to solicit, I must
claim sowe portion of your lordships’ indul-
And the substance of his speech was
a8 strong as his peroration was eloquent, and
even now the House of Lords might ponder, not
exactly the letter, but the spirit of Lord Byron's
concluding tannt, when we find them so cager
to pass Irish bills suspending personal liberty,
and so eager to reject Irish bills suspending for
a few months any one of the 1ights of property :
<\When a proposal is made to emanecipate ot re-
lieve, you hesitate, you deliberate for years, you
temporize and tamper with the minds of men :
but a”death Lill must be passed off-hand, with-
out a thought of the conseijuences.”

We dwell on the political vigor of Lord
Byron's mind, because, unlike Mr. Nichol, we
believe that here was the poiant at which he
might have escaped from that deteriorating and
ruinous selfcabsorption in his own passious, to

which -after his. separation from . his wife he

voluntarily gave himself up. = As it seemas to us,
Lord BDyron, alike by s vivid ‘and proud
imagination, and by his strong intcllect, was
itted to have become a considerable power in
the  Liberal party of that day ; and il he had

some of the worst_of his temptations, wonld
have opened for himsell a door ol partial escape
jrom’ the tumult of ‘his idle passions.. There
have been many men in Eugland whose lives, in
private concerns of-little worth, have bheen re-
deemed [rom trivolity, or worse than frivelity,

by tho large grasp which. their minds have

taken of political ends. - " As it seems to'us, the
last portion of his life was redeemed by this en-
nobling inthience.” And before he left 1taly his
sympathy with the Italiau patriots” had’ begun
to vouse in him a higher chord  of feeling than
any which had ever before gained a practical in-

fluence over his life.  Even in his poetry he

ing 'a turn that might have ended in a good-

hardly ever touches so high n point as where he -
claims for'a nation the liberty and the dignity
which, by his own ubuseof them, he had almost
learned to r.lt:s'pise for the individaal. Exdcept
in his poetry of mere description, except in that
strange power which he showed of so mingling
himself with the scenes he painted that von
hardly knew whether it is the gloomy fire within
or the dushing cloud without, the dismantled
wreck of himself or'the foundering wreck on the
ocean that he describes, excepting on such
themesag these, the highest poetry he wrote has
in it the true politieal spirit, the power of feel-
ing with great nations and great histories, and
feclin{g with them, in the manner which gives
to politicians the breath of life. So it i in
*“'Childe Harold ;" so in the noble fragments of
his greatest, though most cynical work, * Don
Juan;" and so even pure satires. like ¢ The
Vision of Judgmeunt.” The very core of that
bitter poem is inthe sympathy it shows with the
political fate of men committed to such care as
that of poor old George LTI, —the “6ld man with
an old soul, and both extremely blind.” Satan’s
charge ngainst him is the charge of a true poli-
tician : .
Y Look to the earth, T said, and say again ;

When this old, bltad, mad, helpless, weuk. poor worm
Begun in yonth's first bleom aad dush 1o reign,

‘The worfd and he both wore a different form,
And much of »arth and all the watery piain

OFf seean culied him king . through many a
His inlea had foated an the abysy of time,
For the rough virtnes chose them for their clivte.

storu

““*Tis trus, he was n tool from firat to Iast,

(I have the workmen safel ; but g4 3 toof,
Ho let him be consumed.  From out the past

Of ages, since munkind have known the rale
Of inonarchs—from the blondy rolld amassed

Of sin and slaughter - from the Casars’ school
Take the worst pupit and produce s reign

More drenched swith gore, more cumbered with the
slain.™

The whole of the acensation brought against
this poor old man with a poor old soul, and the
ample concessions made as to his private vir-
tues, are, though clad in a satirieal form, the
produstions of a sagacions politieal insight.
Nor will you find anything in Byron's poems
that touches on the welfire of uations that does
not indicate the same kind of power. Fully as
we admit the vast ditlieulty that it would
have been to Byron, with temptations such as
those by which he was surrounded, and passions
such as those which he had inberited, ro give
himself heart and soul to the one useful pursuit
open to him—a pursait which he evidently re.
spected-—politics. We do think that in abandon-
ing politics, when he had made so suceessful a
start, he closed the chief safety-valve by which
the superheated steam of his exvitable nature
might have discharged itself with benefit to his
country as well as something like salvation to
himself.  Mr. Nichol seems to us not to do jus.
tice at all to Byron’s power of throwing him.
self into the collective life of nations, and to
have overlooked the tonic which this gave toa
natare all but destroyed by preying upon itself,
And yet here was a region in which Byron's
magnificent egotism, so far from being wholly
suppressed, would have aided his influence,
Aristocratic Liberals, especially in those days,
had need of such an egntism to make their in.
fluence duly felt. He who burst into tears
when first greeted at school with the title of
“Jord,” and who in later years conld not sit for
his portrait without “‘ assuming a countenauce
that did not belong to him,” could never have
suppressed himselt altogether. But iz parlia-
mentary politics a little touch of the theatrical,
especially if governed by Byrow’s siroug good
sense, is apt to be a very useful ingredient
indeed. Politics was just the field in which to
have turned that theatrical self.consciousness of
his to good account. Byran's *‘example,’” up
to the last year of his lite, seetus to us as near to
one of pure evil, as the example even of a being
full as he was of power and fascination could by
any possibility have been. But if there was a
turning-point at which it might have been mads
a power of - good, it was when he ueglected
Sheridan’s advice to cultivate his parliamentary
powers, e yielded, as he himselt said, to the
disturbing influence of “dissipation, shyuness;
haughty and reserved opinions,” so shutting
himselt out from the field of real work which
might possibly have gained a hold both on his
imagination aml whatever there was in him of
conscivnce or disinterested devotion. There are
men in whom virtue, if it springs up at all,
starts from the political side; and we suspect
Byron to have been one of them.

¢ My dear,” said a sentimental maiden to her
lover, ** of what do these autumpal tints, this glowiog
baldrio of the sky, this blazing guroiture of the dying
year, remind yont”  ** Pancakes!”  be promptly an-

been so, would have at least cut himselt oft l‘_bony )

swerad.  And then she realized for the frst time that two
hearts did oot beat as one, . : .
Not in the pagerntey of war,
Nut io the ronud of pleasare merry,
Did Chevaiier Leon de Roc
Faecounter his adversary | .
CUCwasin her mother's sittiug-roowm,
Aund he had popped the quastionwary,
And she had promptly answerad No~
“Twas there he met his adverse Sarah.

YOU CAN BE IHAPPY.

1 vou will stop_ all. your extravagant and -
wrong notious in dectoring yourselfand families
with extensive doctors or humbug cure-all, that
do barm always, aml use only nature’s simpls -
remedies for all your ailments—youn will be wise,
well and happy, snd save great expense. The
greatest remedy for this, the great, wise ax_nl .
good will tell you, is” Hop Bitters-—~believe: it.

o8¢ ** Proverbs” in another column. . :




