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HANNAH.

A Hobel.

/)

By Mes. (RAIK, (Miss Morock), Author of “Joux Harirax, GENTLEMAN.?

CHAPTER IX.

Hannal's waking-up on the morning after her brother-in-law’s re-
turn was one of the most painful sensations she had ever known, the
more so as it was so unusual. To her healthy temperament the morning
hour was generally the best of the day. Not Rosis hevself, whe always
woke up s lively as a young linnet in a thorn-bush, enjoyed it more
than Aunt Hanaah did. But now things seemed changed. She had
gone to bed at once, and falleu asleep immediately ; for there are times
when the brain, worn out by long tension, collapses the instant we
He down—Nature forcing upon it the temporary stupefaction which is
its only preservative.

Now even she could not shake off weariness, nor rise as usual to
look at one of those glorious winter sunrises which only active people
see. She dreaded the dawn—she shrank from thesun.  For hebrought
her her daily duties, and how she sheuld ever fiulfil them as heretofore
she could not tell.

First, how should she again meet Mr. Rivers? What position
should she hold towards him? Fad her sister lived, he would have
been to her nothing at all ; regarded with the sacred indifference with
which every pwre-minded woman regards every other woman’s hus-
band. Now, what was he? Not her brother—except by legal
fiction, which he had himself recognised as a fiction. Not her
dover ; and yet when she recalled his looks and tones, and a certain,
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indescribable agitation which had been upon him all the evening, some .
feminine instinet told her that, under other circumsts wces, he might
have become her lover. Her husband he could never vo ; and yet she
had to go on livirig with him in an anomaleus relationshiv, which
was a compound of all these three ties, with the difficulties of all and
the comfort of none. Her friend he was; that bond seemed clear and -
plain ; but then is it customary for a lady to go and keep the house
of amale “ friend,” be he ever so tried and trusted? Society, to say
nothing of her own feelings, would never allow it; and for once
society is in the right.

Hannah felt it so—felt that, stripping off the imaginary brother-
and-sister bond, Bernard and she were exactly in the position of a
lady and gentleman living together in those Platonic relations, which
ave possible certainly, but which the wicked world never believes to
be possible, and which Nature herself rejects as heing out of the
ordinary course of things, and therefore very unadvisable. A life
difficult enough to carry on even if the parties were calmly indifferent
to one another ; but what if they were not indifferent ? Though he
had never “made love” to herin the smallest degree, never caressed
her, even in the harmless salutations which brothers and sisters-in-
law so commonly indulge in,istill Hannah must have been dull indeed
not to have long since found out that in some way or other Bernard
was very fond of her; and a young man is not usually “very fond”
of a woman, not his own born sister, without, sooner or later, wishing
to monopolize her, to have her all to himeclf—in plain terms, to
marry her. And though women have much less of this exclusive
feeling—though- many » woman will go on innocently adoring a
man for years without the slightest wish of personal appropriation—
still, when somebody else appropriates him—marries him in short—
and the relations ave changed, and she drops into a conunon friend, or
less than a friend, then even the noblest and most unselfish woman
living will feel, fora time, a slight pang, a blank in her life, o soveness
ather heart. It is Nature’s revenge upon all shams, however innocent
those shams may be.

And poor Hannal was reaping Nature's revengenow. Whether he
did or did not love her in a brotherly way, she was cruelly conscious
that to go on living with her brother-in-law as heretofore would be a
very severs trial. Should she fly from it? The way was open.
She could write to Lady Dunsmore, who she knew was again in
search of a governess, and would gladly welcome her back. Two
days, or one day even, and she might resume her old life, her old
duties, and forget this year and a half at Easterham asif it had never
been.

For 2 mement the temptation was strong.  She felt hunted dewn ;
like the Tsraelites, with the Egyptians behind and the red sea befove,
the dreadful sury” g sea of the future, over wkich there secmed no
pathway, no possible way of crossing it to any safe shove. If she
could but.escape, with herreputation clear, out of her brother-in-law’s
house —that Flouse on the Hill which had been so pleasant, which
she had tried to make a sort of home-beacon to all the parish ; and now
all the parish levelled at it their cruel stares, their malignantcomments,
for it was exposed to all. For Bernard’s sake, as well as her own, she

.
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ought to save him from this—free him fromn her blighting presence
and go.

As she lay thinking, turning ovor in her mind how best to accom-
plish this—when she should write and what she should say to Lady
Dunsmore—there came the usual little knock at her door, the usual
sound of tiny bare feet trotting over the carpet, and the burst of
joyous child-Jaughter at her Ledside. And when she hardly noticed
it, for it pierced her like a sword, there came « loud wail.  “Tannie
take her ! Take Rosie in Tannie arms.” Poor Tannie sprang up,
andfelt that all her well-woven plans were torn down like spider-webs.
To go away and leave her child ! The thing was impossible.

Our lives, like the year, go through a succession of seasons, which
may come early or late, but come in regular order. We do not find
fruit in March or primroses in August. Thus, though Hannal’s
heart now, strangely stirred as it was, had a primrose breath of spring
quivering through it, it wag not exactly the heart of a girl. She
was a woman of thirty, and though she loved—alas, she knew it now
only tao well !—she did not love romantically, absorbingly. Besides
coexistent with this love had come to her that other sentiment,
usually of much later growth—the maternal instinet, which in hev
was a passion too. Bernard’s one rival, and no small one was his
own little child.

As Hannah pressed Rosie to her bosom, all her vague terrocs, her
equally dreadful delights, faded away into quiet realities, and by the
time she had the child with her for an hour, she felt quite herself
again, and was able to carry Rosic down to the Sunday breakfast-
table, where the small woman had lately begun to appear, conducting
herself like o little princess. |

Oh what o blessing she was ! the pretty little maid ! How her funny
ways, her wonderful attempts at English, and her irresistible bursts
of laughter, smoothed over difficulties untold, and helped them through
that painful hour—those two, who stood to the little one like iather
and mother, and yet to one another were nothing, and never could be.
This was the stange anomaly of their relationship ; that whiie Rosie
was her own flesh-and-blood, closer to her than any child not her very
own coukt possibly be, with Rosie’s father there was no tie of blood
at all.

The usual Sunday morning routine went on—prayers, breakfast,
after breakfast play with Rosie—yet neither Hannah ner Bernard
ventured once to look at each other, lest they should betray the
piteous secvet, which, whether or not hers did, the deadly paleness of
Bernard’s features, and his nervous, excited manner, only too much
revealed.

“J scarcely slept an hour,” he said. “I had to sit up and write
my sermon. And I found so much to do among my papers. 1
musb never leave home again.”

She was silent.

Then he asked her if she were going to church—aun idle question
for one who never missed church in any weather. Perhaps ho did not
want her to go? And she would have been angry, but for the strange
compassion she always had for him —the feeling that, if any trouble
came to him, she should always like to bear it herself. And now he
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had more to bear than she. IHe must go up into his pulpit and preach,

conscious that all eyes wore “watching him, all tongues gossipping

concerning him ! For in Easterham nothing was hid ; rich and poor

alike chattered of their neighbours’ affairs, and James Dixon’s visit to

the House on the Hill, in all its particulars, way likely to be as fully

known as Mr. Morecomb's interview with Lady Rivers, and its pur-
. port as regarded Hannah herself.

The Moat House, too, must be faced, for at breakfast-time anote had
come asking them to dine there, though it wes Sunday, as young Mrs.
Melville had come over for the day, and particularly wished to see
Miss Thelluson.

“You will go?” Bernard bad said, passing the note over to her.
Her first instinet had been a decided “No;” till looking down on the
bright little face beside her, Aunt Hunnal felt that, at whatever cost,
she wust boldly show her own—at church, at the Moat House, any-
where and everywhere. There were just two courses open to her—
to succomb to the lie, or to mect it and trample it down. So again
taking Rosie in her arms, she looked up fearlessly at Rosie’s father.

“Yes, since Lady Rivers asked me, I will certainly go.”

It was Hunnah's custom td get ready for church quite carly, that
she might walk with Bernard thither--he disliked walking alone.
Never was there a man who clung more affectionately to companion-
ship, or to whom it was more necessary. But this Sunday he never
summoned her, so she did not come. Indeed, she had determinednot.
She watched him start off alone, and then followed, going a longer
way round, so that she only reached her pew when he reached his
reading-desk. Then the sad tone of his voice as he read, evidently
with an effort, the sentence, “if we say we have no sin, we deceive
wourselves,” &e., went to her heart.

‘Were they sinners? Was it a crime for her to look now at her
-dead sister’s husband, her living Rosie's father, and think that his was
-one of the sweetest, noblest faces she had ever seen ; that had she met
%im by chance, and he had cared for ler, she could have tended him
like u mother, served him like a slave—nay, have forgotten for his sake
that sacred dream of so many years, the lost love of her girthood, and
become an ordinary human wife and mothber—=Rosie’s mother. And
it would all have seemed so right and natural, and they three would
have been so happy? Could it be a sinnow? Could any possible
interpretation, secular or religious, construe it into a sin ?

Poor Hannah ! Even in God’s house these thoughts pursued her ;
for, as before said, her only law of conduct was how things were, notin
the sight of man, but of God. That love, which was either arighteous
affection or a deadly sin, could she once assure herself that He did not
forbid it, little she cared whether man forbade # or not. Nor, if it
were holy, whether it were a happy love or not.

Thus, during her solitary walk home, and a long solitary afternoon
that she spent with Rosie—earning that wonderful rest of mind and
fatigue of body which the companionship of a child aiways brings— her
thoughts grew clearer. Rosa’s very spirit, which now and then looked
strangely out of her daughter’s eyes, seemed to say to her that the
dead view all things with larger vistop tha owrs, that in their passing
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away they have left all small jealousiés behind them, and remember
only the ‘good of their beloved, not themselves at all.

% Oh, Rosa, Rosa!” Hannah thought to herself, ¢ surely you are
not angry with me, not even now ? I am not stepping into your place
and stealing away your joys; I have only tried to fulfil your duties
towards this little one and towards him. You know how helpless he
is alone ! And his pretty lamb—TI have totake eare of them both.

tosie, my darling, who could ever love, you like Tannie? Yet they

say it is all unnatural and wrong—that any strange woman would be
a better mother to you than I! But that is false, altogether false.
when your own mother comes to look at you, as she may do every night,
—TI would, if I were a happy ghost and God would let me, Rosie, look
at her and tell her so 1”

These wild and wandering thoughts, the last of which had been said
out loud, must have brought a corresponding expression to Hannal's
face, for the child caught it, and fixing on her aunt that deep, wise,
almost supernatural gaze she sometimes had, answered deliberately,
“Yes.” For “No”—given with a sweet decisiveness as if she
already knew her own mind—the baby! and a gentle satisfied
“Yes” were among the earliest accomplishments of that two-year-
old darling.

But when Rosie was put to bed, and left wide awake in her little
erib, fearless of durkness or anything under Tannie's *“ lots of tisses,”
left to curl round and fall asleep in the blessed peace of infancy,
innocent of all earthly cares—then this world’s bitterness darkened
down again upon poor Aunt Hunnah. She went to dress for the
Moat House dinner, and prepare to join the family circle, where she,
always an uncomfortable cxcrescence, was now regerded—how and
in what light did they regard her? Hannah conld not tell ; she was
going theve in order to find out.

Of one thing she was sure, the invitation was not given out of pure
kindness. Kindness was not the habit of the Rivers family ; they
generally had a purpose in all they did. More than once lately, Lady
Rivers had told her, inas plain terms as so polite a person could, that
she—Hannah--stood in the way of ler brother-in-law’s marriage ;
that his family wished him married, and she ought to aid them in
every possible way towards that desirable end. Could there bea plan
formed for lecturing her on this point ?

But no. Bernard would never have allowed it. And if he had,
Hannah would not have turned Lack ; she had always faced her fate,
this solitary woman, and as she now walked alone in the early winter
darkness through Easterham village, she braced up her courage and
faced it still.

Externally, there seemed nothing to fuce; only a uight, pleasant
drawing-room, and a circle of charming, well-dressed women ; whose
conversation suddenly paused at Ler entrance, asif they had been talk-
ing her over, feminine fashion, which no doubt they had. Hannah was
sure of it. She knew the wuy they used to talk over other people—
the Melville family above all, till Adeline Lelonged to it—with that
sweet acerbity and smooth maliciousness which only women under-
stand. A man’s weapons smite keon, but they genevally smite straight
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forwards. Women only give the underhand thrusts, of which Hannah
that night had not a few. ~

“ What along, darle walk, Miss Tholluson; only you never mind
dark walks. ‘Were you really quite alone? And what has becomo
of Bernard ? for you generally know all his proceedings. We thought
him looking so well—so much the better for going from home. But
what can he have done with himself since church-time? Are you
quite sure that——---"

The question was stopped by Bernard’s entrance—ten ininutes
after the dinner hour, of which Sir Austin bitterly complained to his
son ; and then offered his arm to Hannah, who stood silent and pain-
fully conscious, under the battery of four pairs of feminino family
eyes. :

“I bhave been home 1o feteh Miss Thelluson," said Bernard.
“ Hannah, you should not have walked here alone.”

And he would have taken a seat baside her, but Lady Rivers signed
for Bertha to occupy it. Fenced in by a sister on each side, he had
not a chance of a word with Haunah all dinney-time.

Tt was the same thing afterwards. Miss Thelluson would have
been amused, if she had not been a little vexed and annoyed, to see
herselt thus protected, like aniheiress in her teens, from cvery approach
of the obnoxious purty. Mother and daughters mounted guard
successively, keeping her always engaged in conversation, and sub-
jecting Bernard to a sort of affectionate imprisonment, whence once or
twico, he vainly tried to escape. She saw it, for somchow, without
intending it, she always saw him everywhere, and was conscious that
he saw her, and listened to every word she was saying.  Yet she made
no cffort to get near him, not evenn  when she noticed him surreptiti-
ously take out his watch and look at it wearily, as if entrveating “ Do
let us go home.” Every simple word and act of & month ago had a
meaning, a dreadful meaning, now.

Hannah was not exactly a proud woman, but slke had a uiet
dignity of her own, and it was sorely tricd this night. Twenty times
she would have started up from the smooth, polite civcle, feeling that
she could support it no longer, save for Bernard’s sad, appealing face
and his never ending endurance. But then they loved him in their
own way, and they were his ¢ jeople,” and he bore from them what he
would never have borne from strangers. So must she.

So she took refuge beside Adeline’s sofa.  Young Mrs. Melville had
never been well since her marriage ; they said the low situation of
Melville Grange did not agree with her.  And ill health being quite
at a discount among the Rivers girls, who were as strong as elephants,
Adeline Iny rather neglected, watehing her husband laughing and
talking with her sisters—flirting with them, people might have said,
almost as much as before he was married ; only, being a brother now,
of course it did not matter. Nevertheless, there was at times a slight
contraction of the young wife’s brow, ag if she did not altogether like
it. But she laughed it off at once.

« Herbert is so merry, and so fond of coming here. Our girls amuse
him much more than his own sisters, hesays. Just listen how they are
all Jaughing together now.”

It is good to laugh,” said Hannah quietly.
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*“Oh, yes; I am glad they enjoy themselves,” returned Adeline, and
changed the conversation ; but through it all, the pale, vexed face, the
anxious eyes, heavy with an unspoken anger, an annoyance that could
not be complained of, struck Hanuah with pity. Here, she thought,
was o false position too.

At nine the butler came in, announcing formally, « Miss Thelluson's
servant.”

“Jt is Grace. I told her to call for me on her way from chapel. I
wished to go heme carly.”

“And without Bernard ? I understand. Very right; very nice,”
whispered lady Rivers, in a tone of such patronising approval, that
Hannah repented herself of having thus planned, andwas half inclined
to call Mr. Rivers out of the dining room and tell him she was going.
But she did not. She only rose, and bade them all good-night. Not
one rough word had broken the smooth surface of polite conversation ;
yet she was fully aware that, though with that convenient plaistering
over of sore or ugly places peculiar to the Rivers family, they said
nothing, they all knew well, and knew that she knew they knew, why
she was going, and the instant her back was turned would talk her
over to their hearts’ content. Yet she walked out of the room slowly,
calmly, with that dignitied, lady like presence she had, almost better
than beauty. Yes, even though she suw lady Rivers rise to accompany
her up-stairs—a piece of condescension so great that there was
surely some purpose.in it.  Lady Rivers seldom took trouble without
4 purpose.

Yet for a moment she hesitated, sat pulling lier ringsoff and on, and
eyeing with her eritical woman-of-the-world gaze this other woman,
who fulfilled the apostolic law of being in the world, not of it. The
lung strain of the evening had worn Hannah out, and she was in
doubt whether Bernard would like her stealing off thus—whether,
since Lady Rivers thought it ¢ wise,” it really was not most unwise
thus to condense the cloudy scandal into shape by paying it the
respect of acceptance. As she tied her bonnet, her hands trembled a
little.

«“ Ave youready ? Then Miss Thelluson, may I say just one word
before you go?  As a married lady and the mother of a family, speak-
ing to a young—no, not exactly a young, but an unmarried—person,
may I ask, is it true what I hear, that you have had a definite offer
-of marriage from Mr. Morecomb?”

Hannah started indignantly, and then composed herself.

“ T do not quite see that the matter concerns anyone but myself and
Mr. Morecomb. But since you have heard this, I conclude he has
told you. Yes, it is true.”

“ And what answer did you give? You mayas well tell me: for
he will ; he is coming here to-morrow.”

Hannah waited a moment. “I have given the only answer I could
give—No.”

Lady Rivers sprang from her chair. ¢ Good heavens! Arve yon
mad? My dear Miss Thelluson, I beg your pardon ; but really—to
vefuse such an offer! If Mr. Morecomb bad come and asked me
for one of my own daughters, I would at least have considered
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the matter. To one in your position, and under present circum-
stances: !

‘ Excuse me, Lady Rivers ; but I am myself the best judge of my
own position and circumstances.”

“ So gentlemanly of him, too—so honourable—when, he knew, as
everybody knows, the way you are being talked about!”

“ He did know, then—" and Hannah checked herself. ¢ Will you
oblige me by telling me what he knew? How am I being talked
about?” And she turned her face, white as that of a traveller who
walks up to face a supposed ghost by a churchyard wall ; shudderine
but still facing it. It may be only a dead treo after all,

“J am very sorry,” said Lady Rivers; and no doubt she way, for
sue disliked saying unpleasant things, except in a covert way. “Itis
a most awkward matter to speak about, and I have kept it from the girls
as long as possible ; but people say in Easterham that it was not for
nothing you took part with that unfortunate Grace—Dixon I can’t
call her, as she has no right to the name. In fact, I have heard it
suggested plainly enou«h that the reason of Bernavd’s not marry ing
is becausc*, were it not for the law, he would like to marry you.”

Hannah stood silent. All the Dlood in Ler heart seomed to stand
still too.

“We do not believe it, of couxse Neither does Mr. Morecomb.
Still it is generally believed at Easterham,—and worse things too.”

“What worse things? Tell me. T insist upon hearing.”

Hannah spoke, ns she had listened, with a desperate calmness; for
she felt that at all costs she must get to the bottom of the scandal—
must know exactly how much she had to fight against, and whom.

“ Miss Thelluson, you are the very oddest person I ever knew.
Well, they say thut—thab—— Excuse me, but I really don’t know
how to tell you.

“Then I will tell you ; for I heard James Dixon say xt and before
my own servants—as of course you know ; everybody knowc; every-
thing in Easterham. They say, these wicked neighbours, that I, a
woman not young, not pretty, not attractive in any way, with her
dead sister’'s memory yet fresh in her heart, and hev dead sister's
child in her arms, am living in unlawful relations with thut sister’s
husband. Lady Rivers, I do not wonder that you shrink from
repeating such an atvocious lie.”

The other was a little confounded. She had been so very patronis-
ing, so condescendingly kind in her manner, to this poor Miss Thellu-
son, who now stood @ud looked at her face to face, as much a lady as
herself, and ten times more of a woman. Nay, he fire in the grey
eyes, the dignity of the figure, made Hannah for the moment even a
handsome woman, handsome enough to be admired by many a man.

“ Pray don't talk of lies, Miss Thelluson. We object to such an
ugly word out of the schcolroom—where, however, your experience
must chiefly have lain. This is what made me resolve to speak to you.
You cannot be expected to know the world, nor how important it s
for Bernard, as a gentleman and a clelgym‘m, that this gossip should
be stopped at once. Of course, I only refer to the nonsense about
his wishing to marry you. For the rest, his own character —the
character of the fannly—is enough denial. Still, the thing is unplea-
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sant, very unpleasant, and I don’t wonder that Bernard feels it
acutely”.

Hannah started. *“Does he? Did he tell you so ?”

“ Not oxactly ; he is & very reserved person, as we all know ;
but he looks thowun'hly wretched.  'We, his family, sec  that, thouwh
you, a stranger, may not. The fact is, he has placed himself, quito
against our advice, in a most diflicult and painful position, and does
not know how to get out of it.  You ought to help him; as, most
providentially, you have now tho meuns of doing.”

Hannah looked up She was being pricked to death with needles ;
but still she looked firmly in che face of her adversary, and asked,
“How 1’

“Do you not see, my dear Miss Thelluson, that every bit of gossip
and scandal would necessarily die out, if you married Bdr. More-
comb ¥’

Hannah was but human.  For a moment the thought of escape—
of flying oub of this maze of misery into a quiet home, where a good
man’s love would at least be hers—presented itself to her mind,
tempting her, as many another women has been tempted, into
marriage without love. But immediately her honest soul recoiled.

“Lady Rivers, I would do a great deal for my brother-in-law, who
has been very kind to me ; but not even for his sake—since you put
it so—can I marry Mr. Morecomb. And now "—turning rorud with
sudden heat—* since you have said all you wanted to say, and I have
answered it, will you let me go home ¢’

Home ! As she uitered the word, ending thus the conversation as
quietly, to all appearance, as it had begun—thongh she knew it had
been all a planned attack, and that the ladies down-stairs were all
waiting eagerly to hear the result. of it—as she spoke of home,
Hannah felt what « farce it was. Had it been a veal brother’s home,
there at least was external protection. Se likewise was there in that
other home, which, when she had saved enough, she had one day
meant to have—some tiny cottage, where by her own conduct a single
woman can always protect lerself, keep up her own dignity, and
carry out, if ever so humbly, her own independent life. Now, this was
lost and the other not gained. As she walked on towards the House
on the Hill—that cruel “home” where she and Bernavd must live
henceforward, as if in a house of glass, exposed to every malicious eye,
Hannah felt that somehow or other she had made & terrible mistake.
Almost as great o one as that of the poor girl who walked silently by
her side, asking no questions—Urace never did ask any—but simply
following her mistress with tender, observant, unceasing care.

¢ Don't let us go through the village,” whispered she. Tl take
you vound & nearer way, where there are not half so many folk
about.”

“Very well, Grace ; only let us get home quickly. You are not
afraid of meeting anybody ¢’

For Jem Dmon was still at Easterham, she knew, though nothing
Lad been seen of him since that night.

¢ No, no,” sighed Grace, ¢ nobody will trouble me. The master
fmp'htened huu, I think. My sister told me the master did really
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speak to the police about him in-case ho should trouble us while he
was away. Look, Miss Thelluson; there he is.”

Not Jein Dixon, but Mr. Rivers ; yet Hannah instinctively shrank
back under the shadow of a high wall, and let him pass her by. She
made no explanation to her servant for this; what could she say?
And Grace seemed to guess it all without her telling.

It was a bitter humiliation, to say nothing of the pain. As she
bade Grace keep close to her, while they hurried along, by narrow
alleys and cross cuts, the thought of that happy walk home under the
stars, scarcely afortnighs ago, came back to Hannah's mind. Alas!
such could never be again. Their haleyon days were done. In her
imeginary wickedness, her sinless shame, she almost felt as if she
could understand the agony of a real sin—of & woman who loves some
other woman’s husband, or some man besides her own husband—any
of those dreadful stories which she had heard of afar off, but had never
seemed o realize.  Once, no power of will could put her in the place
of these miserable sinners. Now, perhaps, she was as miserable a
sinner as any one of them all.

‘When reaching the gate she saw Mr. Rivers standing there waiting.
She drew back as if it were really so—us if it were a sin for him to
be watching for her, as he evidently was, with the kindly tenderness
of old.

< Hannah, how could you think of starting off alone? You make
me miserable by such vagaries.”

He spoke angrily—-that fond anger which betrays so much ; and
when he found he had betrayed it to morve than herself, he, too,
started.

«I did not know Grace was with you ; that alters the case 2 little.
Girace, take Miss 'J.he]luson s wet cloak off; and tell the servants to
come at once to prayers.”

He was wise and kind, Hannah recognised that; in spite of the
bitter feeling that it should be necessary for him to be wise and kind.
She came into Lis study after all the servants were assembled there ;
and as she knelt near him, listening to the short service customary on
Sunday nights, her spirit grew calmer. No one could hear Bernard
Rivers, cither in his pulpm, as that morning, or among his little house-
hold congregation, as now, without an instinctive cortainty that he
was one of the ““ pure in heart," who are for ever “ blessed.”

The servants gone, he and she stood by the fire alone. There was
a strange look upon both their faces, as if of a storm past or a storm
- brooding. Since Lhis time last night, when, after her sore confession
was wrung from her, Hannah ]md tottered away out of the room, she
and her brother-in-law had never been one minute alone togsther, nor
had exchanged any but the bricfest and most commonplace words.
They did not now. They just stood one on either side the fire—so
near yet so apart.

A couple that any outside observer would have judged well-suited.
Both in the prime of life ; yet, though he was a little the younger, he
did not seem so, more especially of late, since he had grown so worn
and anxious looking. Both pleasant to behold, though he had more
of actual physical beauty than she; but Hannah had qspmtual charm
about her such as few handsome women possess. And both were at
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that season of life when, though boy and givl fancies are over, the
calm, deep love of mature years is at its meridan, and a passion con-
ceived then usually lasts for life. And these two, with every com-
pulsion to love, from within and without, pressing hard upon them—
respect, tenderness, habit, familiarity—with no law, natural or divine,
forbidding that love, in cass it should arise between them, had to stand
there, man and woman, brother and sister, so-called, and ignore and
suppress it all.

That there was something to be suppressed showed plainly enough.
In neither was the free-hearted unconsciousness which, when an accu-
sation is wholly untrue, laughs at it and passesit by. Neither looked
towards the other ; they stood bLoth gazing wistfully into the fire, until
the silence became intolerable. Then Hannah, but without extending
her hand as usual, bade Iim ¢ ({ood night.”

“ Goud-night? Why sol”

“I am going up-stairs to look ut Rosie.”

I believe if the world were coming to «n end in half-an-hour, you
would still be * going up-stairs to look at Rosie””

That excessive irritability whicl: always came when he was mentally
disturbed, and had been heavy upon him in the early time of his sor-
row, scemed revived again. He could not help it; and then he
was so mowrnfully contrite for it.

“Oh, forgive me, Hannah ! 1 am growing a perfect bear to you.
Come down-stairs again and talkty me.  For we must speak out.  We
cannot go on like this ; it will drive mewild.  We must come to some
conclusion or other. Make haste back, and we will speak together,,
Just as friends, and decide what it shall be.”

Alas! what could it be? Every side she looked, Hannah saw no
path out of the maze. Not even when, seeing that Grace sat reading
her Bible by the nursery fire —Grace was a gentle, earnest Methodist,
very religions in her own fashion- —she sat down beside Zer living
Bible, hev visible vevelation of Him who was once like Rosie, a Christ-
mas child, and tried to think the matter quictly out, to prepare herself
humbly for being led, not in her own way, but in God’s way The
more, as it was not her own happiness she sought, but that of those
two committed to her charge in so strange a manner—the man being
almost a< helpless and as dependent upon her as the child.  For she
had not lived with Bernard thus long without discovering all his weak-
nesses ; which were the very points uponwhich she knew herself most
strong. When he called, as he did tweaty times a day, © Iannah, help
me!” she was fully conseious that she did and could help him better
than any one clse.  Did she like him ihe less for this?  Most women
-—especially those who have the motherly instinct strongly developed
—will find no ditficulty in answering the question.

How peaceful the nursery was—so warm, and safe, and still. Not
a sound but the clock ticking on the chimney-picee, and the wind
murmuring outside, and the soft breathing out of that darkened
corner, where. snuggled down under the bed-clothes, with the round
little head and its civele of bright hair just peepin - above, « Tannie's
wee dormouse.” as she sometimes called her, slept her sound, inno-
cent sleep.

Aunt Hannal bent over her darling with a wild constriction of the
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heart. 'What if the “conclusion” to which Mr. Rivers snid they must
come to-night implied her going away—Ileaving Rosie bekind ? The
thought was too much to bear.

“I will not—I will not! (od gave me the child, Goa only shall
take her from me!” .

And rushing to her own room, she vainly tried to compose herself,
before appearing in Rosie’s father’s sight. In vain. His quick eye
detected at once that she had been erying ;: hesaid so, and then her
tears burst out afresh.

“ I am so miserable-—so miserable ! Don’t send me away—don’t
take Rosie from me. 1 can bear anything but that. 1t would break
my heart if 1 had to part from my child !

He answered calinly—was it also a little coldly %¥—

“ Don’t distress yourself, Hannah ; I had no thought of taking
Rosie from you. T promised you she should be all vour own, and 1
mean to keep my word.”

“ Thank you.”

She dried her tears, though she was, indeed, strangely excited still ;
and they sat down for that scrious talk together, which was to have
—who knew what end? :

The beginning wus not easy, though Bernard did begin at once.

I shall not detain you long, though it isstill ewly. But I must
have a few words witiv you. Fivst, to apologize for o question T put
to you last night, which I now fecl was intrusive and wrong.”

Which question—that about Mr. Morecomb or the final one, which
she had answered with snch sove truthfulness—he did not say, and
she did not inquire.

Bernard continued—

“ Let us put that mutter aside, and speak only of onr own present
affairs. I want you to give me your advice ona pointin which a
wonfan is a better judge than any man; especially as it concerns a
wo Fan.”

A woman?! Haunah leaped at once to the heart of the mystery,
if my stery it were. Her only course was to solve it without delay.

« I8 it your possible marringe?”

“Itis. Not my love, understand ; only my marvriage.”

They wese silent—he watching her keenly. Hannah felt it, and
set her face like a stone.  She scemed, indeed, growing into stone.

“ My family—as they may have told von, for they tell it to all
Easterham—are most anxious I should marry. They have even been
50 kind as to name to me the lady, whom, as we both know her, I
will not name, except to say that she is very young, very pretty, very
rich ; fulfils all conditions they desire for me, not one of which T desire
for myself. Also, they tell me—-though 1 scarcely believe this—that
if I asked her, she would not refuse me.”

“You have not asked her then ¥

“If I had, there would be little need for the questions I wished to
put to you. First, what is your feeling about second marriages?”

“ I thought you knew it. I must surely have said it to you some
time ?”

“You never have ; say it, then.”

Why should she not! Nothing tied lher tongue now. The cad



Hannak. 267

she had once hoped for, then doubted, then feared, was evidently at
hand. He was after all going to marry. In a totally unexpected
way, her path was being made plain.

Humnh was not a frn'l aud her self-control was great. Besides,
she had suffered so much of late, that even the very f.).cb of an end to
the suffering was relief. So she spoke out as if she wero not herself,
but somebodv else, standing quite apart from poor Hannah Thelluson
—to whom it had been the will of God that no Jove-bliss should ever
come.

I think, with women, second marriages ave & doubtful good. If
the first one lias been happy, we desire no other—we cun cherish a
memory and sit beside a grave to the lust; if unhappy, we dread
repewing our unhappiness.  Besides, children so fill up a2 woman's
heart, that the idea of giving her little ones a second father would be
to most women very painful, nay, intolerable. But with menit is
quite different. I have said to Lady Rivers many a time, that from
the first day I came it was my most carnest wish vou should find
some suitable wife, marry her, and be happy—-us happy as you were
with my sister.”

* Thank you.”

That dreadful formality of his—formality aud hitterness combined !
And Hannah knew his manner so well ; knew every change in lis
face—a very tell-tale face ; Bernard was none of your reserved heroes
who are always “weaving o mask.” Her heart yearned over him.
Alas ! she had spoken tmly when she said it was notburied in Avthur'’s
grave. It was quick and living—full of all human affections and
Inunan Jongings still.

“Then, sister Hannah, I have your full consent to my marriage? A
mere marriage de convenance, as 1 told you. Not like my first one—
ah, my poor Rosa, ske loved me! No woman will ever love me so
well.”

Hannah was silent.

“ Do you think it would be & wrong to Rosa, my marrying again?’

“ Not if you loved again.  Men do.”

« And not women? Did vou mean that ?”

«“X havdly know what I mean, or what I say,” cried Hannah
piteously. ¢ It is all so strange, so hewildering. Tell me exactly
how the thing stands in plain \»ords, and let me go.”

«T will let you go; T will trouble you no more about mvse’f or
my affairs. You do nob care for me, Hannah, you only care for the
child. But that is natural—quite natural. 1 was o fool to expect
any more.”

Strange words for 1 man to say to & woman, under any other fecl-
ing than one. Hannah began to tremble wolentlv

“What could you c\pect more " she faltered.  “ Have 1 not dono
ray duty to you—my sisterly duty 1”

“We ave not brother and sister, and we lie—we lic to our own
stuls—in calling ourselves so.”

He spoke passionately; he scized her hand, then begged her
pardon ; suddenly went back to his own plsce, and continued the
conversation.

“We are neither of us young, Hamnah—not boy and givl anyhow—~-

”
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and we have been close frierds for & long time. Let.us speak openly
together, just as if we were two departed souls looking out of Paradiso
at ourselves, our old selves—as our Rosi may be looking now.”

Our Rosa! 1t wenbtto Hannal’s heart. The tenderness of the man,
the unforgetfulness—ah, if men knew how women prize a man, who
does not forget ! “ Yes,” she repeated softly, ¢ our Rosa.”

% Oh, that it were she who was judging us, not these ! ”

“ Not who ! ”

*The Moat House—the village—cverybody. It is vain for us to
shut our eyes, or our lips either. Haunnah, this is a cruel crisis for
you and me. People are talking of us on every hand ; taking away
our good name even. James Dixon’s is not the only wicked torgue
in the world. It is terrible, is it not?”

“No,” she said, after a2 moment's hesitation. ¢ At least, not so
terrible but that I can bear it.”

“Canyou? ThenIoughttoo. Andyet I feelsoweak. Youhave
no idea what I have suffered of late. 'Within and without, nothing
but suffering ; till I have thought the only thing to do was to obey
my family’s wish and marry. But whether I marry or not, the thing
seems plain—we cannot go on living as we have done. For your sake
as well as my own—for they tell me I am compromising you cruelly—
we must make some change. Oh, Hannah ! what have I said, what
have I done?”

For she had risen up, tlie drooping softness of her attitude and face
quite gone.

«T understand you. You need not explain further. You wish me
to leave you. So I will; to-morrow if you choose ; only I must take
the child with me. I will have the child,” she continued in a low
desperate voice. “Do what you like, marry whom you like, but
the child is mine. Her own father shall not take her from me.”

“He has no wish. Her unfortunate father!”

And never since his first days of desolation had Hannah seen on
Bernard’s countenauce such an expression of utter despair.

“You shall settle it all,” he said, “you who are so prudent, and
wise, and calm. Think for me, and decide.”

“What am I to think or decide?’ And Hannah vainly struggled
after the calmness he imputed to her. ¢ How can I put myself in
your place, and know what you would wish?”

“What I would wisk/ Oh, Hannal! is it possible you do not
guess 17

She must have been deaf and blind not to have guessed. Dumb
she was—dumb as death—while Bernard went on, speaking with
excited rapidity.

“ When a man’s wish is as hopeless and unattainable as a child’s for
the moon, he had better not utter it. I have long thought this. I
think so still. Happy in this world I can never be ; but what would
make me least unhappy would be to go on living as we do, you and
Rosie and I, if such a +hing werve possible.”

“Ts it impossible?” For with this dumbness of death had come
over Hannuh also the peace of death—as if the struggle of living were
over, and she had passed into another world. She knew Bernard
loved her, though they could never be married, no more than the
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angels. Still, he loved her. She was content. ¢ Is it impossible 1"
she repeated, in her grave, tender, soothing voice. ¢ Evil tongues
would die out in time—the innocent are alw ays stronger than the
wicked. And our great safeguard against hhem is such a lzfe asyours
has been. You can have almost no enemies.”

' Ah 1" replied he mournfully, “but in this case a man's foes are
they of his own household. My people—there is no fighting against
them. What do you think—I am talking to you, H.J.nnm, as if you
were not yowrself, but some other person—\\h 1t do you think my
stepmother said to me to-night? That unless you married Mr. dorve-
comb, or I Ellen Melville (there, her name is out, but no matter)—
unless either of these two things happened, or I did the other wicked,
heart-breaking thing of turning you out of my doors, she would never
admit you again into hers. That, in fact, to night is the last time yon
will be received at the Moat House.”

Hannal’s pride rose. “So be it. I am not aware that that would
be such a terrible misfortune.”

“You unworldly woman, you do not know! Oh, forgive me,
forgive me, Hannah ; I am forgetting all you must feel. T amn speak-
ing to you as if you were my conscience—my very own soul-—which
you are.”

The love that glowed in his eyes, the emotion that trembled in his
voice! Hannah was not & young woman, nor, naturally, a passionate
woman, but she would have becn a stone not to be moved now. She
sat down, hiding her face in her hands.

“Qh, it is hmd hard !” she sobbed. - When we might have been
80 happy—we and our child ! ?

Bernard left his seat, and came closer to hers. His breath was
loud and fast, and his hands, as he took Haunah's, grasping them so
tight that she could not unloose them, though she faintly tried—were
shaking much.

‘ Tell me—17 never believed it possible till now, T thought you so
calm and cold, and you knew all my faults, and I have been harsh to
you often—only too often !—but, Hannah, if such a thing could be, if
the law allowed it—man's law, for God's is on our sidle—if we could
have been married, would you have married me?”

“Yes,” she answered, putting both her hands on his shoulders, and
looking at hime with o sad solemnity, as of those who take farewell
for life ; “yes I would.”

Then, before he had time to answer. Haunah was gone.

CHAPTER X

Tor the second time Hannah fled away from her brother-in-law’s
presence into her own room, and tried to realize what had happened.
Something which would for ever prevent their two lives from going
on together as before—a distinet mutual acknowledgment that they
did not love one another like brother and sister, that he would have
married her if he could, and that if he had asked her sho would not
have refused him-
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This confession on her part had been unintentional, wrung from
her by the emotion of the time and by the direct question which had
been put to her, and” Hannah was the kind of woman who never
thought of compromising or playing with the truth. Still, when it
was made, and henceforth irrevocable, it startled her. Not that she
felt it in the least wrong ; the idea that to love cr marry her sister’s
husband was a moral offence had now entirely left her mind; but it
was such an absolute ignoring of her own past—her dear, chorished,
sacrod past—that it at first almost overwhelmed her. She sighed as
if it had been an unrequited instead of a fondly-sought attachment
which she had confessed.

For it had crept into her heart unawaves, and not in the ordinary
guise of Jove at all. Pity, affection, the tende: habit of household
happiness, had drawn her day by day to Rosio’s father, chiefly be-
canse he was a father and a widower, scarcely « young man in any
scnse regarding her; supposing she had considered herself still a
young woman, which she did not. It was only when her youth
forced itself up like an imprisoned stream, when the great outery for
love arose and would be heard, that Hannah recognised how pain-
{ully, piteously young, she was still.

And yet in one sense this love was as different from the love of her
givlhood as autumn is from spring. It did not seem in  the least to
interfere with the memory of Arthur. True she had been only
cighteen when she last saw his dear face, scarcely twenty when he
died ; but Hannah was one of those sort of people with whem to be
“off with the old love and on with the new” was a thing not need-
ing argument, it was simply impossible. She had never dropped
willingly a single thread of love in her life; the threads which God
had broken here were only temporarily invisible; she could follow
tiem still, in spivit, to the unseen land. Yet to her intensely constant
nature any change was at first a kind of pain.

“Arthur, Avthar !” she sighed, and kept turning his ring round
and round upon her finger. *“ You are not angry with me? I could

n

not help it. He needed me so !

Yes, there was the secret, s it is of so many marriages, so many
lasting loves : people become necessary to one another before they are
aware. FPropinquity, circumstances, do a great deal; but more is
done by the strong, gradual, inner want—the sympathy which grows
day by day, the trust which, feelingits way step to step, may bo
slow of advancing, but never retrogrades. Whether such a love be
as perfect as the real passion, ‘““first-born and heir to all”—the
lovely dream of youth and maidenhood, which if man or woman
ever realizes and possesses must be the crown of existence—I do
not say. But such as it is, it is a pure, noble, and blessed affection,
the comfort and refreshment of many lives—that is, if they accept
it ag it is, 2nd do not try to make it what it never can be, nor seek to
find among the August roses the violets of the spring.

¢ Arthur! Avthur!” Hannah sighed once agnin, and then said to
herself in a solemn, steadfast, resoluie tenderness, the name she had
never yet uttered, even in thought, for it seemed like an uncon-
scious appropriation of him—* My Bernard !”
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And the word was & vow. Not exactly a love-vow, implying and
expeeting unlimited happiness—she scarcely thought of happiness at
all—but a vow that included all duties, all tendernesses, all patience ;
a pledge such as a woman makes to the man unto whom she is pre-
pared to resign herself and her own individuality, for life.

It wus a change so sudden, total, and overwhelming, that beyond
it she could at first see nothing, did not recognise the future as a real
thing at all.  She went to sleep like a person half-bewildered, und
woke up in the raorning confused still, until Rosie came in as usual,
while Tannie was dressing, requiring all sorts of * pitty sings to play
wid " in her usual sweet exactingness. Then slowly, slowly, Hannah
vealized all.

<My darling, my darling! my own for ever I” ecried she, snatching
up Rosie in a passion of tenderness. And not even Bernavd’s fond
look of last night, as he put to her and she answered that solemn
<juestion, thrilled to Hannal’s heart more than the embrace of the
<hild.

Carrying the little one in her arms, she went down-stairs and met
Lim in the hall. A meeting just the same as on all mornings, except
that there was a glow, a radiance almost, in his countenance, which
she had never scen before, and his voice whenever he addressed her
had a reverential affectionateness which gave meaning to his lightest
«words. Also he called her  Hannal,” never— Aunt Hannah” again.

There is a pathos in all love ; what must there e, then, in a love
+nch as this, conceived in spite of fate, carried on through all
hindrances, at last betrayed rather than confessed, and when con-
fessed having to meet the dark future, in which its sole reward must
be the mere act of loving? These two, forbidden by destiny to woo
+nd marry like ordinavy people, were nevertheless not a melancholy
pair of lovers. No outward eye would have recognised them as lovers
sz all, By no word or act did Bernavd claim his rights, the happy
rights of a man to whom a woman has confessed her affection ; he
neither kissed her nor said one fond word to her. No servant coming
in und out, nor even the innocent little tell-tale, who was just at that
age when she was sure to communicate everything to everybody,
-could have suspected anything, or betrayed anything, concerning
these two, who knew they were henceforward not two but one tiil
-death.

They were neither afraid nor cshamed. At the first sight of Ber-
nard every lurking feeling of shame went out of Hannah’s heart.
Every thought, too, asg it her loving the living were & wrong to the
dead. Arthur's ring was still on her finger, Rosa’s sweet face still
smiled from over the mantel-piece upon the two whom in life she had
ioved best in the world, and Rosa's child clung fondly unto Tannie’s
fzithful breast. Hamnah shrank from none of these things, nor did
Bernard. More than once that morning he had named, incidentally
but unhesitatingly, his child’s mother, calling her, as he always did
from this day forward, “our” Rosa; and though he was so quiet he
went about cheerfully as he had not done for long. like a man who
has recovered his own self-respect, and his interest in life, to whom
dhe past brings no pain and the future no dread.

Passion is a weak thing, but lave, pure love, i3 the strongest thing
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on earth, and these lovers felt it to be so. Though neither said a word
beyvond the merest domestic commonplace, there wus a peace, u rest-
fulness about them botlt, which each saw in the other, and rejoiced to
see. It was like a caim after storm—ease after pain. No matter how
soon the storm arose, the pain begun agrin; the lull had been real
while it lasted.

They began arvanging their day’s work as usual, work never very
light ; this Monday there seemed more to settle than ever.

“What should I do without you?’ said Bernard. *Such a wise.
sonsible, practical woman as you are ! always busy, and yet forgotting
nothing. Stay, have you forgotten we werc to dino at the Grange
to-night 1”

The invitation had come a week ago, and Adeline had repeated it
last evening.  Still Hannah hesitated.

“Must we go? Nay ought we?”

“Why not ! Because of—of what we said last night 7 That is
stronger reason than ever why we should gc. 'We should not shrink
from socnety I am not ashamed of myself. Are you?”

“No.” ‘She dropped her head, faintly blushing ; but when she saw
that Bernard held his erect, she took cour: age.

“What Lady Rivers says does not apply to Melville Grange. My
sister is mistress in her own house, and Melville, though he is fond
enough of his sisters-in-law, is not really so likely to be influenced
by his mother-in-law as by his own mother. She is a very good and
wise woman, Mrs. Melville. T wanted to have a little talk with her
to-night.” .

Hannah looked uneasy. “Ob, be careful ! I would much rather
not a word were said to any one.”

“About ourselves? No; I have not the slightest intention of
telling anybody. It is our own affuir entirely, till we see our way
clear to—to the rightful end ; for Hannah, I need not say that must
come about if it be possible. I cannot live without you.”

He spoke in a low tone, grasping her hand. He was not nearly so
calm asshe; yet even Hannah felt lier heart beating, her colour
coming and going. Is it only for *young lovers, passionate, selfish,
uncontrolled, that society must legislate? or criminal lovers, who
exact an excited pity, and are interesting just because they ave
criminal ? Is there no justice, no tenderness, for those who suffer and
are silent, doing no wrong ?

“We will never do anything wrong,” said he. “We will neither
fly in the fuce of the law nor offend my own people, if possible ; but
we will be married if we can. T must take legal advice on the subject.
Till then, let all go on as usual.  Is it not better so 1”

“Yes.”

They stood at the hall-door, Rosie sitting queenlike on Tunnie’s
avm, to watch papa away. He kissed his little girl, and then just
touched with his lips the hand that held ber. No more. No love-
embrace—no thought of such a thing ; but there was a gleam in hig
eyes, like the January sun throuvh the winter trees, showing that
summer days might yet come.

It warmed Hannal's heart with quiet, serious joy, as she went
through her household duties, especially those which concernced the

]
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child. She had her darling with her almost all day, and never had
Rosie’s innoce at, companionship been so satisfying and so sweet.

““So for the father's sake the child was dcar,
And dearer was the father for the child.’

Among the magnificent literature in which Tannie and Rosic in-
dulged lmppencd to be an illustrated fairy-tale book, wherein the
usual cruel step-mother figured in great force. And she Lersolf should
be a step-mother, perhaps, one day ! In the glee of her heart Hannah
laughed-~actually laughed—to think how differcnt fiction often was
from reality.

Bernard came home only just in time to dress, and they did not
wmeet till he put her into the carringe.  Half their drive passed almost
in silence, but by-and-by Bernard spoke in a business-like way, saying
he meant to go up to London, and take counsel’s opinion there. It
would not do to consult any one here.—On what subject he did not
say, but it wag casy to guess.

« Mrs. Melville might give me inforn.ation—uonly, of course, T could
not ask her direct. I can only find it out in a quiet way, as I have
already found out a good deal. Tt seems till 1835 these morringes
were legal—at any rate not illegal, unless an ecclesiastical suit should
find them so, which it never did. It was in 1835 that was passed
the ridiculous bill confirming all marriages prior to 3lst August,
and making those unlawful which happened on or after the ist Sept-
tember.”

“Then they arcunlawful now " said Hanunah, fecling silence worse
than speech.

“ Nobody seetus quite to understand whether they ave or not.  On
the Continent, nay, in every country except owrs, they are certainly
legal. Our Colonies have several times passed a bill, legalizing such
marriages, and the mother-conntry has thrown it out.  Many persons
go abroad to b mar ried, come back again, and live unblamed ; but
they risk a good deal, and *__he hesitated—* it is not for themsclves
alone.”

Hannazh drew back into her darl corner, glad of the darkaess. It
wag a strange and sore position for any woman to be placed in.
Betrothed, yet having none of the honours and happiness of an
aflianced bride ; sitting beside her lover, yet treated by him in no lover-
like fashion, and feehn« nothing of the shyfrankness waich makes the
new tie so sweet ; oblwed to talk with him about their marriage and its
possibilities with & mowrnful candour that wonld have been most
painful to bear, save for her own strong, innocent heart and Bernard’s
exceeding delicacy ;—she found her lot as humiliating as it was
hard.

Yet she had never loved him so dearly, never recognised how well
he deserved her love, as when, after their long, dark drive, he said ten-
derly, “Now, Hannah, we will forget for the time all these bitter-
nesses—exsept the love, excopt the love,” handed her out into the
bright hall at the Grange, and entered the drawing room with her
on his arm, as at asterham dinner-parties had been their custom
always.

This was a state dinner.  All the Most House people were there,



174 Hannah.

and Mr. Morecomb too.  Hannah did not know whether it was pure
accident or refinement of ill-nature, but Mr. Morccomb was assigned
to her at dinner, and she had no resource but to obey. The poor
man evidently knew his fate, and was bearing it like 2 man. It was
cither one of tlic contretemps in which the unlucky vietims can only
submit and mako the best of things, or done on purpose ; but in cither
case there was no remedy.

Bernard had been placed far down the table ; but whether or not,
Hannah knew he could be no shield to her—rather the contrary.  She
must keep up her own dignity—trust for protection solcly to herself.
And o nervous consciousness made her look sedulously away from
him all dinner-time ; nay, as she passed him in the piocession of
Iadies afterwards, she kept Ler eyes fixed so steadily on the ground,
that Bertha asked satirvically, “if she and Bernard had been quar-
relling1”

During dinner she had Leen comparatively safe, even with Mr.
Morecomb beside her; afterwards there gathered over her the vague
coldness which women always know how to show towards another
woman who is somehow “under a cloud.” The Rivers family indi-
cated it most of all. Scarcely any one of them addressed her except
Adeline.

“Don’t mind it,” whispered the latter, following Mannah into a
corner. “We'll stand by you, and people will see you here. Of
course it is awkward, very awkward, Iasterham is talking about
you so much, v my family, of all things, dislikes being talked about,
But T have thrown dust in everybody’s eyes by giving you at dinner
to Mr Morecomb. Couldn’t you like him? Such a nice old fellow,

-and so foud of you.”

Hannah shook her head, smiling drearily. It wasidloto take offonce
at silly little Adeline, who never meant any harm.

She sat down, turning over the leaves of a photograph-book and bade
her young hostess go back to her other guests.

« No, no, I mean to stay with you. 1 don’t feel as my family do.
I can’t see why they should make such a fuss even if Bernard did
want {0 marr you. People used to do it—my respected mother-in-
Jaw, forinstance. .And sisters-in-lJaw arc not real sisters ; never ought
to be. Ifthelaw made this quite clear, a man wouldn's dave go philan-
dering with them in his wife’s life-time. Now—oh, dear!—it’s so
convenient. He can’t marry them, so he may flivt with them asmneh
as ever he likes.  Tts all vight, and the wife can’s say a word. Bui
she may feel for all that.”

Adeline spoke bitterly ; having evidently quite slidden away from
the case in point, not thinking of Hannah at all ; so there was noneed
10 answer lher except in a genecral way.

“Yes, 1 davesay it is ab times a little vexing. But I am afraid I
do not understand jealousy. I cannot comprehend how, after people
arc once married, they feel the smallest interest in anybodyelse.  And
the conjugal fldelity which has only the law to secure it must be a very
shallow thing.”

«You ridiculously simple woman: Weli, perhaps you are right.
Jealousy is silly.  'We can’t stop every young lady out of our house
because our husband may onc day have the chanee of marrying her.
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Let him! When we are dead and gone we shall not care.  Only
don’t let her come and steal him from us while we aro alive. It'sall
a sham, this nonsense about sisters,” added she, stamping with her
white satin shoes, and tearing to pieces her hot-house roses. “ And,
like you, I am beginning to bate shams. Hannoh Thelluson, let us be
friends.”

“We always were friends, I hope,” said IHannah gently, pitying
the young wife, whose skeleton in tho house had been so uncon-
sciously betrayed. She was more than sorry, rather angry, when, as
the evening wore on, and the gentlemen came in, Herbert Melville
scarcely noticing his sickly, unlovely Adeline, devoted himself entirely
to her blooming sisters, especially to Bertha; who, a born coquette,
scemed to enjoy the triumph amazingly. Tho law which barred
some people from happiness, did not seem to furnish any sccurity for
the happiness of others. Hannah almost forgot herself in her pity for
Adeline.

And yet she could have pitied herself too—a little. It was hard to
sit there, tabooed, as it were, by that silent ignoring which women
understand so well, and hear the others talking pleasantly round her.
No one was actually uncivil ; the Melvilles were almost obtrusively
kind ; but theve the coldness was, and Flannah felt it. Such a new
thing, too ; for in her quiet way, she had been rather popular than
not in society ; she had such gentle tact in fishing out all the shy, or
grim, or stupid people, and warming them up into cheerfulness.
But now even they quietly slipped away and left her alone.

It was o heavy night. She asked herself more than once how
many more of the like she should have to bear, and if she could bear
them. Did Bernard see it or feel it? She could not tell. He came
in late. She saw him talking to Mrs. Melville, and afterwards to
Lady Rivers ; then trying his utmost to be pleasant to everybody.
She was o proud always ‘of the sweet nature he had, and the $imple
unconscious charm of his manner inscciety. But in the pauses of
conversation lie looked inexpressibly sad ; and when they got into the
carriage, and were alone together, she heard him sigh so heav ily, that
if his people had been all m«ht lorw pricking her to death with p-n%
and necdles, Hannah would not have complained. The very fact of
complaint seemed n certain humilietion.

’.l"\ev scarcely exchanged o word all the drive homo ; but lie took
and held fast her hand. There were something in the wioem clasp that
comforted her for everything.

Dear,” he whispered, as he lit her candle and bade her good
night, which he did as soon as possible, it is a hard lot for boih of
us.  Can vou bear it?”

< I think I can.”

And so for some days she thouglt she could.  She had that i-est
balm for sorrow—a busy life: cach honr was as full of work as it
would hold ; no time for dveaming or regrets, scareely even for love
except in the form whevein fate had brought love to her—calm,
domestic, habitual—scavcely dmmmus]ublo from friendskip even Vet
She and Bernard did all their cmtonm'y business together day by
day. They had become so complctolv one in their work that it
would have heen difficuls (o do otherwise.  Nor did she wish it.  She
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was happy only to bo nearhim, to help him, to watch him fulfilling
all his duties, whatever bitterness ]a,y underneath them. That pure
joy which & woman feels' in a mun’s worthiness of love, keoner than

aven her sense of the love he gives her, was Hannah's to the core.
And then she had her other permanent bliss—the child.

‘Women—good women, too—have sometimes married & man purely
for the sake of his children ; and Hannah never clasped Rosie in her
arms without understanding something of thut fecling. Especially
on the first Sunday after the change had come—the great change,
of which not an atom showed in their outward lives, but of which
she and Bernard were growing more and more conscious, every day.
This bright morning, when the sun was shining, and the crocuses
all aflame across the garden, and a breath of spring stirring through
tho half-budded lilac tre ce, it might perhaps have been hard for them
to keep up that gentle reticence of manner to one another, except for
the child.

Rosie was a darling child. Even strangers said so. The trouble
she gave was infinitesimal, the joy unlinmited. Father und aunt were
accustomed to delight torrether over the little opening soul, especially
on & Sunday morning. '.l‘hov did 80 still. They talked scaxcely at
all, neither of the future nor the past ; but simply accepted the
presenb, as childhood accepts it, never ]ooking hevond. Until, in
the midst of their frolic—while papa was carrying his little girl on
his back round and round the table, and Tannie was jumping out
after them ab intervals in the character of an imaginary wolf, Rosie
screaming with ecstasy, and the elders langhing almost as heartily as
the child—there came o note from the Mout House.

Mr. Rivers read it, crushed it furiously in his bhand, and threw it
on the back of the fire. Then, beforo it burnt, he snatched it out
again.

T My poor Hamnah ! But you ought to read it. It will hurt you
—still; you ought toread it. There must never be any concealments
between us two.”

“ No.”

Hannah took the letter, but did not grow furious—rather calmer
than before. She knew it was only the beginning of the cend.

“ My pEAR BERNARD,—

“Youwr father wishes particularly to talk with you to-day, as
poor Austin, we hear, is rather worse than usual.  You will of course
comein to lunch, and remain to dinner.

“1 pewewe that in spite of my carnest advice, Miss Thelluson is
still an inmate of your household. Wil yousuggest to her that I am
sorry our pew will be full, and our dinner-table also, to-day ?

« T wish you were more amenable to the reasonings of your f&mﬂy,
but remain, nevertheless,

“Your affectionate mother,
“ A, Rivers.”

«Well 2” Bernard said, watching her.

Hannah drooped her head over Rosie’s hair; the child had
crept to her knees, and was looking with wide blue eyes up at Tan-
nie.
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“Itis but what I expected—what she before declaved her inten-
tion of doing.”

“But do y you recognise all it implies—all it will result in ?"

“Whatever it be, T am prepared.”

“You do not know the worst,” Bernard said, after pause. “1
found it out yestevday by gettmg Younsel’s oplmon on the strict law
of the case ; but I had not courage to tell yon.’

“Why notd I thought we were to have no secrets.”

“Oh, we men are such cowards ; ; Tam, anyhuw But will you
hoear ib now? It will be such a relief to talk to you”

¢ Lalk then,” said Hannah, with a pale smile. “Stop; shall we
have time ! lt will be twenty minutes yet before the church-bells
begin ringing.”

For she knew that the wheels of life must go on, though both
their hearts were crushed on the way.

“ Five minutes will be enough for all I have to tell you. Only—
take the child away.”

Hannah carried away little Rosie, who clung frantically to her
fond paradise in Tannie's arms, and was heard wailing dolorously
overhead for a good while.

“Seo ! even that baby cannot bear to part with you. How then
shall T cried Bernard passionatelysy and then, bidding her sit
down, began giving her in words exact and brief the result of his
inquiries.

These confirmed all he had said himseif once before, in the case of

irace and James Dixon. Of the law, as it now stood, ther: could
be no possible doubt. No marriage with a deceased wife’s sister,
whether celebrated here or abroad, would be held valid in England.
No woman so married had any legal rights, no children could
inhevit. Thus, even in cases where the marriage was known to have
exigted, and the wife had born the husband’s name for years, whole
estates had been known to lapse to the Crown ; but then the Crown,
with a arious recognition of the difference between law and equity,
had been usuall;~ advised to return them piecemeal, urder the guise
of a free gift, to the children, who otherwise would have been the
undisputed heirs.

¢ Heirship—money ! it seemns all to hinge upon that,” said Hannah,
a little bitterly.

“Yes; because property is the test upon which the whole legal
question turns. If I had been without ties—say a poor clerk upon a
hundred and fifty a year (I wish I had)—we might have set sail by
the next steamer to America, and lived there ha.ppy to the end of our
days ; for England is the only country which does not -recognise such
marriages as owrs. Some countries—France and Gelmany, for
instancewrequire a special permission to marry ; but this gaiued,
society accepts the vnion at once. Now, with us—oh, Hannah, how
am I to put it to ", oul—this would do no good. AsI said before,
the misery would not end with ourselves.”

#'Would it affect Rosie™

“Your heart is full of Rosie. No; but she is only a girl, and the
Moat House is entailed in the male line. Austin is slowly dying. I
am the last of my race. Do you understand ¥’
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She did at Jast, Her face and neck turned scarlet, but she did not
shrink. It wag one of the terrible necessities of her position that she
must not shrink from anything. She saw clearly that never, accord-
ing to the law of England, could she be Bernard’s wife. And if not,
what would she be? If she had children, what would they be? And
his estates lay in England, and hg was the last of his line.

“T perceive,” she faltered. ¢ No need to explain further. You
must not think of ine any more. To marry me would ruin you.”

Wild and miserable as his eyes were—fierce with misery—the tears
rushed into them.

“ My poor Hannah, my own unscltish Hannah, you never think
for a moment that it would also ruin you.”

It was true, she had not thought of herself ; only of him. A cles-
gyman, prepared to break the canon law ; aman of family and posi-
tion, running counter to all social prejudices ; a son, dutiful and fondly
attached, opposing his father’s deavest wishes. The mental struggle
that he must have gone through before there ever dawned upon him
the possibility of marrying her, struck Hannah with a conviction of
the depth of his love, the strength of his endurance, such as she had
never believed in before.

% Oh, Bernard ¥ she cried, calhn" him by his name for the first
time, and feeling—was it also for the first time?l—how entirely she
loved him—¢ Bernard, you must never think of marrying me; we
must part.”

“Part ! and he made as if he would have embraced her, but
restrained himself ; ¢ We will discuss that question by-and-by. At
present hear the rest which I have to tell.”

He then explained, with a calmness which in so impulsive & man
showed how strong was the self-control he was learning to exercise,
that since 1835 many dissentients from the law then passed had tried
to set it aside ; that aimost every session a bill to this effect was
brought into the House of Commons, fiercely discussed there, passed
by large majorities, and then carried to the Upper House, where the
Peers invariably threw it out. Still in the minority were a few very
earnest in the cause.

«T know ; Lord Dunsmore is one of them.”

“Yes ; I had forgotten ; I seem to be forgetting everything!” and
Bernard put his hand wearily to his head. “I met Lady Dunsmore
in London, and she asked me no end of questions about you. She is
very fond of you, I think.”

“Is shel”

«She wanted to know if you would come and stay with herand
bring Rosie ; but I said Icould notspare .herof you. .And then she
looked at me inquisitively. She is a very shrewd, clever, good
woman, and a strong ally on our side. For it must be our side,
Hannah, whatever my people say, whatever I might have said inyseif
once. Any law that createsw erime is mischievous and cruel.  There
ouglit to be, as T once overhdard Lord Dunsmore say, no bar whatso-
ever to marriage except consanguinity. Even if I had no personal
concern in the m.xttcr, it is . wrong, and T would fight against it as
suc

“ The Riverses were ever fighters, vou know,” said Hannah, watch-
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ing him with a sad, tender smile ; and more than ever there darkened
down upon her all lie was giving up for her sake.

““ But to come to the point, Hannab. T have told you all the ill,
now hear the good. Every year public feeling is advancing ; this
year the hill is to be brought in again. Its adherents are ready for a
good hard fight, as usual ; but this tine they hope to win. And if
they win—then—then—"

He seized her hands and clasped them passionately. 1L was not
the dreamy love making ofa boy in his teens—of her lost Arthur—for
instance, over whose utmost bappiness hung the shadow of emly
death—it was the strong passion of a manin the midst of life, with «ll
_ his future before him—a future that needed a wife'’s help to make 1t
complete ; and Hannah knew it. IFor a moment, sad, pale, white-lily-
like as she was, there came a flush, rose-red, into her cheeks, and
to hier heart an eager response to the new duties, the new joys; then
she shrank back within herself. It all seemed so hopeless, or with
such o slender thread of hope tocling to ; yet he clung to it.

«T will never give in,” he said, “if I have to wait for years. 1
will marry you if I possibly can ; T will never marry any other woman.
You shall not be troubled or harmed—not more than I must neces-
sarily harm you, my poor love! simply beeause you are my love.
But mine you must and shall be.  You hear me, Hannah ??

For she stood passive and bewildercd—any one might have thought
she did not cave, wuntil she lifted up her eyes to him.  Then he had no
doubt at all.

 Oh, give me one kiss, Hannal, tolast me all these months and
years. It will not hurt you—it is not wrong.”

Ne,”and she gave it; then with a great sigh they hoth sat
down.

The church bells hegan to ring. I must go,” Bernard suid. ¢ Dut
first—what are we to do? Will you go to church to-day ¥7

“ T must. If I sitinthe free-seats or in the aisle, I must go to
church. 1t is God’s house ; He will not drive me from it ; 1o knows
I have done nothing wrong.” And she wept a little, but not much.

“You ave right ; we have not done anything wrong, and we ought
not to act as if we had. Then—will you come with mn !’

“No ;1 had rather go alone,” said Hannah gently. [ will bear
everything alone, so far as 1 can.”

“What do you mean { What do you wish ¥’

“That you should in all things do your duty withoui considering
me.  Go to the Moat House as they desive. I thev do not mention
me, do not you. What does it matter ; they cannot harm me—not
much. And to break with them would be terrible for you. Keep
{friends with your own people 1o the last.”

“You truly wish that !

“Ido. Nowgo. Good-bye, and God bless you, Bernard.”

¢ God bless you, iny Hannzh !”

And with that inutual blessing theyv parted.
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NOVEMBER MUSINGS.

BY MISS EMMA J. M. R.

November winds blow lond aﬁd chill,
The sky looks eold, and gray, and drear,
Wild clouds are hanging o’er the hill,
And all looks solemn, sad and sere.

The year is hastening towards its close,
The passerine birds have sung their last,

The clouds seem fraught with early snows,
We shudder at the whistling blast.

Where arc the flowers? those beauteous gems,
Which lately graced he rich parterre,

All gone ! All dead ! flowers, leaves and stems,
A lesson to the living fair.

Not all ; the blue fringed gentian still,
And late nastirtions’ clustering forms

Remain the heart to glad and thrill,
Bravely defiant of the storms.

The song of Birds is almost hushed,

Some few still twittering, chirp their notes,
But the rich warbling song which gushed,

Has ccased to trill from heaven tuned throuts.

The trees till Jate in beauty stood,
The sun through misty haze was seen.
But now alike in field and wood
Decaying brown consumes the green.

The nipping frost with withering hand
Has swept across the brilliant plain.
And now throughout the conquered land

Lie myriads of the foliage slain.

Perhaps the snow in flecey clonds,
Anticipating winter’s place,

Sweeps o'er the woods, and fields, and shrounds
The landscape in a cold embrace.

These shifting scenes of months and days
Have cach their lesson for the mind,

“ YWisely consider man thy ways,
And in life’s changes wisdom tind.”

ToroxTo, October, 1871
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THE FIFTH OF NOVEMBER.

ANXIVERSARY OF THE GUNPOWDER CLOT, AXD GUY Fawkes.

By Covxskl Wrannrie, Ph, i,

Remember, rauember,
The fifth of November,
The Gunpowder treason and plot,
When the Iing with his train
Just escaped being slain,
Therefore it should not be forgot,
QLD SoNt.,

Memaries of oldentime !  Time honoured memories of customs und
observances, some of which iave an origin so obscure that we cannot
discover it.  Others, especially theso that have arisen from historical
incidents, are easily traced and understood, while yet again others ave
mere matters of historical fact which require no tracing.  .\mong the
last is the obscrvance of the Fifth of November.

The House of Commons instituted this day,-—a holiday for ever,
in thankfulness to God for our deliverance and detestation of the
Papists.”#

The munrer in which this holiday is celebrated difiers somewhat in
particuluvs in the diffevent parts of hingland.  Steietly speaking the
term holiday understood as a play day. a day of cessation from the
usual day’s Jabour, no longer exists as a custom. It is one of those
things more honoured in the breach than iu the observance.

‘When a boy at school, our master always so far noticed the clui ns
of this day as to give us 2 half holiday, which was usually employed
in conjunction with wny of the stray, idle Jads about the village, in
collecting fuct for a bonfire. It was 2 common practice to begin somo
weeks before the time, to colleet all the loose stumps, roots,
fence rails, broken and decayed limbs of trees, and such like material
as could be found.

Often wheu travelling in Canada, especially  in newly cleared
portions, T have thought what a treaswre such a collection, as a log
heap, would have been to the boys of our school ; and I am by no
means sure whether the stumps standing in the fields would not have
been an irresistible temptation from the very difliculty of the thing,
and the real hard work it would have entailed in entting and up-
rooting them.

The manner in which trecs are cut down in England is so very
different to the practice here,—there nothing is left to reward uprootal
but the voot; yet when wood and other fucl was rather scarce, I

* See o letter, dated Feh. 10th, 16056, in the Court and Times of James I,
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have seen this immense Inbour undertuken and accomsplished.  What
is hard work to boys when it is undertaken as play?t We had one
resource to fall back upon, if the supply of wood fuel was scarce, we
could gret coal, coal was plentitul, cheap and good, and there were fow
families, unless the very poorest,who would not furnish some quota
to the general storec.

It is still & custom, in some parts of the country, for Loys to go
round in company, hegging supplies for the general bonfire on the
village grecn.  Ballads were sometimes sung but the more cormmon
method was to recite some kind of verse, very often doggerel improvis-
ed for the oceasion.  There ave, however, remains of established well
remembered verses such as the one used in Islip, a village in Oxferd-
shive:

“The fifth of November,

Since 1 ean remember,

Giunpowder treason and plot ;

‘T'his is the day that God did prevent,
To blow up the King and pavliament.
A stick and a stake

I"or Vietoria’s sake ;

f yonwon’tigive me one

'l take two;

'he better for me,

And the worse for you.”

Formerly it was the practice to dress up an hnage to represent the
notable conspirator Guy Fawkes, and ag these figures were usnally
grotesque caricatures of the human form, it has become common. to
speak of any outre dress as that of a guy.

Tho village bonfire, properly so called. was usually the work of the
young men, or of those who were beginning to feel at their cheeks for
the whiskers stiil undeveloped.  The village bonfire on the green,
honoured oceasionally by the presence of the Sires, giving the young
men full accounts of the manner in which they did things, when they
were youug, thus proving eonclusively the degeneracy in those particu-
lavs of the rising generation.

In this way I used to bs very much puzzlad with the conversation
of the old men, whean they spoke of the “ good old times,” and by de-
preciatory comparisons of {le present led their hearers to imugine that
things were “ getting no hetter, by slowly getting worse,” although no
particular proof was ever furnished, unless as general statements,
very much magrified by the lens of an active imagination. Ask
for particulars and the rveady answer was-- # there were giants
inthose days.” But while the old men smoked and spun legends for
the astonishment of the juveniles, the voung men wera busily engaged
in fixing up their man of straw;, usually made up of a heterogeneous
suit of cast-off clothing stuffed with straw, rags or shavings, the legs
being supported by stout poles in the centre of the stufling.  In some
part of the bady a packet of gunpowder was placed so that Guy in
cfigy has often been served, ns he intended to serve the King, his
family, and the Commons.

It was a most infamous conspiracy ; # piece of the coldest blooded
murder by an unseen hleww” that ever scheming villany contera-
plated.
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As vhe night darvkens, the five is liggt vavious places, in the huge
pile, and the boys dance in tho fullness of their glee.

¢ Now boys with squibs and crackers pliy .
And bonfires’ blaze tnrns night to day.”

Bay syuibs and erackers are not the only meuns cwployed in the
Jen de joie.  Antiquated five arms—queen Bess and other muskets,
old shot guns, pistols, and miniature camnon ave all jn use.  Some-
times accidenst occurred, not only from the carveless hadling of the
powder but the wore dangerous and reprehensible practice of over-
loading and consequent Lursting of the different fire awins cmploy-
od.  The saddest case of this kind I ever knew was that of o farmer's
hoy kiiled in hisfather’s own doorway by the bursting of w small brass
cannon ; part of the cannon passed through his head and he dropped
«ead on the hoase floor.

I this way Guy has bad many o revenge for being jut upon the
rack and torttued then hung, and bubsequout]v 'muln a butt ia
uffigy all over the kingdom, for beys and men to pelt, shoor
and tinelly to blow up and burn.

*Fee,” wo hear it shonted, © the tive 35 reaching him : lock how ke
stiokes ; look out for yourselves lads.”

Shortly comes a dull, thudding sound, 2 whitr smoke wid 2 niass of
u\muhin" mounting in ithe ruddy glare of the bonfire, :nd the man
of sirew has been

BElown up, **blown higher than a kite,”
Much to the juveniles™ delight,
Head, lem‘y‘ and arms pm\\mcumxs fis.
Hark ! - the men shout, the children cry
s T died not think he'd go so high,
Furrah! hurrah ! well done for Guay.”

Puor gentleman Guy. His memorvy has been held up o 2 fair snl -
jves for seorn and contempt ;—But let him have all that he longs to
Lin ; don’t vob him of his bn-th-"tght. Dot make him into a Sp.m-
iard bocause he was the brave tool of Spanish villains, and dastardly
lesuity.  Guy was no foreigner. e was the son of his mother and
she was un Englishwoman,.

Were you over in the old city of York! If you have not seen it
yeu ean form but a very poor notion of its tortuous narrow lanes, by-
ways wiid remarkable lmildin'vs In this city, about the 16th Century.
there lived o family called Fawkes. This family was by name ansd

deseent English 5 they were protestants, respectable and intluential.
Some were in the ](‘rfal and mercantile prof'c:.sxonk others were digni-
taries of the chureh.  One of the latter was in his day regisirar and
advocate of the Consistory Court of the Cathedral, now ealled York
Minster.  Another was nolary and proctor.  Although, as we have
stated, they were of some little note in the city, it is quite Jilely that
roe one of then ever dreamt of their family name becoming so famous
in the ammals of English History and notorious as a sub.u:ct for public
execration and anaual exeention in efiigy.  The name of the ecclesi-
astical Jawyer was Bdward; and he was, according to the k unily regis-
ter the third son of Willium and Elen Fawkes. From the testa-
wentary division o property it would weem rhet Fedwawl was bis
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mother's fuvorite, for while thepther children came inte the Will for
trinkets furniture and such like odds andends, she bequeathed to hey
son Edward her wedding suit and the residue of her estate. Her
son Edward was married at the time the will was made, for his wife,
Edith, was present, holding fis her.arms her infant boy to whom the
grandmother left her “best whistle, and one old angel of gold, also to
her daughter-in-tuw, Edith Fawkes, her best kirtle and best petti-
coat.”

The old lady haut evidently notions of her own, for among other
singular bequests are, ““to my son Thomas, my second petticoat, my
worsted gowne, gardit with velvet, and a damask kirtle.”

‘Who got the third fourth, &e., petticoats, the document does not
state, but to a John Sheercerofte, Mistress Fawkes says, “Ileave
my petticoat fringed abont, my woorse grogram kirtle, one of my
lynn smockes, and a damask upper bodie.”

Tt does not necessarily follow, because of thisflegacy, that Mr. Sheere-
crofte would personally have to wear thesearticles, they might be in-
tended for a female relative of some propinquity. This is probable
from the fact that another gentleman figuring in Mrs. Fawkes's will
comes in for one of her bonnets ; which, if anything like the shape
worn about that time, would upon a man’s head have looked quite
remarkable.

Such was this singular will, and the “child in arms,” to whom she
left the gold angel aund the silver whistle, was the subject of our
paper, Guy Fawkes.

The registry of St. Michael le Belfry, an old church then, and
much older now, states that Guy was christened on the 16th April,
1570, which by common subtraction is 301 years ago. Where will
the old church be in 300 years more? Where shall we be? Not
where the okl church is we may safely venture to predict.

‘When Gny was in his ninth year he lost his father. The loss he prob-
ably never properly understood ; he was going to school at the time, and
for several years subsequent to his father’s death he continued to
attend the free foundution grammar-school in “tho Horse Fayre,”
adjacent to York.

Under the tuition of the Rev. Edward Pulleyne,-he accomplished
his humanities. Among other schoolfellows was one called Noxton,
who became the Bishop of Durham, and another boy, named Cheke,
who afterwards was a knight and baronet.

You can hardly mention an uncelebrated individual, who ever
attended a large English school, who did not associate with celebrities.
I suppose it cannot be avoided. But in the case of Guy thero wasa
notoriety among celcbrities.

If you look at a good map of England you will see that lying to
the north-west of York is the interesting town of Knaresborough,
about 17 miles distant, and not far from Knaresborough is Scotten,
which is only a village, though it occasionally happens that the vil-
lage is much larger than the ncighbouring town. It is not So with
Seotten, which respectfully maintains its relative proportions and
importance, in this respect a model lesson to subordinates.

In Scotten there lived a Mr. Dennis Baynbridge, who in some
way was well acquainted with the Fawkes, so when Edward Fawkes
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died, Baynbridge offered the widow Edith such pleasant consolation
in her bereavement that she rather summarily laid aside the weeds of
her sorrow for the blosgoms of & second bridal attire, and removed
with her two daughters, Anne and Elizabeth, and her only son Guy,
to Scotten. This Baynbridge was a Roman Catholic, in fact there
were a number of families of the Roman Catholic Church, such as the
I"ullens, Percies, Winters, Wrights, and I presume Wrongs, too, who
lived in Scotten and its neighbourhood. and whose names figure in
the story of the Gunpowder Plot.

‘We hidve no means of knowing what influence was brought to bear
upon Guy, but it is certain that the Fawkes' family were by N0 means
pleased with the marriage from the fact that on the w edding day of
Edith Fawkes and Deunis Baynbridge, the paternal uncle of Guy
made his will ; in which he showed his sense of the improprietyof the
marriage by omitting Edith’s name altogether, and by bequeathing
the bulk of his property to Guy’s two sisters Aune and Elizabeth.
Uncle Thomas must have regarded Guy with somo disfavour for to
him he left “a gold ring, a bed, and one pair of sheets with the appur-
tenances.”

‘When Guy came of age, he owned from his father some land and &
farm house. The greater portion of the land he sold, but retained
about three acres, which he leased to a tailor, called Lumley, for a
term of twenty-one years, at the annual rent of forty-two shillings.
(About $10 50c).

After looking round for some employment, he at length engaged
t0 go out to Spain, as a soldier errant. Itisin no wise surprising
that in Spuin he fell into bad company. It would have been much
stranger if he had fallen into the hands of good.

Bad company is usually much easier to find than good anywhere,
but in Spain ab this period, if history can be relied upon, the state
of society, where such as Guy would be found, was dveadful. The
continent was the rendezvous for adventurers of every description.
Intrigues in love, polities, war, and everything clse about which
vicious wen and women could scheme and plot, were universal, and
curious notions of honour and henesty obtained in every rank of
society.

From the accounts given of Guy it appears that he was very little
inferior to his usual associates in all tho manly gualities of drinking,
fighting, and their usual accompaniments. His ambition was to
have his name enrolled among the distinguished knights who figured

_on the Spanish roll of chivaln Y.

Although he was exceedingly brave and fought hard, he was not
fortunate in obtaining such a command as would give him his
coveted distinction.

Among his comrades was a knight named Catesby, from whom he
expected assistance in compassing his own promotion. From Spain
they went to Flanders, where Guy fought with such savage valour as
t0 be regarded as a most desperate character. Catesby went to Eng-
land, where, in conjunction with a number of others, he engaged in
the nefarious business of destroying king and parliament. It was
while they were arranging the details of this scheme, that Catesby
remmembered his companion in arws, and the thought oceurred to him

-
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that Guy would be the most suitable agent to coory out the design
they could possibly tind, if he could be induced to undertake the
husiness.  "The plotters at once seut a trusty messenger to Flanders
to sound this * very properest man,” this valiant, reckless, dare-devit
soldier of fortune. .

The messenger found him in a humour suited for the desperate
onterprise, for The at once eagerly engaged to c:ury out the details.

The foreign English m)ldmr l'lte]v from Flanders, cut quite & gay
fizure on the streots of London, where his he: wl-uarters were At an
inn in St. Cloment’s Danes,

'The general particulars of the plot are matters of English history,
and from a careful examination into all the particulars, it is quite
pltin that the object was wo-fold.  First and foremost the desperadoes
engaged were seeking their own advancement, and secondly and
subordm.lt(,lv to overtwrn the existing Protestant government, for
which treason they were fully e\pectmg both honours and reward.

They were, it s true, Roman Catholics, and as such were acting in
Spanish interest and indirectly under commission and encouranement
But the catholies as a body knew nothing of the plot, and the good
men among them then, as now, exerated it as a piece of cow*u‘dh
villany, ,—uot that Guy the chief actor and agent was a coward per-
sonally ; the me wer in which he went about the work showed him to
he 2 cvol and most determined adventwrer.  Guy was literally a soldier
of fortune and adventure, but nothingmore. He never dreamt of the
possibility of losing his own life in the attempt. He was evidently
quite persnaded that he would escape any personal danger from the
explosion, for he had provided a carringe and a boat to Tacilitate his
egeaps duritg the confusion which would ensue when the blmv-up
had taken place.

Guy was playing a desperate game, .m(l fortune did not favour him.
Tois cunuuouly stted that hmg James's suspicions were aroused by
the peenliar wording of the letter sent to Lovd Monteagle ; but it is
much more likely that Cecil furnished him with the hint which put
his fears rather than his segacity in exercise. There can be no ques-
tion that James had a quick scent for gunpowder, which was no ways
remarkable when we remember the fate of his father by that com-
psition ; and his own remarkable personal bravery would stimulate
him o enquiry in that direction when once he got the hint as to
wintt might give the “ unseen blow.” Perh‘lp., there is no circum-

\tanee in comncction with the whole affair more remarkable than
(Guy’s boast, « that throughout there was not a man employed, even
10 hendle 2 spade, who was not a gentleman.”  Gentleman Guy had
his own peculiar notions respecting “what constituted such a personage.
Such is the strange, anomalous character of the human mind in its
vagaries, that Guy died i in the full conviction that he at least was a
"r‘ut’onmn
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THE SUN AND THE WORLDS AROUND HIM.

LY OMICROX.

Fovrrru Paren*--Tur CONNECTION BETWESN SUN SPors AND
TERRESTRIAL PHENOMENA.

That the sun produces great changes through the entire solar
system is a fact with which all are acquainted. Its presence consti-
tutes our day ; his prolonged presence causes our summer, scabtering
winter’s ice and snow, and beautifying earth by calling into existcace
spring’s flowers «nd summer’s fruits; but other, phenomena, not so
evidently connected with the sun’s influence at first sight, when care-
fully examined, are found to be either due to his action, or at liast
<xist throngh some influence which may perhaps cause changes in
both the Sun and Earth.

We showed ‘in. a former paper that the sun undergoes periodical
«<hanges in relation to the spots on its surface, which are sometimes
very numerous, sometimes very few. ‘And as it is o known fact that
spots aze cooler than other portions of the sun’s surface, we naturally
expect that this may produce some effect on the planets of the sys-
tem, and that the earth may be influenced by the changes which we
see going on in the sun.

This conjecture has been proved in some instances to be un-
doubtedly true. A coincidence of u remarkable character exists
Detween the sun-spots and the earth’s magneiism. We will turn our
attention to this point first. It has loug been known that, during
the course of a single day, the magrctic needle exhibits a minute
<hange of direction, taking place n an oscillatory manner. And,
when the chavacter of this vibration came to be carefully examined,
it was found to correspond to a sort of effort on the needle’s part to
turn toward the sun. For example, when the sun is on the magnetic
meridian, the needle has its mean position. This happens twice in
the day, once when the sun is absve the horizon, and once when he is
Lelow it. Again, when the sun is midway between these two posi-
tions—which also happens twice in the day—the needle has its mean
position, because the northern and southern ends make equal eff wis
to direct themselves toward the sun. Four times in the day, ..n,
the needle has its mean position, or is directed toward the magnetic
meridian. But, when the sun is not in one of the four positions
«considered, that end of the needle which is nearest to him is slightly
turned away from its mean position toward him. The change of
position is very minute, and only the exact modes made use of in the

* ErrATA—In the third paper of this series the following mistakes occur on
page 205, 1st line top for SHOULD, read sHOTULD XoT. Sixth line, for nearest
the limb, rcad nears the limb,
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present age would have sufficed to reveal it. There it is, however,
and this minute and seemingly unimportant peculiarity has been
found to be full of meaning.”

“ Had science merely measured this minute variation, the work
would have given a striking evidence of the exact spirit in which
men of our dey deal with natural phenomena. But science was to
do much more. The va. .tions of this minute variation were t be
inquired into; their period was to be searched for; the laws by
which they were regulated and by which their period might perhaps
itself be rendered variable, were to be examined ; and, finally, their
relation to other natural Inws was to be sought after. That science
should set herself to an enquiry so delicate and so difficult, in a spirit
s0 exacting, was nothing unusual. Tt is thus that all the great dis-
coveries of our day have been effected. * * * * Tt is thought
by many, who bave not been at the paing to examine what science
is really doing in our day, that the wonders she presents are merely
dreams and fancies, which replace the dreams and fancies of old
times, but have no worthier claims on our belief. Those who care-
fully examine the history of sciengo will be found to adopt a very
different opinion.

“The minute vibrations of the magnetic needle, thus carefully
watched day after day, month after month, year after year—were
found to exhibit a yet more minute oscillatory change. They waxed
and waned within narrow limits of variation, but yet in 2 manner
there was no mistaking. The peried of this oscillatory change was
not to be determined by the observation of a few years. Between the
time when the vibration was least until it reached its greatest extent,
and thence returned to its fivst value, no less than ten and a half
years elapsed, and 2 much longer time passed before the periodic
character of the change was satisfactorily determined.

The rcader will at once see what those ebserv iticns tend to. The
sunspots vary in frequency within & period of ‘en and a half ycars ¥
and the magnetic dinrnal variations vary within 2 period of the same
duration, end a careful comparison has demonstrated that they agrec
most perfe ]y, not merely in length, but maximum for maximun
and minim.an for minimum. "When the sun-spots are most numerous,
then the daily vibration of the magnet is most extensive, while, when
the sun’s face is clear from spots, the needle vibrates over the small-
est diurnal are.” +

Perhaps the above quotation should be medified to @ small extent.
tho curve of Maguetic Declination closely resembles the curve of sun-
spots, and in general may be said to be parallel with it. But Prof.
Loomis shows in the “American Journal of Science,” for April, 1871,

* This period is not always exactly ten and a half years. The period has
varied {rom seven to sixteen ycars, and it is possible the difference may be
greater even than this, The coming period, from the present maximum to
the next will probably be very short.

+ I have given this long extract alriost unchanged from ¢¢Other Worlds
than Ours.”—By R. A. Proctor, F. R. A. 8. It expresses what I wish to say
on this subjcct{ctter, perhafs, than I should have done in my own way, but
with the reservations stated.
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that ¢ real differences existed in the years 1836—8, in 1842—4, and i
1864.” =

This coincidence between sun-spots and terrestitl magnetisra is so
minute that the ordinary observer would never have noticed it. But
it is far different with a phenomenon to which we will now direct our
attention. :

In the fall, winter and spring, we, in Canada, frequently witness a
sight of surpassing grandeur. On a cloudless night, when the moon is
below the horizon, and when darkness spreads itself all around, we
see & faint white light rising in the north ; an arch forms, having its
apex just under the pole, and beneath this arch of light a dark bank or
haze rests on the horizon. The brightness increases, and we see rays
spring upward from the arch, sometimes passing upward to a great
height ; usually, the colour is whitish yellow, but often the rays at the
eastern and western extremity of the arch become crimson, and green
i8 also frequently seen ; in fact, in the most brilliant displays all the
colours ave sometimes seen. The rays, or streamers, sometimes shoot
upwards and intersect ench other » little south of the zenith, forming
a corona, from which they seem to spread out in every direction,
forming & canopy of flame.

The reader will readily perceive that I refer to the northern lights,
or Aurora Borealis, & phenomenon which all admire but many points
about which we do not understand. That the light is emitted by in-
eandescent gas, is proved by the fact that the spectroscope shewsit as
bright lines ; a fact which our townsman, D. K. Winder, Esq., wasone
of the first to observe ; in fact he pointed out the gaseous nature of
aurora by spectrum analysis before the discovery of Angsirom was
ever heard of, up least by the writer of this paper.

Our present object, however. is not to investigate the nature of
aurora, but to call astention to the faet that it, too, is subjectto
pexiodieal changes in regard o the freqnency of its appearance, and
that its period very nearly coincides with that of sun-spots.

Prof. Loomis, of Yale College, has investigated this point with great
care, and if is very evident, that though some differences exist, there
is still w striking resemblance between the sun-spot curve and that
of aurora; many gurora being seen at sun-spot maxima and very few
at minima. The period on the average is about oleven years, butlike
the sun-spob period its length is variable,

To the student of nature—ithe man who seeks tobe better acquainted
with the Creator by studying his work—investigations such as the
preceding will be intensely intevesting.

But we now approach subjects which, whilst they loose none of the
interest connected with magnetism and auroral display, may possibly
be of greater utility to mankind.

So long ago as 1869 the writer commenced an examination of the
Rainfall at Toronto, making use of such records as I found in the
Canadian Almanac and Canadien Jourral, which I chanced to pos-
sess. This work led me-to suspect the existence of a coincidence be-
tween sun-spots and the Zain-fall at Toronto. Early in 1870 I wrote
to Professor Kingston, stating my hopes, and asking further infor-
mation. Fe kindly sent me a full set of the Records of our Obser-
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vatory fronm: the commencement up to the year 1868, and I applied
myself to see if a coincidence dic or did not exist.

It was not long before I found that the sun-spot minima years had
been dry years at Toronto, and this was published early in 1870 in
the Toronto Daily Telegraph, but still I could not trace a curve for
rainfall which coincided with the curve of sun-spots, as the curves of
magnetism and aurora did.

But another fact showed itself, viz., that we had also dry weather
at the years when the sun-spots reached their maxima ; and this was
an invariable rule so far as our record extended. Every year of sun-
8pot maximum or mintnum had been dry.

This was an important fact, but another of equal importance was also
noticed. The year previous to the extremely dry years had always
Dbesn very wet, the average rainfull being about 29 inches ; the years
of sun-spot maximum or minimum, about 20 only, and the years
previous between 30 and 40, one year reaching 43} inches. Those
were the extreme years, and as a consequence the most important. In
a letter to the Z'elegraph I pointed out the facts in relation to the past,
but did not venture to predict the future but I waited with intense
anxiety to know if the year 1870, the year previous to the expected
spot maximum, would be wet. I marked on a chart the expected
amount of rain for 1870 at 33 inches, and waited the result. The
length of that year appeared to mo extremely great, and I eagerly
noted every falling shower, and the returns of the Toronto Observatory
svere prized more than gold, for every month showed the year to be
more than usually wet. The hay crop was heavy, but saved with
difficulty on account of the rain. Our rivers were swollen to their
highest point, and finally at the year'send the Observatory Record
showed within a fraction of 33 inches, the very amount laid down
on my chart nearly a year before.

Success ingpired courage, and in the- latter part of 1870 I com-
menced a series of letters in the Toronto Leader, in which the facts
were stated in relation to the past, and a prediction ventured in re-
lation to the future. A short extract from those letters will not be
out of place in this connection. In my first letter I made use of the
following words ;—

“8ir,—Will you permit me to address the public through your
journal, on a subject which is not only interesting, but to the Agri-
culturist and Horticulturist very important. If our farmers and
gardeners could tell in advance, whether a season would be on the
whole wet or dry, they would make use of this knowledge in the dis-
tribution of crops, and doubtless greatly to their advantage. If it
were known that 1871 would be an unusually dry season, few farmers
would sow such crops as require much moisture, and such crops would
certainly not be planted in dry sandy soil ; low and damp ground
would be selected. The hay crop, which is seldom lheavy in dry sea-
sony, would be but little depended on ; and the farmer would husband
his previous year's stock of hay to serve him in the coming year. It
is not my intention, however, to point out how this knowledge might
be made useful ; the farmer would see multitudes of places to do this,
of which I have no knowledge whatever. My aim will be to point
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out when very dry, or very wet seasons may be expected; if I suc-
ceed in this, my object will be accomplished.”

And in my third letter I made use of the following words.

Our dry years will be found to synchronise precisely with a sun-
spot maximum or minimum as follows:

Sun-spots. ‘Toronto, Dry Years.
Min,, 1867 eiiiiiiiiiiieiiieens 1867
Max., 1860......ccociiiiiniiiienn, 1860
Min., I856.....ccccviiiiiiiiiiiininnnnn. 1856
Max., 1848, i 1848
Min., 1844....cccoiiiviiviiiiiinen.n, 1844

That the ahove coincidences should be the work of c¢hance, would
appear to me far more wonderful than to rvegard the dry years as the
result of the sun’s condition at those times, or that doth occur from «
third common cause.

1 expect the present year, 1870, to be about 33 inches, «acet yeur ;
and, as we shall in all probability get our sun-spot maximum next
year I expect a dry year, not much above 20 inches in 1871, Let us
watch the next year's rainfall for T do not fear but it will establish the
connection between sun-spot periods and rain beyond a doubt. And
my letter closed thus.— There is good reason to expect the sun-spots to
reach their maximura next year, viz.,, 1871, and that if the future
can be judged by the past, ‘¢ coming year will be very dry.

Having thus stated publicly that which I had stated only to a few
friends, previously, the reader may judge my anxiety to know the
fate of the prediction, by the verdict which the present ycar would
render in the case. Up to the ond of April it seemed asif I was
doomed to disapointment; but then came a change; dry weather
commenced with May, which has been the general characteristic of
the weather ever since.

The Hay harvest spoke out unmistakably as the foot note. show. *

The Records of Toronto Observatory up to the present dale, Nov.
1st, cannot show above 19 in. rainfall, and this fails to convey a full
idea of the extreme dvyness of the past seuson, because nearly all the
rainfall of August fell in two days. 'We have, morcover, had trom

*  Many pages ¢i quotations might be given in proof of this fact, but reports
from the various stations on the Great \%’estem and Grand Trunk Railways
are quite sufficiet. These repurts show that the hay crops are as follow :—

OVER AVERAGE AVERAGE. UNDER AVERAUE.

Goderich District.........c.cceuneee. 0 3 6
Western Distric .. 0 2 17
Central District............c......... 1 7 15
Eastern District.. .................. 1 7 19
Montreal District.................. & 3 2
Great Western crop report....... 0 12 15

1 34 74

Showing 11 places over an average, 34 anaverage, and 74 under an average,

But it ought to be noticed that it is one locality or district which gives 9 out
of the 11 places of over average, and this over average is on the low lands of
the St. Lawrence in the Montreal district. Newspaper reports from all parts
of the conntry and the United States corroborate tge above facts.

Se
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all parts of Canada, and the United States accounts of the unusual
lowness of the lakes and rivers, while Editors were gravely asking—
“Js the St. Lawrence drying up?” Steamers were contmually
grounding on bottoms where they usually sail with freedom. A south-
ern Editor's extravagant statement that— Captains of stcamboats on
the Mississippi had to keep whistling to keep the cows out of the way
of their boats,”—shows, in its way, the extreme lowness of that river
and conscquently the dryness prevailing over the great area of country
which it dvains. Then we have the extensive bush and prairie fives
which have swept over the land, blasting the fariser’s hopes for the
season, and, by destroying towns and villages in its desolating course,
annihilating the work of = life time, in the case of thousands; as
well as the great destruction of human life in Michigan, Wisconsin,
and other places,—all show in a manner there is no gainsaying that
the weather of 1871 has been very dry. *

Thus we regard the evidence complete. The document containing
the prediction was given a year in advance. The light hay crop,—
the Observatory Record,—The lowness of our Rivers,—attest its truth;
and the Fire fiend sweeping over the land has attached to tho instru-
ment its seal of flame.

" 'We may regard it as a settled fact, that the maximum and minu-
mum of sun-spots and dry weather in northern and western America
do coincide.

Much more might be said in relation to rainfull, but it would ex-
tend our paper to too great a length ; we must pass on to notice other
coincidences, equally interesting and important.

After having satistied myself that a real coincidence existed between
sun-spots and rainfall, I was fortunate in gaining the co-operation of
an estecmed friend, R. Ridgway, Esq., Editor of the Canadian
Magazine ; and to his active exertions, the writer is indebted for much
valuable assistance.

The temperature shows 2 coincidence with sun-spots very similar,
though not identical with rainfall. This fact is very evident in the
Toronto record. But in this investigation we have been forestalled
by the Astronomer Royal of Scotland, who has published the obser-
vations made at Edinburgh, which has placed the connection between
sun-spots and temperature beyond a doubt. The observations, and
curves, published in the Report of the Royal Observatory of Edin- .
burgh in July, 1871, show u period of low temperature at both sun-
spot, maximum and minimum. There is also a period of high
temperature between cach minimum and maximum ; but not between
the maximaand minima. The enrve of temperature at Toronto differs
somewhat from that of Edinburgh, local causes will doubtless produce
some variatious ; but there is at Toronto a very decidedly low temper-

® The burning of Chicago may be also recorded as one of the results of the
great drought of the present season. ‘The Chicago TrisUNE, on the Saturday
morning before the great fire which consumed its office, and the greater part
of the city on the following day, made usc of the following words :—

“For days past alarm has followed alarm, butithe comparatively trifling losses
have familiarized us to the pealing of the Courthousa bell, and wo have forgotten
that the absence of rain for thres woeks has left every thing in so dry and in-
flammable a condition that a spark might start a fire that would sweep from end
to end of the city.”
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ature at sun-spot minima, and on the whole the coincidence of the
curves is striking.

The coincidence between the Toronto rain curve and the curve of
Edinburgh temperature is very remarkable. Since 1844 our rainfall
shows nine very marked waves ; such also is the number of the waves
of Edinburgh temperature. Owr largest rain wave is hetween the
sun-spot minima and maxima ; sois their highest wave of temperature ;
we get little rain at both max., and min. ; they get a low temperature
at the same time. And thus it does seem possible to predict seraper-
ature as well as rainfall.

But we must notice another coincidence which is very interesting ;
and which to me appears full of promise. I refer to the coincidence
which exists between the low state of the waters of our Lakes and

Rivers, and the time of sun-spot maximum and minimum.

A record of the height of the waier of Lake Ontario has been kept
by the the Harbour BMaster at Toronte since the year 1854. The
water was then falling and reached its minimum in the latter part of
’56 and the early part of 57, when it commenced rising. This low
point was the time of sun-spot minimum. It continued to rise till
1858 wion the yearly mean was 31 inches,its highest point. 1t then
descended and reached its minimuwm, 18 inches, at the sun-spot maxi-
mum in 1860.  Then a rise took place till 1862, which was followed
by a descent till the latter part of 1867 and the early part of 1868, at
the time of sun.spot minimum. It then rose, until last year it stood
above 30 inches and has since fallen rapidly until the present year,
the year of sun-spot maximawm, it is lower than it was ever kuown
hefore.

On this interesting point much’remains to be done. My friend,
Mpr. Ridgway, is collecting information from various points, and if he
is successful in obtaining records, I doubt not but the result will fully
reward his pains.

But we must extend our inquiry beyond the waters of the western
world. Far away from our continent, in a country known to sacred
and classic fame, a mighty river flows through a land of which it is
thg life and wealth ; for Egypt owes its fertility to the overflowing of
the Nile; a fact which has caused the rise and fall of its waters to be
noted with scrupulous care. For long centuries the yearly taxes levied
on the Egyptians have been fixed by the height of the waters of that
river, as measured by the nilometer, said to have heen in use from
the time when Joseph governed the land of the Pharaohs.

Records covering a very long period still exist, which would be of
immense value in this enquiry ; those must be obtained, and be made
to give their evidence in deciding an important physical question.
‘With their aid we may perbaps determine the length of the sun-spot
period, and we may be able to decide if there was a sun-spot maxi-
mum in 1794, as Prof. Loomis suspects, or whether there was no maxi-
wum between 1787 and 1804, as Wolfe's tables show and the taeory of
“Omicron ” requires.

But we may go still further. If the quantity of water in the Nile,
for any given year, is in any way dependent on the condition of the
suan’s surface at that time, as there is reason to suspect,—then, Egypt
will not only aid us in solving an important physical question, but,
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as Egypt’s fertility depends on the overflow of the river, we may in
return warn her when years of scarcity approach, and when years of
plenty may be expected. Thus we may do for Fgypt, by a knowledge
of natural laws; that which ha®» not been done since, aided by
divine wisdom, Jacob’s favourite son foretold years of plenty and
dearth, when he stood' before Pharaoh, four thousand years ago.

- It was our design to have shown that Barometric pressure has also
its periods, and that they, too, concide with the sun-spot period. That
there also exists a period of storms, which may be foretold by the sun-
spot period ;—but these points, together with the tables of rainfall
and water-height must pass over to our next.

B o —

TO PAPA.

Early blooms thy little vose, in Auntie’s ¢ Shingle ” Bower
My own papa, for thee it grows ; that hopeful fairy flower!
In every crimson leaf, ‘round all the petals too,

Lie hidden there papa, sweet drops of morning dew
Yielding choicest perfumes, now treasur'd up for you!

Sweetly sings thy little pet,

The pretty hymns Aunt Jane has set;

And softly lisps his ev’ming pray’r

Near Auntie’s lap, when kneeling there !

Tovelier still his smiling face, lit up with hope and joy,

Esxpecting home & fond papa, with kisses for his boy !

Yes ! come papa! Just come and see, kow much I love to welcome thee?
ToroxNTO, September 21st, 1871.
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JTHOUGHTS AT NIAGARA.

—

How sad, my God, to linger here,
’Mid all these works of thine.

Alone, bereft of all I've loved,
Axnd joys that once were mine!

Loud anthems cheer those crested waves,
And kiss the floods below;

Where kidden thunder smites the rocks,
And bursts in ceaseless praise,

Of Hia who fix'd the rainbow there,
To mark its brightest days!*

Oh !} where 'mid all this radiant joy,
Can sorrow hope to live,

Deserted by those rays of Peace,
Which Z%ox alone can’st give?

Cold, cold, and blank, thut once bright home,
" Where now, in lonely howrs,
Love hovers round the vacant chair,
And haunts the silent bowers;
And Hopes once cherish'd there, have chang'd,
To Zears in sorrow shed,
Reflecting back the scenes I lov'd,
Ere that sweet spirit fled!
Kindred scenes, my Gob are these,
Which now around me lie,
Ever whisp’ring-—¢ cease poor soul,
‘WE too have yet to die!”

Sept. 21, 1871. T8 W

* Unlike the rainbow of the firmament whose presence is heralded by all
the gloomy accompaniments of rain or of thunder-storms (sowmnetimes both,)
+this beauntaful arch sits enthroned in peace above the waters, with its pillars
resting on the shores of two kindred empires. During the prevalence of
cloudy, dull, or stormy weather, when the rays of the sun do not penetrate
its LoCALE, it is, of course, invisible; buton the return of bright sun-lit days
its radiant tints stand forth once more, full, fresh, and clear, in all the glories
?lf their first creation—fitting emblem of the calmest, sweetest, brightest

ays!
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BEHIND THE FOOTLIGHTS.

NOTES BY AN EX-DRAMATIC CRITIC.

« Iix-critic, uh! that’s some fellow who has failed as an author.”
Not so fast student of Lothair. 'When Disraeli wrote that sarcasm, he
said what was neither true nor new. Not new, for does it not occur
in a metaphysical work by a German, too well known to be quoted?
Not new, for is it not found in an English classic, which I will quote, for
Dryden is shelv'd in these days, when many words not keen wit win
fame. The prologue to the tragi-comedy “The Rival Ladies”, first
acted in 1664, has this passage, (there are two speakers.)

1
‘“ Hold, would yon admit
¢ ¥or judges (critics i.e.) all you see within the pit ?
*“ Whom would he then expect or on what score,
<« All who like him have writ ill-plays before,
““ For they, like thieves condemned, are hangmen made
¢ To execute the members of their trade.”

¢ Behind the footlights” to young men and some old ones, is s land
of centertainment, all radiant with wit, beauty and bright lights, a
Bohammedan Paradise for mortals in the flesh. Having this fancy,
judge my emotion on being sent one day to the Theatre Royal to dun
the manager for over-due rent. I flew to the side entrance so oft
passed with wistful eyes, crept timidly along a dark corridor, asking
dirty “supers” the way and getting answers in mysterious stage jargon,
stumbling now and then over “ properties,” so called on the “ lucus a
aon lucendo ” principle, being worthless lumber, until more by ear
than eye I reached the stage whers a Pantomime wus under rehearsal.
It was noon, yet gas was Iit, while & stray sun-beam, just enongh to
make the prevailing darkness and dirt visible, stole from a sky light
across the “tawdry red” boxes, but soon withdrew like a fair virgin who
has strayed by mistake into 11} company. What a fall had my imagin-
ings! The leader of the Orchestra, with his fiddle, was lolling about in
his shirt-sleeves, smoking a dirty pipe; Harlequin was the pock-
marked young man who ¢ yearin year out” disfributed the “ bills of
the play, ” the “premiere danseuse,” so bewitchingly pretty, with such
teeth, such hair, such complexion, all lilli~s and roses, such contour of
limb, about whom many quarrelled nightly, she was going through a
“pas de seul” in 2 draggle tailed print gown, shoeless, front teeth out,
laid in fuct side by side with the “raven tresses” the local poetshad
sung of, and alas ! minus that anatomical grace of limb and bust which
gave her a Milo-Venvs like beauty of form.” To givethe “ coup de
grace” to my fancy, there was a very pronounced Havor of gin and
red henings in ‘he breath of more than one of the dwellers in this
fairy land ! ‘

Soon after this, my initiation, I was raised to the “sublime degree”
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of art critic to « daily journal, with, of course, a free pass to the
Theatre.

One night I wrote the critique of the performance “in advance,”
baving a more pleasant engagement for the night. To my horror next
day, I found, in trusting to the doctrine of chfmcov I had been de-
ceived ; in tho last act ot the tragedy one actor had stabbed the other
seriously so that no other piece was performed, I, however, never named
the accident which was the town’y talk, and and cm‘efully criticised a
comedy which never was produced! ¢ Experientia docet,” that is,
experience does it, ever after I took care when writing ¢in advance”
to call ¢ behind the footlights ” Inte, and see that all Tad gone off in
order before the paper wcnt to press.

Very odd sights are on view at times in the mimic world bounded
by that g]mmw row of shaded hurners, impromptu, unrehearsed, sido
splitting farces, yea and tragedics grim and sad, the heart of many a
*“poor player” bleeds with some home souow-stroko while he is ripp-
ling a vast audience with merry smiles.

The world hugs a prejudice against the bistrionic profession, that
its members are not so domesticated asis well we all shonld be. I have
known a husband’s ultra domesticity hide the fearful life-long anguish
_of a heart broken wife, all the world thinking her a lmppy woman
with so home-staying & mate ; and otherwise, I have known the
sweetest, gentlest of hearts heat beneath the breast of the actor whose
bread was got by performing gruff voiced ruflian parts, and who
never spent an evening at home ; “ Things are not what they seem
I well remember once secing Macready grasp “honest Tago” by
the throat, and half choking The wretch, in 3rd. Act, 3rd. Sceno of
Othello.  Next night the phy wag repeated, on rushed the “Star”
as the Moor in mimic rage, which soon changed to real fury, for as ho
How at fago he saw .that the witty actor had wonnd a towel round
his neck so as to give no hard hold, thus foiled he lost his presence of
mind and exclaimed, “You scoundrel, what do you mean, Sir?”
which is not in the text.  Macready was very boorish to provincial
actors, he had every scene set specially to his liking, and gave endless
trouble at rehearsals, so the retaliation of Iago by tho towel dodge
made the “scoundrel quite o hero in the green room.  One night in
the play of “The Corsican Brothers”, (. D n came on before
the duel, full of melo-dramatic solemmtv of visage, he was greeted by
the « Klng of the Gallery” with the exclamation, Danged if he

‘aint got his shirt out this time hoys”, which sent the honse into a
roar.  “D.” looked puzzled, but with the craft of a veteran retired,
and his pretty little wife explained mattors by saying, ** Why Charlie,
you've got my handkerchief tied to your tail 1" It had caught by
the lace border in a button, and gave him the appearance of bem«r in
that peculiar state of deshablﬂe so bluntly described by the Gftllery
King. This personage was an avtisan who occupied nightly the centre
seat among the “ gods”, and woce to any performer whom he caught
tripping or slipping, or gagging, as such faults he at once detected,
and insisted on boing corrected. Mrs. Chas. Kean, as Lady Macbeth,
was once coming down the stage in the g]eep-'\\ral‘nnt'r scenc, she was
dressed as she had been at the banquet This incongruity was too
much for the critic. he bawled out in stentor tones, ¢ Has'nt thee
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got a neet geown young woman?”. to which another added, ¢ Maybe
itsat the wash !”  The gravity of & crowded house gave way, and
poor Mrs. K., incensed at the laughter, retired, and refused to ve-
appear, although her own negligence alone had caused the interrup-
tion. An actor, named G—, in the lust act of Othello, introduced a
new “business”; instead of falling on the couch of Desdemona he
stabbed himself near the foot-lights, and fell forward with a thud
that produced a great sensation. One night having done this he
ook a glimpse as helay face upward, andsaw the curtainrolling down, so
as to full across his body, (the curtain in a large theatre rolls round a
civeular beam of great weight like a huge blind roller), Now, tho’
dead as Othello, he was wide awake as Walter G———=, so he sprang
to his feet, and retived in & by no means ghostly style. He was recalled,
and while bowing with the usual grave decorum a voice saluted him,
“Young man, do thee mind that rolling pin ancther time” ; what a
shout it elicited, the great tragedian (as he fancied himsclf) burst
out into a cachinnatory explosion, and for the first time the play of
Othello ended in “amuck lavghter.,”  The first night “Ingomar” was
put on the Drury Lane Stage I stood near the prompter's box, and
heard this, (Mr. Anderson and Miss Vandenhoff were standing
dressed for the leading characters,) “I will have my money Mr.
Anderson, you must pay me or I will not go on to-night.” T'o which
In duleet tones responsive Mr. A. said, “ My dear Miss V. what can
I do, the audience is waiting, you 2ust go on, you shall ox my Lonor
be paid to-morrow.”  This dinlogue was cut short by the prompter’s
bell sending up the curtain, and dunner and dunnce fell to love
making, all oblivious, pro tem, of filthy lucre.

On the same wilderness-wide boards we stood next day at rehearsal;
the “ Premiere Danseuse ” was called but came not, Mr. A. swore
and raved so badly that with equal fury on came the sprightly Ma-
dame D. in the most emphatic state of Sans Culotteism conceivable
and exclaimed, “ Vatyou vant me to come withno dress at all,
Mons. Anderson, eh.”

Mr. A, veplied with his high tragedy tone, * Madame ’tis said of
your sex when unadorned, adorned the most, still in this case the
common habiliments of your sex wounld improve your appearance.”
‘We once heard Laertes exclaim to Humlet, who had struck him with
his rapier, * Confound you, Sir, if you do that again I'll punch your
head,” all the time fencing with mock gravity ! Another night as the
¢« Duke of Buckingham ” lay a corpse we heard him.whisper to his
slayer, who had just uttered 8o much for Buckingham,” < Bob, send
Dick for a pint of half and half ;" this new reading, like the threat of
Laertes, is interesting mainly as an instance of the *ruling passion
strong in death,” the ¢ Buckingham ” in this case having a pewter
pot of half and half seldom faxr from his lips! But to reverse the
medal, T one night noticed Mrs. M. turn pale and quit the stage
before her time; ere she could slip acruss into her own room she was
2 mother. To those “ behind the foot-lights ” the ery of a new actor
on the world’s stage was heard mingled with the prompters casual
voice, the raving of a neisy tragedian, the strains of the orchestra, the
uproar of an excited ¢ house,” amid which scenes it makes its debut
and final exit ! The weeping of its dying mother, sobbing her life
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out in angaish, went on while crowds were yelling for her to re-ap-
pear, and all unconscious that she was then playing the ¢ last scene
of all” in the drama of life, once and for ever, cried out vaciferously
¢ Encore ! Encore !”

‘What o picture of life! Not an hour passes but amid the din and
bustle, the shout and merriment of the living, there is heard ¢ behind
the footlights,” in the privacy of home, the sobs of breaking henrts,
the moans of tho dying, the weoping sighs of agony under crushing
SOFFOW.

“ Behind the foot-lights” destroys the romance of the stage by de-
stroying its power of illusion. The whole civcumstances thero are
devoid of poetry, the glare, paint, padding, all are stripp’d, actor and
actress are seen as plain men and women working hard for bread,
burthened with the vulgar cares excited by the mean delights of our
common, very common, humanity. ¢ All the world’s n stage and the
stage is all the world in little,—no more sin, nor less, no more virtue,
nor less, no more romance nor less exists ¢ behind the foot-lights™,
than is met in the daily round of life in other spheres.  Under cowl,
cassock or lights, human nature is the same.

THE CIVIL LIST,

BY THE EDITOR.

Tue Proonruss or Porrticar, EprcaTiun aMoxG 7uE ProvLe.

In owr first paper we alluded to the goneral discontent among the
masses of the English people, and the expression manifested in the
recent agitations against Royal dotations, pensions, and annuities.
But before discussing the causes which have led to this revolution in
public opinion, or perhaps it will be more correct to say which have
led to a development and frce expression of sentiments, which have
long existed but bave been allowed to lie dormant, we preferred
giving a summary history, explanatory of the Civil List, showing thas
its settlement, as fnally decided upon in 1837, was only the latest
result of long continued legislation, the crowing effort of a long
series, to place the Monarch’s income on a permanent, firm, and con-
stitutional basis.

We will now proceed to notice, and, possibly, discuss the causes
which have long been operating, as a leaven fermenting among the
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muss of English workera and society generally, to produce the * res
novae ” which is loudly demunding « veform in the Civil List.

All human ingtitutions aro necessarily temporary ; and wheve from
their congtitution they are dependant upon class interests and political
opinion, they will be liable to sudden changes. Of this we see a
striking illustration in the history of the Civil List. Since the re-
volution under William IIL., of glorious memory, there have been
none of those unseemly collisions and disputes botween the monarch
and parlinment, which characterised previous reigns; and since the
settlement, in 1837, to the present, or rather the late agitations, no-
thing has occurred to disturb the public mind. But this is because
no occasion has presented an opportunity for the public voice to ex-
press itself, and not because there has been gencral unanimity of
opinion, or universal satisfaction with the existing state of things.
Thero have always been grumablers to be heard, here and there, but
these have been exceptions to the general rule ; a kind of foot notes
to tho general text, illustrative and explanatory of special cases in
tho great social problem.

At no period has there been a recégnised republican party in Eng-
land—that is to say a party whose avowed object was the abolition
of our limited monarchy; but now and again some republican, or
people’s orator would arise, claiming sympathy and identity of in-
terest with the down-trodden, overworked, and underfed people, and
attract the public attention, like some meteor or rocket, blazing for
a time and then suddenly extinguished. Occagionally a revolutionary
brockure would appear, and obtain a rapid circulation among th
working and trading classes, and create a temporary sensation, pro-
portioned in its intensity by the circumstances in which it origin-
ated and the character of its execution.

We remember hearing of one of these pamphlets, professedly
written by a handloom weaver, but really the production of a school-
master. The writer described the glorious heritage of Britons—the
riches, fame, and glory of Old England, with a glowing eulogy upon
its civil and rcligious liberty.

The writer stated that in their neighbourhood they had reason to
be thankful, for they could emrn a living by working from early
morning till late at night, and for tkeir daily food had oatmeal por-
ridge, hasty pudding, and, in season, nettle broth and such like deli-
eacies. Occasionally for Sunday’s dinner {hey had meat and potatoes,
and now and again wheaten bread. Thet thus enjoying good bealth,
peace, and contentnent,

They need not envy the rich and the great,
Who roll in splendour but live on the State.

Viewing mattors in this philosophical and christian spirit they could
sit in their looms, and with thankful hearts for their happy lot, sing,
“ Brave Britons nevor shall be slaves.”

The leaven was at work. This was at the time when Bonaparte
had brought the continent under his yoke and sought, to destroy the
commerce of England. Tlushed with his victory over Prussia, he
issued his extraordinary Berlin decree, dated 10th November, 1806,
in whick he declared the British Islands in a state of blockade, all
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Englishmen, wheresoever found, prisoners of war, and all British
goods lawful prize ; furthermore interdicting all correspondence with
the Buitish dominions ; prohibiting all commerce in British produce,
and excluding from the ports of France, and of all other ports under
French control, every vessel of whatever nation, that had touched at
a British port.

The English Goverument (the Whigs were then in ofilee) could not
permit such magnanimity to pass unnoticed, so they coolly adopted
the initiative, and did for France what he had threatened to do for
England. But during this state of things the commerce and manu-
factures of England were suffering, in fact it was a period of general
distress. .

In this state of things the merchants and manufacturers of Lon-
den, Liverpool, Manchester and Hull petitioned Parlinment against
the existing policy, which was totally destructive of trade. M.
(afterwards Lord) Brougham and Mr. Baring conducted the enquiry
and the evidence brought before Parlinment was absolutely appalling.

“I would draw yonr attention,” said Mr. Brougham, “to the cot-
ton districts, merely to present onc incidental circumstanco which
chanced to transpire respecting the distresses of the poor in thesc
parts. The food which. now sustains them is of the lowest kind, aud
of that there is not nearly a sufficient supply; bread and even pota-
toes, are now out of the question; the luxuries of animal food, or
even milk, they have long ceased to think of. Sir Robert Peel told
us that lately he went to look after the rents of property helonging
to him, consisting in part of cottages and little picces of ground let
out to work people, but when he entered their dwellings and found
them so miserably altered, so stripped of their wonted furniture, and
other little comforts, and when he saw their inhahitants sitting down
to a scanty dinner of oatmeal and water, their only meal in the four
and twenty hours, he could not stand the sight, and came away un-
able to ask his rent.”

The people were passing through a valley of adversity which was
exercising their minds and teaehing them great and exceedingly im-
portant political lessons, which afterwards bore practical fruit.

Circumstances were gradually opening their eyes to the necessity
of obtaining a more perfect and equable system of representation
in the House of Commons. The passing of the Corn Bill, in 1815,
was one of these. Wo can only just state that the object of this
Bill was protection for what was conceived to be agricultural interests
by prohibiting the importation of wheat when the price was under
B80s. per quarter (about $20 per $ bushels). This was an instance of
clags legislation which occasioned an immense amount of discontent
smong the commwercial and manufacturing classes, and which, from
the time it passed in 1815, until 1846, when it was prospectively
repealed, met with continued and determined opposition ; we say no-
thing of the more formidable symptoms of the people’s dissatisfaction
in the form of plots, disturbances, and riots from the day on. which it
passed into law, and which were not. confined to the manufacturing
towns, but actually first originated in a small village called Southery,
six miles from Littleport, on tho Great Ouse, in Cambridgeshire.
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Next morning the rioters assembled in greatly incressed numbers at
the old town of Ely. The cry at this time was, ¢ Repeal the corn
law! Restore the Heptarchy !”

The leaven was at work. The people, disappointed in their expecta-
tions that peacc would bring prosperity and plenty, lost fuith in o
legislature which had cucsed them with a corn law, and the cry was
general for a better representation in Parliament. One of the local
writers, Samuel Bamnford, says, * At this time (1816) the writings of
Willinm Cobbett suddenly Lecame of great authority; they were
vead on nearly every hearth in the manufacturing districts of South
Lancashire, in those of Leieestor, Derby, and Nottingham ; also in
many of the Scottish manufacturing towns. Their influence was
speedily visible. e directed his readers t> the true cause of their
sufferings—misgovernment, and to its proper corroction— parliamentary
reform.  Riots soon became scarce, and from that time they have
never obtained their ancient vogue with the labourers of this coun-
try. Let us not witiwid the homage which, with all the faults of
Williain Cobbett, is still due to his great name. Instead of riots and
destruction of property, Hampden'clubs were now established in
nmany of our large towns and the villages and districts around them ;
Cobbett’s books were printed in a cheap form ; the labourers read
them, and thenceforward became deliberate n.ud systematic in their
proceedings. Nor were theve wanting men of their own class to en-
courage and direct the new converts. The Sunday-schools of the
preceding thirty years had produced many working men of sufficient
talent to become readers, writers, and speakers in the village ineet-
ings for parliamentary reform ; some also were found to possess arade
poetic talent, which rendered their effusious popular, and bestowed
an additional charm on their assemblages ; and by such various means
anxious listeners at first, and then zealous proselytes, were drawn
from the cottages of quiet nooks and dingles to the weekly readings
and discourses of the Hampden Clubs.”

We have quoted thus freely from this quaint Radical writer because
it slho“s how the poople went to work to educate themselves politi-
c'il y.

* To assist them in spreading their opinions missionaries were em-
ployed to travel and organize societies in the interest of the contem-
plated reforms. the a number of these men became eloquent
speakers, and exerted an immense influence over the minds of the
working classes. One of these people’s orators, an extreme radical,
i described by one who knew him well as a man possessing an extra-
ordinary gift of working upon the passions of the multitude. The
portrait is drawn by our " Samuel Bamford, the radical poet and laurate
of the people, and the subject of the sketeh is Henry Hunt, who, for
the advocacy of his opinions at the great meeting on the 16th of
August, 1819, in St. Peter’s Field, and previous movements, was im-
prisoned in Lincoln Jail for two years and six months.

It-is somewhat remarkable that the roof of the great Free Trade
Hull, Peter Street, Manchester, covers the spot where the hustings
stood, from whence Hunt was addressing the dense multitude, sixty
thousand persons, when the Manchester Yeomanry, supported by the
15th Hussars, dashed into the crowd. Sir W. Jollifle, who was a
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Heutenant in the 15th, says: ‘People, yeomen, and constables, in
their confused attempts to escape, ran one over the other, so that, by
the time we had arrived at the end of the field, the fugitives were
literally piled up to a considerable elevation above the level of the
field. The hussars generally drove the people forward with the flats
of their swords, but sometimes, as is almost invariably the case when
men are placed in such situations, the edge was used both by the
hussars, and, as I have heard, by the Yeomen.” Subsequent exami-
nation proved that the sword had been used pretty freely ! Eleven
persons killed , six hundred wounded. One hundred and forty re-
coeived severe sabre cuts, and fourteen of this number were females !
It was a political baptism of blood.

Hunt, and his coinpanions on the hustings, were taken into cus-
tody, and among the rest thus seized were Mr. Tyas of the London
Times, and other reporters, so that the reports of the meeting first
pulished in London were from the pens of Mr. Prentice and Mr. Taylor,
of Manchester, who wrote that evening, knowing that the London
reporters were in custody. However, when the reporters were seb at
liberty, they gave the details of the massacre without sparing the
colour. '

From the general testimony it appeaas that up to the moment when
the dispersion commenced the assembly was as peaceable and well
conducted as any such immense gathering could possibly be. M.
Smith, one of the editors of the Liverpool Mercury in his evidence
said, “In no case whatever did I see any attempt to resist nor any
encouragement to resistance given by Mr. Huut, nor any other per-
son, either by word, look, or gesture. I am more than six feet high,
and therefore was enabled to see all that took place.” Similar evi-
dence was given by Mr. E. Baines, jun. of the ZLeeds Mercury, and
others upon the hustings at the meeting.

This extraordinary dispersion, of a legally convened meeting
created an immense sensation all over the country, and aroused feel-
ings of indignation among all classes ; meetings were held int London,
Glasgow, York, Bristol, Liverpool, Norwich, Nottingham, Birming-
ham, and various other large towns, for the purpose of addressing
remonstrances to the Regent respecting the action of Lord Sidmouth
in thanking the Manchester magistrates for such infamous pro-
ceedings.

We see in the movements of this period the fonndation of the
Manchester and other reform schools, which have done, and ave still
<oing so much to revolutionize old ideas and overturn class interests.
We see the origin of that spirit of enquiry among the masses, which
to day is attacking and discussing the time honoured institutions of
England in a somewhat irreverent and unsparing manuoer.

But in 1819 the people had not obtained the means of spesking
offectively dn the councils of the nation. They had begun to think
for themselves, to write and speak publicly and forcibly upon the
leading questions of the day, but they could not speak directly
home.

It ought to he understood that these conflicts of opinion and in-
terest were not between the old Whig and Tory parties, as they had
cxisted from the time of Charles IT., but between a new party,
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(claiming a right to be heard in tones somewhat harsh), and the ex-
isting ministry.

This new party was a groat power, but it was scattered, and in
some respects disunited, so that it wanted the means of concentrating
aud applying tho power which it had.

‘What could a general do towards driving out an enemy if his
troops were scattered all over the kingdom? It is evident he must
concentrate and bring them into such « position that they eansupport
each other, and thus act in concert. The people were aware of their
weakness and its cause, and were in earnest to obtain u removs! of
their disabilities. They knew that in politics, as in their daily me-
chanical labour, ¢ United power grows stronger.”

They could see plainly, from the determined proceedings of the
Sidmonth and Castlereagh government to put them down by force,
that nothing ovuld help their cause unless that cause could be fairly
represented and supported in Parliament, whieh seemed almost, under
existing circumstances, hopeless. But among those workers were
brave hearts and strong minds, intelligent and thoughtful men with
whom conviction and resolution, principle and feeling, went hand in
hand—such men as these would not be put down by either prosecu-
tions or any other method. )

Hitherto government procecdings had been directed against the
leaders of the. rabble mob,” and such like persons, against whom
they could act without exciting sympathy among the more influential
classes, ab least so they thought, there can be no doubt.

In this particular they found they were mistaken ; the people had
friends amoug both the nobility and gentry who were by no means
slow in showing that they considered some of the cleims put forth by
them were founded in justice, and would sooncror later have to he
conceded.

One of these sympathizers was Barl Fitswilliam. This nobleman
then Lord licutenant of the West Riding of Youk, the Duke of Nor-
folk, and other noblemen and gentleman signed a requisition to the
high sheriff' to call a meeting of the freeholders to protest against the
proceedings of the Manchester magistracy on the 16th of August.
The report of the meeting as given in the Annual Register states that
the whole business was left in the hands of the noblemen and gentle-
men who had thus come forward to speak out for the generally abused
radicals,—showing that they were quite willing to take subordinate
positions when persons of station and superior social position came
forward to advocate the cause of truth and justice. Owing to the
prominent part taken by Earl Fitzwilliam at the meeting, he immedi-
ately received from the Prince Regent his dismissal from the oflice
of Lord lieutenant. Of course the ministry were the acting parties
but both ministry and Prince were laying deep the foundations ot
thorough distrust and personal hate. !

More than fifty years have passed and most of the actors are gone
to their account but the memory of that prince and those ministers
are to this day regarded with contempt, but of this we may say more
in another place.

The first person of distinction prosecuted for libel was Siv Francis
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Burdett. Heissued a cireular letter ¢ Tothe Electors of Westminster,”
A copy of that address is before us, as we write, but we cannot ind
spaco for it, The letter shews the spirit of the times, and is rather of
an incemperate character, although it deals with serious facts which cer-
tainly were sufficient to call forth indignant expostulation and rebuke.

An information was filed against Sir Francis by the Attorney-
General. The tuial was arranged to take placo at the Leicestor assizes
where the Crown were aware a jury could be obtained which wowld
agree to anything required from them. * In this caso tho decison vas

® The ostensible reason for holding the trial at Leicesterwas that the informa-
tion had been posted in a Leicestershire Post Office; but the real reason wan
that had the trial boen héld in London no jury could have been obtained to
givo a verdict for conviction,

arrived at without the jury leaving the Court--% Guilty of libel.”
Fine £2000, and three months imprisonment.

A number of other prosecutions followed which we cannot enumeor-
ate, we have given the above as specimens of the general proceedings
of the government who no doubt thought they could by such methods
affectually suppress all demands for an improved system of represen-
tation.

But the people were becoming thovoughly aroused, their failures
wera making them wiser ; sad mistakes bad been made which their
enemies had used to their disadvantage. The common senseles cry
was then as now, “the church and king,” as though either the church
or the king wore in danger by tho proposed inuovations. At this
$ime the dissenters from the established church were hecoming formi-
dable in their numbers and influence, and as many of them took »
prominent part in the radical movement the whole body were regard-
ed, and, indecd, had been since 1810, with suspicion. Our next
paper will discuss this subject.
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ROYALISTS AND LOYALISTS.
An Historicnl Hobel,

By the Author of “OccasioNar, Parers,” “Waar SuaLu W Do ¥

“W AR Skercnes,” ¢ Tue Two N EIGHBOURS," &c.
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®

CHAPTER VL :

0 Wyoming, thou famous mystic land,

Where burted history speaks of former power,
Where hoary trees on ancient ramparts stand,

And high o'er long fordotten rnins tower.

"Thine ig a record dark with savage wrong,

‘Thine picturesque beauty stained with human gore ;
The scenes of paradise to thee belong,

But dark with%orn‘d memories of yore.

The superficial reader of the history of America will very naturally
suppose, from"the statements met with in works upon that subject,
that the first blood shed in the war of independence was in the skir-
mish at Lexington, near Boston, on the 19th of April, 1775. The
careful student of-that strange political contest, about which there
exist so many conflicting accounts, will find that we must go farther
back than 1775 to find the primal conflict which originated that war-
storm, that bad been gathering and darkening upon the political
horizon, for years and which gradually overspread the whole of the ori-
ginal thirteen states with dark clouds of discontent, in social and politi-
cal life, and which finally culminated and burst where they originated,
in that cradle of rebellion, Boston.-—The Yankees call it the Boston
massacre. Party feelingr, biiter personal animosities were created
and continued to rankle until they boro the usual fruit—private
injuries in person and property, rapine and murder. We do not
suppose that the rebellion, with its consequent war, will show any
darker scenes of crime than the civil wars of England, but it pre-
sents some of startling magnitude.

Nothing however in the whole annals of that strife can exceed the
atrocities of Wyoming, arising out of human cupidity in the opposing
TLand Companies and opposing Colonists, before the enmities of Whig
and Tory lent a further if not increased virulence to the contest.

TUnder the cover of Whig and Tory animosity, many dark deeds of
blood and Larbarous outrage were perpetrated, which were the acts
of private revenge, and the mere gratification of vindictive feeelings.

Among other persons with their families who had removed to the
‘Wyoming was White, who had gone with a number of families from
Connecticut to settle in the upper portion of the valley. Me had
been residing there about four years, during the five years peace sub-
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sequent to Colonel Clayton’s withdrawal of his Pennsylvanian troops.
Doaring this time the settlement had increased rapidly, so that about
the breaking out of the war it numbered, perhaps, five thousand
of a population.

Immediately after the hostilities which oceured at Lexington, be-
tween the British troops and the inhabitants, party feeling renewed
those old feuds between the rival companies which had apparently
only slumbered, and awaited some exciting cause to awaken them into
renewed vigour and ferocity. Congress interposed its authority to
suppress the disorders, but to little purpose, and in the meantime
the provineial government of Pennsylvania organized and sent seven

- hundred troops, under the command of Colonel Plunkett, to assist
their own settlements, but these were totally defeated and-driven
back, and thus summarily closed any further attempt at invasion. .

But now came difficulties and divisions frem another source ;
hitherto they had principally consistod of disputes respecting land
claims, now arose differences respecting the great national question
which had arisen between the colonies an. England. Many of the
settlers in the valley of the Wyoming favoured the royal cause, and
the integrity of the Empive, and these were at once regarded with
suspicion and hatred. Many who had come from the Delaware left
the valley at once and enrolled themselves under the command of Sir
John Johnson, and of Colonel John Butler. White, however, had
no intention of removiug from the valley; he was by no meansa
bitter partisan, and had he remained unmolested would probably have
continued neutral,

At this time White was about fifty years of age, while his eldest
son was about twenty-four or five. He was well aware that both his
immediate neighbours and himself were regarded as enemies to the
republican movement, and he could not but feel apprehensive for his
safety.

Three companies of regular troops had been enlisted, and upwards
of a2 thousand militia enrolled. Numerous collisions had occurred
between the Whig party and individual adherents of the Royalist
cause, and outrages on person and property were occurring in every
direction.

He had meve than once been applied to for his quota of provisions
to make up supplies for the army, which he had promptly and firmly
refused to give ; but he could nof help feeling perplexed and alarmed
for his safety, for he knew he had to do with resolute, and in many
cases very unscrupulous men.

Revolving these matters in his ind he went over one morning to
consult with a neighbour circumstanced much the same as himself.
This neighbour was & quiet, inoffensive person who would not offend
much less injure any one. He was of a religious sect called
Moravians,—Dby their tencts non-combative.

About this time therc had been a few demonstrations made by
straggling parties of Indians, accompanied by men who had either
been driven away by violence or who, taking a leading active part as
partisan Tories, were out in oppcsition to the Whigs. '

As White and his neighbour were conversing about: these things,
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their attention was attracted by a number of men approaching, all of
whom were mounted on horseback.

‘While engaged watching these the back door opened, and without
any ceremony a man entered and walked straight up to where White
and his ncighbour were standing looking out at the window. 8o
much was their attention engaged that uniil the man placed his
hand upon White’s shoulder they did not notice the intrusion. How-
ever, when White turned and saw who it was, he appeared well
pleased to see the intruder.

“ You are warching your visitors, I sce,” said the stranger, “ they
are coming, I guess, to help themselves to anything handy.”

“ Well, but who are they ?” enquired White.

“ Guess they are Whigs,” answered the stranger, who wzs no other
than Bent, now an old man between sixty and seventy, but still fuall
of energy and fire, strong and vigorous.

“ Have not you been visited before ?”

“ Yes, we have been notitied and asked for provisions, and I had
come down this morning to havg a talk with my neighbour here, 2
to what we must do.”

“ Well they are coming to help themselves you may depend, just
as they have done cverywhere, where the folks did not come down
of their own accord. Therc must be no neutrality in this contest you
may depend.

While Bent was speaking, about 2 dozen men had ridden into the
barn yard, tied up their horses to anything convenient, and were busy
giving them water and hay from the barn.

‘ They mean to help themselves, sure enough,” said White.

Hitherto Mr. Closky, his neighbour, had said nothing, but was
attentively watching their proceedings. The rest of the family were
going about their work as though nothing unusual was going on.

The men shortly went to the bam, and they could not sec what
they were doing. They conjectured however, and correctly, that
they were filling their sacks with grain.

“T should just like to serve those fellows out,” said Bent,  they
8o so composedly abou$ their work. I would not wish for better
sport than to ambush them with an active party such as I could find
witheut going very far. Tthink I could put them into a hurry about
getting away from here.”

“We should not resist evil, friend,” said Mr. Closky, * we have
the very best authority on that point. It is far better to bear with
a grievance than to resist it, no matter what it is. If we take mat-
ters into our own lands to sct them right, we shall be sure to
make them worse.”

Bent looked at the AMoravian, while he was making this short
speech, with a puzzled expression of countenance. At lengtk,
however, his face brightened up.

“ Guess, friend,” he said, “that I have heerd sume such preach-
ing afore, somewheres. Yes, yes, I mind now, it was one of them
missionary preachers as came along, rorth, with Old Tadeuskund*”

2This Tadcuskund was a noted Delaware chief; for years known amorg the
English by the name of Honest John., He embraced the Christian faith and was
baptized by the Moravians 1ie was a very fine 0ld man, but his Indian habits
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And then Bent laughed. “Tadeuskund got on pretty well when
all was quiet, and the hatchet was buried after a great smoke, but
hie was soon up again if he saw the war pdint.

I guess that doctrine is rather purtic’lar to practice on. T'r not
going to dispute, I might improve some myself, but I have no gift
that way.”

« Well, friend,” said Closky, “ supposing I could resist those
men, successfully, so as to drive them away ; it would only be for
a time; they would refurn with greater numbers and burn my
place down and perhaps kill me into the bargain. Had I not bet-
ter, even in a worldly point of view, bear with present evil lest a
greater shounld follow frora resistance ?”

Bent laughed in his quiet way—there was no sound when he
laughed.

I guess, friend,” he said, “there’s no use in our arguing ; you
are great on Scripture and book-learning, which is quite out of my
line ; at least just mow, in these stirring times, but when this
trouble is over I think I shall just settle down in some little cabiz
where I cun hear the wind sway the treee, and my friends can drop
in on me for a smoke and a chat. Iwish my old friend Okwaho,
could listen to you, hie would imbibe some new ideas; and as his
fichting days are nigh o'er, it would come easier to him; sowehow
Pm doubtful, though, about his conversion. Okwaho and I must
have a talk abont the matter;—Dbut I see those fellows have pretty
nigh loaden up, and I must be going.

Just then the door opened, and there came a loud hissing sound,
quickly repeated. ¢ Tm coming, boy,” he answered, and the
door closed.  “I called, as I came along, at your house,” he
said, addressing White, ““and Florence, (Mrs. White) said you were
over here, and so I followed, for I must have a long talk with you.”

“But who comes here ?”

A stranger passed the window, and knocked at the front door.
Just at this moment theback door opened again, and an Indian
glided 1, concealing himself in the stair which went up near the
five place in the kitchen. Although he came in so stealthily, Bent
saw him and nodded.

The stranger came in with an air of authority, and asked for the

were strong ; he was {oo fond of muscular and combative display, fora strictly
consistent audherence to the pactlic teachings aud practice of the Moravian preith-
ren. His vlews were not unlize those of the Normaau clergy, who were peaceable
when it was convenient, but when the trirmpet of war sounded, would ride forth
2 black cassock uver their body armour, a formidable club, not unlike the lndian’s
tomahawk, hanging [when not in their hand in use] at tho saddle bow. Their
priestly vows forbade them to shed bloed, but did not specify a prohibitisn frcm
dashing out an enemy’s brafns. Whenever the war path was open, the tempta-
tion te exhibit his prowess in war was to Tadeuskund quite irresistible. The re-
straining element couid nod couuterbalance the constralning, the law of dad was
t0o strong for the Jaw of good; and I suppose that even in this respect the old
Indian was not much inferior tohis paje-1aced brethren. The war over, Tadeuas-
kund would quictly return to the rpmctice of these duties in which theory was not
100 difticult for practice in daily lfe.

In 175§, he unfortunately gave offence to the Six Nations by taking part in con-
cluding a peace contrary to their wishes, at least they were not duly consulted.
To revenge this insult, 2 party of them visited the Delawares in the attitude of
friendship, in_ April, 1763, and set fire to the Old Chief’s house, in which he was
burnt o death.

The act was charged by the Indians tothe ndventurers who had come from Con-
necticut, which soen led to an attack uponthein by the Delawares, in retaliation
for the death of thelr esteemed chief.
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master of the house. Bent pointed to Mr. Closky, and was moving
away, but the man put out his hand to stay his progress.

“I will not,” he said, $‘detain you long if all be as it should be.
I see you are a hunter, and I must ask you a few questions before
you go.”

“I have a partic'lar dislike to answering questions just now,
stranger,” said Bent, adopting a strong nasal tone, “but I don't
mind strainin a pint that way. Butb as turn about is only fair, and
as I am the older man, enppose I commence by asking for a little
information. I shouldn’s mind knowing, for instance, who I'm =
talkin® to. It aint General Washington, nor Montgomery, nor
Arnold, for I happen to know all these, but you may be one of the
new manufactured as I have Zeerd tell of.”

This speech was delivered in a sarcastic tene, and with an inde-
scribable air of earnestness and mockery, correct and dialectic pro-
nunciation combined.

The stranger seemed for a momentat a loss what to answer, but
quietly drawing from Lis pocket a large pistol, he said, as he ex-
amired the priming :— i

¢ 0ld man, I am not here to trifie or to be trifled with, and if
you attempt any more insults, it may cost you your life.”

“ Oh, oh, stranger, not so fast, if you are above answering ques-
tions, there’s no use in getting angry and threatening to shoot an
old hunter with such a contemptible thing as that’ere iron. 1f I
am to be shot let it be with a respectable rifle ; but I must be go-
ing, so ybu can just clear the track. The Indian had advanced
from his concealment and stood close behind the stranger, but
without anything indicating hostility in his manner.

As Bent finished speaking he stepped forward but was confronted
by the pistol.

“Back, sir,” said the stranger, in 2 commanding tone, but he
had not time to say anything more, for quick as a flash of light
the Indian’s tomahawk struck him on the side of the head and he
fell stunned on the floor.

Bent picked up the pistol which had fallen from the man’s hand,
and examined it curiously.

¢ T should not wonder,” he said, * if this iron would fetch a man
d}(l)wzn pretty quick at close quarters, but its no good for a long
shot.”

He offered the pistol as he spoke to Closky.

“ No, no,” said the Moravian, I won’t have anything to do with
the pistol; those ¢ who take the sword shall perish with the sword.’
TI'm a man of peace and do not want any weapons of war in my
house.”

Bent let down the haminer of the pistol and handed it to the
Indian, who had stood still after striking the blow.

* Mr. White,” said Bent, “you have not forgotten your friend
Oteanyea 1"

% No I have not,” said White, “but I was aittle confused, besides
I could not speak while this little tragedy was performing ; I hope
the man is not so badly injured that he will not recover.”

“No fear,” said Bent, «“if your friend here will bathe his
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head with a little cold water, he'll come out all right except a
touch of a head ache, and that will make him better maunered.”

“ The farmer hurried away for his wife, and as Mrs. Closky made
her appearance Bent, White and Oteanyea left the house together
by the back door.

As they crossed the orchard they could see that the men down
at the barn were looking in the dirvection of the house as though
expecting to see some one,

The orchard was planted upon the side of a small Inll, which rose
immediately in the rear of the house, and was bounded nea. the
summit by a rail fence, beyond which extended a pateh of woods
of considerable extent.

The men down at the barn could not see them as they left the
house, but as they ascended they soon caught sight of them. Their
retreat from the house under the circumstances scemed to awaken
suspicion for two of the men at once started up to the house and
very soon shouted to their companions, which produced quite a stir
among the rest.

The three, Bent, White and Oteanyea stopped ab the boundary
fence of the orchard to watch their movements, but they were not
the only interested obscrvers of the scenc down at the house and
barn. Lying behind this fence, still as the tufts of wire grass, were
a number of dusky warriors. White was not at all aware of their
presence until his friend Bent spoke. Not that White was uaob-
servant, but simply because his mind was frec from apprehension
and from the fact of the company he was in, he would bave felt re-
lieved from the responsibility of strict watchfulness even if he had
been suspicious of danger.

“Karhakohs,” said Bent without turning his head, “do you
see those fellows ?”

“Yes,” said the Iawk, « What is there amiss 1"

“Why we were in the house when their captain came in, and he
was threatening to shoot me when your brother knocked him over.”

Nothing more was said. The men at the barn were now evi-
&ﬁrlxily in a state of gveat excitement for they pointed towards the
hill.

«J think,” said White, < we had better be moving out of here,
or we shall be having them after us. Isuppose thereis no danger
from any rifle if they do not come neaver, but if I am not greatly
mistaken they will be nearer before long and anyhow there
will be no harm in putting the fence between us.”

«If they wish to try their hands at the rifle,” said Bent, * we can
answer them in quick style, but we can do it quite as well from
the other side of the fence, as you say.”

i There was no time to move before a bullet struck an oak stump
a very short distance below them. .

“ Where did that come from, Mr. White 2 "

¢ Really 1 dont know,” said White as he jumped the fence.

¢ Did you see him 1"

«T did,” said Bent, “If you will watch that log on the edge of
the small gully youwill very soon get a peep at bis movements, and
if he does not mind he will want a bandage shortly.”



312 Royalists and Loyalists.

He carefully examined his rifle, so arranging his position that
he could see without being seen from below. It was soon manifest
that the men, with whom they were matched, in perhaps deadly
strife, were no novices in the busines.

All around was still, and to the casual spectator of the scene
nothing could have conveyed to the mind the idea thatthepeacefal
scene contained the eclements of & morial combat from lurking foes.
Some such idea as this was occupying the mind of White; at the
first he was a little excited with the novelty of the position and
the incidents of the day; every leaf that rustled, the different sounds,
nesr or far, which Droke the stillness around, arrested his atten-
tion with almost startling effect, but as the time passed and noth-
ing appeared he began to think that the men, if they had me "itated
an attack had changed their minds and withdrawn.

Fully impressed with this idea he gradually raised himself from
his crouched position until at length he stood upright, but still
well sheltered by the rails of the fence and leisurely surveyed the
quiet slumbering landscape. The smoke from the house below
eurled dreamily in its short ascent, the pigeons on the roof of the
barn were “ billing and cooing,” the cows’in the pasture lowing
or lazily ruminant were standing here and there, but not one human
being could beseen. At length there was a slight stir near him,
hie turned his head just in time to see a flash from Bent's rifle, and
a, double report broke the stillaess.

¢« ¥ guess,” said Bent, ¢ that fellow will shoot no more to day,
but he's clever at this business, and I may not have hurt him at
all ; T saw what I took to be his left arm as he took aim at you.”

« X see,” said White, something crecping up behind yond fence
to the left.”
© «Ithink Mr. White,” said Bent, <that we may have some pretty
lively shooting by and by; and as you cannot join in the business,
there is no use of stopping with us to be shot at, and perhaps have
your ccat torn. Beside you have no occasion to be mixed up in
this little business until you decide whether you will go out or
not.”

This considerate hint, was af once understood and acted upon,
so telling Bent to be sure and call, he started for home.

As he went along it occurred to him that the men at the house,
had been arranging their attack and that possibly he might run
himself into some ambush of a party that had gone to the rear of
Bent and the Indiaus.

About one hundred rods ahead of where he then was he knew
there was a deep gully with sides so steep, almost precipitous, that
it was nearly impracticable to ascend them unless in a few places.

This gully or ravine wound round from the foot of the hill not
very far from the farm house, so that if one part of the men had
gonein that direction while the other were menscing them in front
they would soon be attacked in front and rvear, for the men could
easily and rapidly ascend the ravine unseen and unheard by Beni
and the Indians, while at the same time if their approach in that
direction was provided for they mught be cut off to & man.

Full of this idea hexan back at the top of his speed and rapidiy
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communicated the idea to Bent. A low whistle brought the party
together, when, after a rapid consultation, a couple of scouts were
sent to inspect the defile; while the others cautionsly approached
in two parties.

‘White attached himself to Bent's division and the whole moved
away through the trees with the utmost caution until they arrived
at tho edge of the ravine where the scouts were lying without hav-
ing given any sign of discovery. For some time nothing appeured,
but at length White, who was the lowest ot the watchers saw some-
thing was approaching around a bend below, he signalled to Otean-
yea that he saw some one coming. All along the sides of the
ravine were trees interlaced with vines with elumps of fiv filling in
the spaces where larger trees had once grown until overturned by
their own weight, the washing away of the soil from their roots, or
by the sweeping wind as it had violently rushed on some occasion
down the gorge.

Now and again tney could see the man, then o sccond appeared
and shortly & number more came alorg, but in no case in the open
space forming the bed of the ravine, so that it was only at intervals
they caught a glimpse of one of them.

Oteanyca and White were thus engaged when to the surprise of
both, they caught sight of an object 1mmediately beneath them
struggling upwards through the branches, bushes, and briers which
grew thick and interwoven in his path upward. The chief handed
his rifle to White and released his tomahawk from his girdle ; the
bushes near where he stood shook violently. A riflc was pushed
forward on the grass near Ofeanyea’s feet, and {the next moment a
man sprang up the brow of the acclivity and was instantly stunned
by a blow on the back of his head ; as he fell forward his throat
was instantly cut and the scalp lock torn from his head. TUnless
tho dull thud of the tomahawk, and a faint expiring groan, not a
sound was heard.

‘White stepped forward and examined the features, rapidly stif-
fening in gory death, and he recognised the man who had notified
him but o short time previous, that he must furnish assistance to
ihe revolutionary movement, or take the consequences. To fur-
ther satisfy himself, he examined the rifle, and found the man’s
name scratched upon the stock. 1le was a violent partisan, who
kad early in this intestine struggle, met with o violent death.

Paking the rifle, he carefully examined the priming and charge,
determined to stand on the defensive, at least, if he did nothing
more. But there is a fascination about personal conflict, especial-
ly if the bad passions are once aroused, which hurries men into the
performance of deeds, at which subsequent refiection shudders.

As White stood watching the movement of the Indiens, and oc-
casionally glancing down fo see if anything was passing below, he
heard a movement in the bushes, which convinced him some one
was coming up the same path as the other man had, and was close
at hand. The Indians and Bent were out of sight, though not far
away, sc that he could not attract their attention without alarm-
ing the man approaching ; crouching down to obtaina better view
if possible of the path, he was startled with the blaze and report
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of a rifle immediately bencath him, he felt that he was hurt, but he
did not wait to examine how mueh ; rushing to {he neavest open-
ing, he saw theman rapidly descending the path, daching the bushes
aside by the very force of his descent; to bring the rifle to his
shoulder and fire was but the work of a moment, shout after shout
ran echoing up the gully, answered by the fierce whoop of Indian
defiance.

‘White did not know whether the sliot iie had made had missed
or hit, he felt now as though he must hit some one before he could
rest satisfied. He felt the blood trickling down his side, and he
was determined to pay back the injury if opportunity offered.
Circumstances favoured his resolve. While crouched in 2 cedar
bush, he happened to turn his head and look into the woods
through which they had come, and saw one of the men who had
followed them. He was cautiously peeping from behind the roots
and trunk of o fallen trece. As he stood, be could not see White,
his back and left shoulder being turned in that direction.

White raised his rifle and took aim, but in his excited state he
felt incapable of taking a steady, deliberate shot. He lowered his
rifle, but he saw the man was preparingi to shoot, so eronching still
lower, he rested the barrel of his rifle upon a projecting branch and
fired. The aim was true and fatal, he saw the man spring from
the ground and fall upon his face. IHe commenced to reload, get-
ting as much into shelter as possible. While thus engaged, some
one whispered, ¢ did you hithim 27 ¢ Yes,” said White, ¢is that
you Mz, Bent 9 '

“Yes, I'm here, I heard you were busy and came down to help
you.

¢ Did you see this man in the bush ?” enquired White.

¢ Oh there are several of them,” Karhakoha has been watching
them jor some time. We are fairly between two fires, bub never
mind, we'll render a good account for cur work. I'm glad to see
you making so good use of the rifle we have won.

Y wish,” said White, “ I could teli whether I hit the first fel-
low I shot at, he came near settling me, for I feel my shirt is prefty
wet.” .

« Have you been hit then ?” inquired Bent.

“Yes, the fellow was where you stand now, or somewhere there-
about, and as he dashed down the path I fired at him, but I cannot
tell whether I hit him or not.”

«“Well, said Bent, “ we shall have te draw off very soon, for we
cannot see much longer, that is sure.”

¢ Yes, and by morning there will be plenty to help them, depend
upon it,” said White.

This conversaiion was carried on in a low tone of voice, for,
though no one was visible, it was impossible to say how far or near
an encmy was lurking.

‘White proposed calling together the Indians for consultation, and
then he should know what ho had better do himself, for it became
a certainty to his mind that he could now no longer remain neutral.
It +was decided that they had betier start for White's house, and:
determine their subsequent movements by circamstances which
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might arise out of the present skirmish. DBent started with White
for his house, while the Indians followed in single file.

It was now so dark, that objects in the shade could scarcely be
distinguished, and $hey had arrived close to the house before Bent
noticed that something unusual was going on.

A CANADIAN VILLAGE AND SCHOOL IN 1870.

BY ROBERT BRYDON, HESPELER.

Canadians true! pray list my story !-—

I sing not now of war-won glory,

Or deeds by Nov'list heroes done,

Or fame, imagined never won—

More homely theme my muse essays—

To paint a scene of truthful lays, -

‘Where progress, skill, and civ’lization

Combine to elevate our nation.
Should eritics carp at what I say—
Or shout, “Lapsus Grammaticae,”
Let them take note-—the muse is soaring
Above them,—their critiques ignoring.

‘Where erst Ontario's forests grew,

And donn’d unseen their varied hue ;—-

‘Where erst a viver toil'd its way,

Unknown, unvalued many a day ;—

There now a thriving village stands,

‘Which more than passing note demands.—--

The river—tmin’d from idle play,

"Mong cedar roots and calees gray ;—

Is set to labor at the wheel, ~

And forced to spin, and weave, and reel,—

"To wrap in Clouds the female form,

Or shield it from the winter's storm,—

Or yield to manhood’s nobler wants,

That necessary, now called pants.

Let traveller pause and look around ;—

Where late was nought but forest ground,

Ave streets of housed, mills, and stores
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Retailing goods from foreign shoves ;—
Railroads and Telegraphs and things

Too tame for muse on lofty wings.—

And then the people—~bustling, striving
e ; 55, SILITING
Workiug and scheming and contriving—

Trading, exclmnging, buying, 'selling,.
Writing and reckoning, counting, telling ;—

" What skill of brain and hand is needed,

"T'o keep such progress unimpeded !

You ask, how,—when the present throng

Have ceased their labor to prolong,—

‘When they, in death, quietus find,—

How then supply the brain and mind,

3o needful to prolong the battle,

Amid machinery’s clank and rattle ¥—-

Just Jook to yonder rising hill,

Above the screeching steam saw mill ;—

There stands & house of small pretension,

With northern lateral extension j—

Look in, and Le no more afrgid

That trade willend with next decade.
Here we should note,—the married folk
About the place, (and ’tis no joke,)
Avre mindful of the high corhmand,—
‘Lo increase and populate the land ;—
So that the squire,—shrive his sins,—
Insists that all the wives bear twins.—

Be this or no,—the youngster crowd

Is said to count some hundreds good,—

All ranged within the foresaid building,

And each his share of brainwork yielding.

Two females und one male instruetor

Pour in the juice of learning’s nectar.

Look ! list ! saw e'er ye such & sight 2—
A tiny group—their length or height
Scarce more than a good English ell,—
(Stare not,—for 'tis the truth I tell,)
Proclsiming that most learned table—
Through which their Grandpas ne’er were able
‘To grope their way without n» blunder,-—
And in their days *twas thought no wonder.—
Had they been here to list the strain,
They’d thought the fairies come again.—
Change now the class, and hear them spell,
And each his meaning glibly tell,—

Hear how they read with pause and tone,
"Twould shame the attempts of Old Mess John,
Again behold the little fellows

Hugging their slates like piper’s bellows,—
Ready, when ask’d to tell with ease,

The value of & bag of pease,—

Or if you wish to try them more,
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They'll tell the dozens in a score,—

Or count the dimes the butcher got

In changing of a five pound note.

Time presses—pass orthography,

And next call up geography :—

Hear them assert the carth is ronnd !

That ocean’s broader than the ground !—
Describe the capes and bays and seas,—
—'They'll point out any place you please,—
Tell where grow sugar-cane and rice,
‘Where nuuinegs, cinnamon and spice,
What country rears the kangaroo,

The emu, and the cockatoo.—

Or if you choose a foreign land,

They'll start you off to Samarcand,—-

Show you the site of old Bokhara,-- -
Traverse the desert of Sahara,

Ascend the heights of Chimul'ree,

Or sail you o'er the Yellow sea,

Give you a glance at strange Japan,

And drop you next in Astracan,—

Show you where Noah's ark first grounded— ¢
The site where Babel’s tower was founded ;
Next, if their skill you can depend on,
They’ll land you easily in London ,—
Should you the ocean wish to ferry,

They’ll sail you home by steam from Derry.

Call up the grammar,—** Analyze ”

And note who gains the foremast prize,—
How quickly each interrogation (7)

Is answered, to our admiration (!)

'The office of each Mood and Tense-~-~

As means to speak good common sense- -
Adverb, conjunction, interjection,

Is treated with a learned inspection

"Tis hard to tell if Jane or May

Shall proudly bear the first boquette.

Let’s see—lo | here's the ladies’ writing,
Which bears a par with their inditing—
The muse with such amanuenses,

Might sing yet other twenty stanzas.
Time fails to tell of thetransactions,
In decimal and vulgar fractions
Discount and interest, cubes and squares,
In bankrupt stocks, and company’s shares,—
The algebra with y’s and x’s
The wonder of the audience fixes ;—
‘While every ore who merit shares,
A roseite, proudly borne, declares.
—We change the scene when fades the light,—
For this is exhibition night :—
Again those figuring through the day,
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Their tact and taste anew display
In dialogus, song, or recitation,—
In grave ar droll representation
" Of lady fair—papa—or nigger—
Millor and king—all cut o figure,—
‘While loud applause rings from the crowd,
At everything that's smart or good ;
For crowds are readily drawn out,
Whene're the occasion comes about :—
This is enough the crowd’s discerning
And knows what is and is not learning.
—The rusty muse, so long unstrung
Has thus her artless ditty sung,—
And shown whence come the mind and brain
Our trade and bnsiness to maintain :—
And wearied with her lengthen'd flight
She hastes to gain Parnassus height, -
There to repose, amid the glory
Of all the fam'd in song.and story.

A
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CHAPTER VIL

The Just of power, of wealth the pride,
Is politics intensitied—

In nations, persons, country, town,

We sec this grasping for renown;
Murder and rapine are its friends,

And every social tie it rends. .
~Border and Cioil Warfare.

BENT AND HIS FRIENDS ON THE WAR PATH.

It is worthy of our notice and remark what strange coinciaences:
are sometimes found between the lives of father and son. When
‘White was yet a young man he joined the Scotch rebellion and
marched into an adjoining country. Similarly his son, whom we
incidentally mentioned in the last chapter as being at the commence-
ment of the war about twenty-four, joined the American rebellion,
and marched with Arnold’s force to Quebec. 1t is also curious and
instructive to note and study the different motives which influence
men’s actions, and lead them into courses of conduct at which no one
is more surprised, perhaps, than themselves, when time and ecircum-
stances have given different views to the mind. During the Ameri-
can civil war between the Northern and Southern States many
young men left Canada to join the armies there engaged, and fight
in & war in which they had really no councern, in fact,in which.
neither principle nor duty called them to take a part. . With some a
love of adventure was the inducement, mixed up, possibly, with some
romantic notions of fume and fortune. With the great majority,
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however, although humiliating to confess it, humun greed, mere mer-
cenary motive, was the base, ruling prirciple which influenced them
to leave their homes, and fight i » exuse to which personally they
were indifferent. Some few enlisted from higher motives, or from
personal considerations ; and as it was in 1861, and following years,
so it wasg in 1775. There were many who engaged in the American
rebellion from motives anything but putriotic and noble, and *who—
when the war was over and they found themselves envolled in the
annals of American fame—were far more astonished, and certainly
gratified, than they would have been had they found themselves
treated as rebels. We are by no means singular in this opinion, as
the testimony of a few distingunished Americans, and the statements
of one of our own Canadian writers—who has studied the subject
very carefully—show.* The Congress which mei in Philadelphiw in
Beptember, 1774, professed allegiance to Iis Majesty’s person and
throne, and their willingness to be governed by British laws so long
28 those laws suited their own views and interests! These loyal men
agreed upon an address to His DMajesty King George IIl., together
with a circular letter addressed to the British people and to the
Canadian Colonists. The same Congress, while denouncing the lib-
oril meusures of the British Ministry and Parliament granied to the
Provinee of Quebec, were nevertheless anxious to secure the co-oper-
ation of the poor, benighted Quebecers in assisting them to obtain
{ar more liberal measures. The people of Canada not having the
same private interests to serve, and having little or no
confidence in the professions of their sharp, designing aeighhours,
refused to repudiate their first obligations and alegiance to 2
government which had given them all they could in reason desire.
"This refusal to co-operate in their rebellious schemes produced sur-
prise and indignation. Remonstrance, blandishment, professions of
* patriotism and love of freedom were tried upon the inhabitants but
in vain ; then followed hostile attacks npon Canadian outposts, most
of which were poorly manned and consequently scarcely defended.
Ticonderoga was first taken by surpise, and soon after Crown Point,
the garrison of which numbered a Sergrant and twelve men. Our
business is not to narrate the consecutive events of this period, as
though we were writing a history, but to touch upon the leading
facts and principles of action more especially as they 2ffect our Royul-
ists and Loguilsts.  In dealing with historical facis v . vur duty to
state them fairly ; and if we must take the facts such as fair, credible
testimony furnishes, both direct and collateral, we shall have to draw
inferences, however anomalons it may appear in a work of fiction,
which will contradict the ficticn of professed facts. It has been so

*¢ ¥e may easily imagine the surj rise whick many expericnced in after days- when the war
had ended and their ivdependence was acknowledged—tio find themscives herors, and thur
names comniemorated as fatlars of their country , whereas, they bad fuuht only for woney or
plunder, or smuguled goods, or beranse they had not office. In not a few cases it 13 such whose
names bave served for the high-sounding fouith of July oratrs ; $or the duncombe speechutier
and the fli) pant_editor to base their culogistic n.emories upon.  Undoubted y there are a few
entitled to th.e place they vccupy in the temple of fame ; but the \vast majority scem to have
been actuated by mercenary wetives  We have authenticated cases whete prouaneut wdis
viduals took sides with the rebels because they were disappuinted in obtaining office ; and n-
nwnerable ivstances where wealthy persons weie arrested ostensibly an suspicion, and com-
pelled 10 pay Jarce fines, and then set at 1il erty.""—J story of the Seltlement of Upper Canoda
(Ontario). By Wm, Canaiff, M. D., M. R. C. 8. ., &&.) .
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much and constantly the practice of our ncighbors to mugnify the
most ordinary circumstances, and to make the leaders among their
futhers, who were engaged in the rebellion, and the subsequent
invasions of our country, into heroes, that their history reads like a
romance. Some of their writers are so hyperbolical that it is quite
easy to imagine scenes where “onc chased a thousand, and two put
ten thousand to flight;” and nothing is now wanted but a second
Homnier to construct a grand epic, in which the immortal Yankee
empire shall be shown, rising from the bloody battle tields of independ-
ence, through the heroic lubours of their God-like statesmen and
warriors ; men, such as the world has never seen.*

‘When the war first threatened, young White was in a mercantile
house in New York, where, by his surroundings, his previous educa-
tion, and sympathies, he was a royalist of the Tory party. But he,

-like mauy others, thought the Quebec Act a monstrous injustice to
the Protestant colonies. He heard the subject talked about and
discussed everywhere, und even frown the pulpits violent tirades were
uttered ngainst all concessions to Popery.  Personally, White cared
nothing for the religious element, considered as such, but he pos-
sessed an unconquerable aversion to the French colonists in Canada,
and no sconer were volunteers called for, than with a few others,
stimulated by various considerations, but principally a love of adven-
ture, he started for Boston and joined the army under Benedict
Arnold, who by the way of the Kennebec river, sailed up to Moose
Head Lake in Maine, and from there marched through the vast
forests stretching away to the St. Lawrence, by way of the Sugar
Loaf Mountains. The army went through very severe hardships,
not simply from fatigue but scarcity of food; but it was in this cam-
paign that young White acquired that love for adventure that strongly
marked his subsequent career. Were it not that we have already
been compelled to introduce so much episodic narrative, we should be
tempted to give some of the adventuves of this campaign, from their
journey north of Moose Head Lake, their repulseand final defeat,
their terrible sufferings and privations, together with the scourge
from that fatal malady small-pox; and finally Arnold’s retreat from
Montreal to Crown Point, in the middle of June, 1776. Many of
these adventures would afford material for interesting narratives,
but as they bave no counection with the subject of our history we
cannot introduce them. It was getting on towards autumn before
yonng White, in company with a number of militia, returned home.

AIf our cousing of the United States are satistied that even the halfis true which has heen
53iQ of the r publ ¢ iustitutions and men. th-y need not bhe impatient and angry if we faillo
sce matters in the same light as thetselves, and beg to differ from fAeir opinion. Such sensi-
tiveness o the one hand and turgid boasting on the other, inply a secret onnsciousness that the
found tion is unsound. **Whatis the use of raking up old grievances and opening up ord
sores 7'—is the ready remonstrance i we attemnpt 0 expase the fallacious statements of
republican history, as found in their school books, their newspapers. and in the magazine and
gencral literature of the United States. Can impudence be cooler? Can arrogance bs more
overweening? Can selfishness he 1more ¢ nsummate? Must we quictly permit the most un-
founded stitements to pass uncontradicred? Must we tolerate the trash and fastian of many
of tacir writers and permit sach uutenth to circulite amonz us and t pass unchalienzed?
Fiftern years ago their boaks were in public use among us, and to a certiin extent are still so,
Aud we very properly * swer, “‘It is quite necessary for our ehi dren 2nd people £ know the
truth ab .ut our national diffl-rences and history; and not receive without questlon thedistorted
views comwenly presented for ignorant gullibibty. Canada is growing rapidly into a great
Ration; and her sons and daughters must be trained to sclfereli in physical and mental
powers unsurpassed on this continent, to say the least.~Ebp.

¢ “k“
7,
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At this time James Bent, or more properly Bently, an Englishman
by descent but born in the Delaware valley, was living on the
Yackawaxen creek a tributary of the Delawarve.  His neighbors were
the Ouksons and some others, among whom for some time was
‘White though he had removed some years before to Wyoming, not
far from Wilkesbarre. Bentley's eldest son, Samuel, almost the
same age as young White, had been up at Crown Point, and Fort
Ticonderoga, at the latter of which places young White had met with
him, and of course, as they were returning home together, White
accepted a pressing invitation to stop at Bently's, where soon after
their arrival they were informed that Bent, the great and celebrated
Oghkwari of the Mohawks, had been there only a few hours before
and was gone to the Susquebauna, with a number of Indians. They
were further informed that Bent was out with the Tories against th -
Whigs, that he and his party had conducted Sir John Johunson, in
conjunction with, or rather in placc of Thayendanegea, from the
Mobawk valley, at the time that Colonel Dayton was sent by General
Schuyler to secure the person of Sir John.*

James Bently was out in the barn-yard giving directions to one of
his mzn about some kind of farm work, when he was surprised by
the heavy hand of his eldest brother, Bent, who with moceasoned feet
had walked up bobhind him unheard, and thus called his attention to
his presence.

He turned sharply round to see his eldest brother confronting him.
#'Why, Orland, you here, and all alone?” It was a salute and a
question combined. ‘ No,” said Bent, “1'm not alors; no fear of
me coming into these settlements, just now, without company.”
*“You have not the old Chief with you?' ¢ No, the Wolf is in Ca-
nadz, but his soas are with me, and I dare say they are like me,
pretty hungry.” * O, if that's all the trouble, we can soon remedy
that matter,” said Bently, the younger brother. ¢ Well, but that is
not all the trouble by a long way,” said Bent, “but let us go up to
the house, for I'm almost famished, and so are the boys, but they
would not say anything if they went a day longer.” Up at the
house they found Mrs. Bently hard at work preparing supper, for
her brother-in law had called in before he went over to the barn, and
told her he was very hungry. And no wonder they were hungry,
when they had been walking from early dawn, and had tasted
nothing since the evening before, except a few berries snatched on
their rapid march. After supper Mrs. Bently asked her brother-in-
law if he had secn “the Oaksons’ folks lately.” ¢No, I'm going
there either to-night or in the morning. How are Ronald and his

*fhe flight of Sir John Johuson and his retainers is matter of comm-n history, and need
not he rej cated here; but the fact of Thayendaneges, or as he 13 moro commounly known, Josoph
Bigut, being the leader of tho expedition is pa. w0 well established

Fr«m one of Brant's speechies many years afterwards, 1t would seem that Johnstown was
antual.y 1n possession of the enciny when the Mohawks arrived and rescued Sir John, couduct-
ing ‘bin in the most daring manner through the steeots.

1t dues not, howover, follow that Brant actnally, im person, wis present, for aithough he
apeaks dn the plura. twe, he iv ouly spesking  for his tribe, and this is the more cennin when
we have good reason 1o beliove thiat Loth he aud Guy Johnson were in England.  This Colonel
Gu) Johusou was the son-in-law of Sir Willinm, and after Sir William's death, the office of
General Supesinndent of the Indian Uepartmentfell into his hands, and he appeinted Brant
his Scarvtary. £1 is quite probabie that bhoth the Col-mel and his Secreiaiy had a pe rsonal object
in this visit to £ngland. They were both nbout mzking great sacritices, and no doubt, wautod

Some guarantee shpuld the waroccasion them these losses, that somo equivaleut should bs piver
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family ¥ “ Why, you have not heard that Mr. Oakson has joined
the Royualists, anc is in New York 1’ ¢ Not a word.” * Nor about
his eldest lad being shot? Why, Oakson went almost wild, and
after they had buried the boy he started for the army with a lot
more, and joined General Howe at New York, so we're told ; any-
how bhe’s gone somewhere, sure enough.” Before Mrs. Bently had
done speaking her brother-in-law, Bent, was standing as though im-
patiently waiting for the termination of her speech. Do they
know,” he enquired, * who the man was who shot the boy, or why,
or anything about it 7’

“They know this,” said James Bently, ‘‘ that the shot was intend-
ed for the father, not the son, and they know who made himself
scarce, and better for him to do s0.”

“ Well, I'm going to see Mrs. Oakson,” said Bent ; “ you'd hetter

- come with me, for I want ull the particulars about this business.”
They found Mrs. Oakson Jooking as cheerful as could be expected
amid such trouble as she had been having to go through, and « pros-
pect by no means encouraging for the future. Bent wanted a sub-
Jject for his hunter's skill to work up. He had all the pride of a
skilful detective in the following up a clue in some intricate busi-
ness. But Bent had sympathles, and powerful attachment ; and he
felt, as much as so rugged a niature would permit, for Mrs. Oakson’s
dlstresq and he was alread_v in his active mind revolving plans for
retribution upon the offenders in thig sad drama of life.

Mrs. Oakson did not know him so well as her husband, but she
knew sufficient to give her & good idea as to what he wanted in ask-
ing so many questions ; and accordingly she prefaced her answers by
stating that neither she nor Ronald wanted to take the law into their
own hands. He was gone away as a loyal man to fight for his King
and country, and they would abide the issue, and she said, “I can
tell you one thing, if we cannot live quietly under English rule here,
we'll go where we can. He always says ‘T was born under the
Georges, and I'll live under their rule,’ and T suppose we've a right to
please ourselves in sucu matters.” ‘“Guess the Whigs and Rebels
don’t dictate to me,” said Bent, “and if the fight goes against us, as
it may, there are plenty of broad acres and {fine forests across the
Niagara. T'm sorry the tussle didn't happen twenty years sooner,
for U'm getting a little stiff now in my joints, and my old friend
-Okwaho is about used up ; however, it will brighten me up some,
for I was getting idle and out of practice.”

Soon after this they returned to James Bently’s, and on the way
he questioned his brother very closely as to what he intended doing,
as to where his nephew Sam was, and many other such matters.

It may very naturally be supposed that there would be hundreds
of people, during such a war as the American rebellion, who had no
fixed ideas on the subject whatever ; and who, had they been let alone,
would never have interfered with either party. Kven among those
who were truly loyal there were mawny who would have remained
quietly at home practising no aggression had they been unwolested ;
while there were others who regarded loyalty as a dead letter, if it
‘was not sheltered beneath the royal fag of English monarchy.
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There were, it must be admitted, a third class of Loyalists. These
were of the rabid class, hot headed, aggressive and vindictive men,
who fought because they were combative, and could not tolerate an
opposing party. Jumes Bently and his brother were of the first and
third classes respectively, while Mr. Oakson belonged to the Royal
cause, as a matter of duty and conviction, and would not live under a
republican government. White, as we have seen already, belonged
to the passive order, but was inclined to go over to the active, when
circumstances elicited his real character. Such, with wodifications,
were the classes wo way call the Royalists and Loyalists of this
period. “You can tell my nephew Sam I want him, if he is going
to do any fighting, to get on the right side of the fence, as it wont do
to be shooting at me some day in mistake. And I’m sworn I'll shoot
down friend or foe if I find him on the wrong side. 1 suppose it
would go hard to shoot at you Jim or at Sam, but yon must not
tempt me by getting into bad company.” Tl talk Sam over, no
fear,” said the father ; “he cares nothing about the principle of the
thing, but he thought it would he nice sport to put down the French
in Canada.”

“ Well, well,” said Bent, “I'm not over fond of the Frenchers, no
how, and I suppose Sam has heard me say so sometimes, but now
things are different ; since the French army left the country in 1760
the French have been loyal subjects to our government, wanting no
rights or privileges that were not promised them, and a bargain is a
bargain.”  ““ No fear for our Sam. T think it's very likely he would
never have gone up to Lake Champlain if it had not been for what
he has heard his Uncle Orland say.” “ 1 dare say, I dare say,” said
Bent, quite pacified with this view of the matter, “‘and I'll take care
he loses nothing by keeping on the right side with his uncle.
Plenty of land in Canada, and remember T have got a good farm in
the Uld Home, which you can go to {for I shall never want it) if you
caunot stop here, and don't like Canada. It's just as well {o men-
tion these things, as we don’t know what may happen.” So ended
this conversation. In the morning they started early for White's,
where, as we have seen, they immediately came into contact with one
of those bands of men who afterwards, move especially in Massachu-
setts, distinguished themselves under the name of  Sons of Liberty,”
by acts of barbarity almost incredible. When White noticed certain
suspicious appearances about his house, as he and Bent came first in
sight, he stopped abruptly, and looked cagerly at the house and other
buildings. An undefined, vague, foreboding of evil in store seemed
to seize him, a sense of oppression, a choking sensation! Bent
turned and spoke to him. ¢ What's amiss, are you hurt worse than
you thought?" ¢ No, no, it's not that, but look ! someth:ng has
happened.” By this time the Indians had crept up in their noiseless
mareh, and were snuffing the air suspiciously. “I'm getting older, T
guess, for I declare if I can see anything to take alarm about,” said
Bent. “ Don't you see the house is dark like, and there T hear the
cows, that ought to have been in long ago.” They walked forward,
attentively noting every point. There was now a narrow lane to
pass along, and as White approached the fence corper he was saluted
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by a boy’s voice—¢ Father,” in a loud whispering manner. “ What's
to do?” enquived the father. T don't know,” said the lad, “T got
away when they were not watching, and ran up here to tell you
when you came.” ¢« Who are they? do you know them?' ¢Oh,
no,” said the boy, “but there’s a lot of 'em ; and I believe they've
killed our Willie.” “ Are they in the house? ¢ {hey were, but I
don’t know where they are now ; they have not come this way.” A
consultation was held, and it was decided, undcr Bent's divection,
that White should boldly approach the house, by some way he might
prefer, while they approached more stealthily, and prepared, if the
men showed themselves, to open fire at once, if White gave the alarm
for thein to do so. Nothing could now be distinguished more than
ten or fifteen vods distance. As a further security against surprise,
he took the pistol which Oteanyea still carried, and walked boldly
+ down the lane, which led directly past the harns to the honse.

No sooner did he enter the farm yard than one of the cows recog-
nized him, and very soon the others. There was no need to tell him
now that something serious had happened He glanced exeitedly
and apprehensively around, as he walked up to the house, expecting
every moment some one would spring from some lurking place. or
that he should be shot down. Just as he was going up to the kitchen
door a man stepped from behind some trellice work and asked him
who he was. “Who are you?" said White, “ and what are you
wanting?’ I am just waiting for you,” said the man; you are
my prisoner.” ¢ Ah,” said White, “ your prisoner; what have I
done wrong ?’  The man answered this question by a whistle, which
had scarcely been sounded before he fell, shot through the chest by
the pistol ball. 'White rushed up to the deor and threw it open,
when he was met not by mortal foes as he was expecting, but by a
dense, saffocating volume of smoke. His first impression was that
the house was on fire, and full of this idea and totally forgetful of
everything else, he shouted fire, and burried from room to room
below and then upstairs. Here a corious sight met his gaze, so far

as the feeble light permitted him to see. Some kind of body was
" hung almost in the centre of the large room, corresponding with the
kitchen below. He took hold of it with his extended hand and a
tremor ran through his frame. Was this his wife? Florence, he
cried, but there was no answer. A voice, however, from under a
bed in the far corner of the room, called out “Dad.” He could
neither see the speaker nor even the bed, but he knew the voice.
*Is thig your mother, Jus.?" “Yes,” said the boy, “help her down
quick.”

The father needed no second instructions about that mattar,
his clasp knife was out and open, and the hody to all appearances
lifeless in his arms in far loss time than we can describe his move-
menis.  The villaing had tied her knees together with a clothes
line, and passing the ends over a beam, which crossed the room, had
drawn her up sufficiently high to swing clear of the floor, and in
this position left her. The litile Loy nhout  seven or eight years old,
had remained aleng with his mother and done everything he was uble,
to assist her, until shs basame insensible with the smoke. tlearing
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she noise below and the approaching footsteps on the stair, the little
fellow had crept away instinctively under the bed.

Fortunately, Mrs. White had not to wait loag for more efficient
assistance than the child could possibly render. White laid her upon
the bed, and telling little Jasper to stop with his mother, opened one
of the windows to let in some fresh air. His next movement was to
the attic, where, through a dormar window he passed out to the roof,
and crawling up this to the chimney, found as he expecicd, that it
had been covered over with loards to prevent the passage of the
smoke, Carefully and noiselessly removing the obstructions, he
descended to the room where he had left his wife and child. He
found the boy had succeeded in arousing his mother, for he was tell-
ing her that it was his “dad” who had cut the rope, when he again
entered the room. He whispered to her to keep quiet for help was
at hand, and without waiting for any information, he crept down the
stairs, every creak of which sounded louder and more distinet than he
had ever heard them before. He pushed open the door at the foot of
the stair and paused to listen. Hark ! Is not that some one breathing
heavily? Such were the unexpressed thonghts which arrested his at-
tention. The sound came again, a kind of muttered sigh or stifled
groan; his knees shook beneath him; he stooped down and felt aronnd
in the dark. The smoke was rapidly clearing away with the draught
from the doov rushing up the nuw unobstructed chimney, but it was
too dark to see anything in the shadow. He crept along by the wall
and at length his outstretched hand felt the hair and then the head
of some uvne, and the agonized father as he passed his fingers over the
smooth face, knew it was Willie, and he called him by name. “Willie,
my boy, speak to me.”  He stooped over him and passed his hand
gently over the boy’s forehead and there he could feel the wound, or
at least one which was still wet with the warm Dblood, asit oozed
through the mass of curls which clustered over the place. The
pressure of the hand seemed to arouse him, for he began to mutter.
“ Willie,” said the father, but the response, broken by sobs, wag,
¢ Mather, water.” This call was absolutely irresistible, danger or no
danger, the boy must have water. He went straight to the water
pail, but it was ewpty! The father stood irresolute for a fow
moments, thinking, but resolution came, snatching up the pail he
started jor the well, exclaiming, the boy shall have some water or I'll
be shot. As he passed out uat the doorway, a voice whispered his
name, and he stepped backward into the house. ¢ Where are you
going,” said Bent, for it was he who had spoken. “I am going
to the wel,” said White, my boy wants water and he shall have some
too. *“Let me go for you.® “No, no, I cannot do that” ¢ Well,
then,” said Bent, “stoop Jow, very low, while you get it, and T'll
speak to the boys.” TUnderstanding the hint that had been given
him, White cautiously approached the well curb and found to his joy
that a bucket of water was standing ready drawn. Careful as he was
vo sovner had the clank of the chain and the splash of the water dis-
turbed the stillness of the night than three distinct reports rang out,
but White was unhurt. He took up the pail and returned to the house.
He found the boy, and taking him up in his arms, placed the cup to
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his mouth. The cool water seemed to revive him, for he began at
once after drinking to mutter indistinctly.

The draught through the kitchen had by this time almost carried
away the smoke, and the wet chips, which had been piled upon the
embers to create a smoke, were showing signs that very soon they
would burst into flame. White took up his boy, and carried him
up stairs, wh-re Mrs. White, now quite recovered, was waiting in
terrible suspense. She had heard the shots,and was anxious to
know whether her husband was bhurt. ¢ Florence,” he said, as he
stepped upon the chamber floor, “ here’s Willie; I'll put him on the
bed, and if you'll draw the curtains close V1l try and get a light.”
He went down stairs, found a candle, crossed to the fire, and lit a
long brimstone dipped match, and hurried into the stair. There
he could light the candle without attracting attention, and as the
windows into the room over the kitchen could not be seen from the
garden or the barn, besides being well covered over, he hoped the
feeble rays of the candle would escape detection. The néxt things
needed were mesns to wash and dress the boy’s head, which, as
soon as possible, the mother proceeded to do.  As she was bandaging
up the ugly looking gash in his forehead, the lad muttered—«Tell
father T foughbt hard, but what could one do?’ White turned away
from the sad sight, and, without speaking a word, went softly down
stairs. Since the time he was at the well not a shot had Leen fired,
and he had no idea what was passing, or whether the men were still
around or gone away. His impression was that they must have with-
drawn. The fire was throwing out a fine, ruddy glow, which so far
illumined the kitchen that he was chary about venturing into the
light, for the door was still wide open, exposing the interior to any
good shot. While thus deliberating what be had better do, he heard
some one approaching, and, a few moments after, in bounded his boy,
whom they had left on the watch at the corner of the lane. ¢ They
are gone, father,” was his first exclamation. ¢ Are you quite sure ¥’
“Q, yes, I both saw and beard them. One of them came close past
me, as I lay in the grass behind the bushes. They collected together
at the top of the lane, and started off up the hill towards Closky's.”
“ Have you seen anything of the Indians?’ he inquired. “XNo,”
said the boy, * not since they came with you.” Mrs. White was at
once told what had happened ; the cows were milked and put up for
the night, and supper was preparing, when the door opened, and in
walked young White and bis friend Samuel Bently. Mrs. White
looked up from her work, as the door opened thus suddenly, and
saluted her son Orlando with almost a scream of delight, coming, as
he did, when help of his kind was of such consequence, a4 from the
fact that she had not seen him for so long a time. Samuel Bently
was welcomed warinly, as the son of an old friend, and the nephew
of their remarkable acquaintance, friend and preserver, Bent, and
for his own sake, as a youthful acquaintance of the family. Willie
bad fallen asleep, and must not be disturbed by even his brother, so
they gathered round the table to 2 late supper, wondcring where
their friend Bent could be, but concluding he was following the Whig
marauders. In this conjecture they were right. Wo sooner did
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Bent and the Indinns hear the first signal given than they kunew
they were intending to draw off.  Bent, howevor, was desirous of
gaining some advantage if possiblo, or failing this, to ascertain
whether they were going to remain all night in the aeighborhood.
So skilfully was the withdrawal effected that Bent, with all his skill,
could not obtain a single shot. It was ascertained, however, thué
they were going to stay at Closky’s place all night, and that probably
they might pay White a visit in the morning. All these matters
were talked over, and their plans laid to give the maranders a
warm reception in the morning should they venture a further attack.
Young White, when he had ascertained the partienlars of the out-
rage, could scarcely contain himself. . Young Bent was much cooler,
but quite as resolute. The old hunter was in high spirits at this un-
looked for addition to his forces, and quite confident in his own
mind that he could get both his nephew and his namesake Orlando
to accompany him on certain intended expeditions, which he had for
some time projected. The first rosy streaks of morn were just ting-
ing the easterly sky when Bent and his party were climbing the
slope which led to the head of the ravine where the contest of the
evoning previous occurred. They were none too early in their
march, for they had not completed $heir arraugements when their
look-out announced the approach of the enemy. This did not in the
least disconcert Bent in his plans.  “ Kecp close,” he said, “ and per-
mit their scouts to make their observations without molestation.
This will make them less guarded in their approach, and as every-
thing depends upon our first fire, wo must be careful to keep well
together.”

The bosky ravine, at the hoad of which they were standing, ter-
minated in a precipitous cliff, perhaps sixty feet in height. sur-
mounted by huge pines, one of which had at some former period
fallen, and lay partially imbedded in the earth along the edge of the
cliff and was now coated with mould :nd moss, and overgrown with
shrubs forming a screen impervious to scrutiny from below. En-
sconsed behind this prostrate gian: they were safe from dirvect attack,
even if seen, while at the smmne time they .commanded all the ap-
proaches from the valley. It was thus admirable alike for conceal-
ment, observation and protection. The precipice continued for some
distance down one side of the ravine, while on the other side the
ascent was much less precipitous, and near the top terminated in a
gradual ascent which was in fact the only practicable exit without
actual clambering with both hunds and feet. It was up this slope
that Bent and his party were expecting the scouts to cowe, but from
the moment when they were tirst scen they had disappeared from
view. Waiting for soms time in expectution cvery moment of their
reappearance, Bent at last whispered to one of the brothers, Tawine
(The Otter)) The Indian laid down his rifle and moved away along
the precipice, crawling through the bushes without a rustle or
gound to indicate his movemenis. Every eye and ear among
that band of men was on the alert to cateh a sound or see the slight-
est movement which might indicate the approach of the expected
foe. “ Unecle,” said a voice it a low tone, and Sam Bent pointed to
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the cliff some distance down, where a man stood partially concealed
looking around. The elder Bent nodded. Very soon it was apparent
what the man was looking for. Round a curve in the gorgea
number of men weve coming at a quick pace; the scout waved a
branch and disappeared. Bent now examined the lock of his rifle
and priming which was a signal for a similar movement with the
others, for no time could now be lost. In a few moments Tawine
returned, and selecting a position where his person was ‘conceuled,
repeated the signal which the scout had been seen to make a shor
time before, but would never make again.

The ruse was successful, no sooner was the branch waved than
the mien came forward at a rapid pace. Now for the first time the
other scout was seen among the trees of the embankment to the left,
up which the party commenced to clamber. ¢ Ready ! all at once,
fire,” and the contents of nine ritles belched yorth at the command
given by Bent.

The effect was tevrific ; four weve killed outright by the fire and
several others less or more wounded. Bent had himself selected the
scout waiting among the trees for his company to come up, and had
brought him down.

Out of sixteen men, five were dead and three rather badly wound-
ed. The remainder of the men surveyed the position for a few
moments, apparently confounded with the suddenness of the concealed
attack, and then rapidly sought shelter among the trees.

The skirmish was not over, Bent was one of the first to reload his
rifle, but the men wers in full retreat, and he did not press the pur-
suit, so that only a few more shots were fired. It was evident from
their confusion at the firss fire, that its futality had guite aswounded
them, and led them to overrate the strength of the ambmsh. TlLey
made ne attempt at 2 stand when they reached Closky’s farm house,
but mounting the wounded wen first, they rapidly rode u .7ay.

As Bent and his party leisurely retuined to Mr. White's, the
shooting of Mr. Oakson’s son was introduced, and Bent gave his
namesake, Orland, White's eldest son a pressing invitation to join an
3xpedition to the Mohawk, whick he contemplated taking in a few

ays.

On reaching the house they found Mr. White digging a grave
for the man he had shot the night before. He was quite a stranger
in the neighborhood, and just as he had fallen, minus his forelock, he
was buried.

It was only natural that Orland’s mother should be anxious
to retain her eldest son at home, when the subject of his leaving was
again introduced at breakfast; but she said that she could not
refuse her consent to even this sacrifice if Bent must have him. As
to Orlando hiwmself, he had been a rambler and adventurer for years,
and such an opportunity for indnlging bis iaclination could not be
resisted, since his comrade Bently was also intending to join the

party.
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THE SUN AND THE WORLDS AROUND HIM.

By Ouicron.

In our last paper we showed that a coincidence exists bet-veen
the sun-spot curve and that of Aurora, and magnetic disturbance,
‘We also pointed out the fact, that at the periods at which the sun
spots reach their maximum or minimum, & large portion of the North
American continent experiences but a very little rainfall, as shown
by the Toronto Observatory, and the height of the water of Lake
Ontario as measured at the Toronto Harbour.* We also stated thas
a striking similarity exists between the Toronto rain fall and the
Glasgew temperature.

Now it is a remarkable fact, that a connection of some sort exists
between the two latter, and the mean annual barometric pressure as
recorded at Toronto: and though the ceincidence is not as apparent as
that of sun-spots and rain-fall, the subject is too interesting to be
passed over without notice. )

The pressure of the barometer, as shown by the records of our
Observatory, shows a low point under botk maxima and minima,
and a very low point about midway between the maxima and min-
ima of spots; but not between the minima and maxima. It will
be remembered that the curves of Toronto rainfall and Edinburgh
temperature both showed nine waves since 1844, and the curve of
barometric pressure shows nine waves also during the same period.
In fact, rainfall, temperature and barometric pressure, seem all to be
acted upon by some cause, which also acts on the sun, and produces
spots more numerously at some periods than at others; and the con-
nection appears to be of such a character, that if we cun know the
sun-spot period in advance, we shall have no great difficulty in fore-
telling the general character of the weather for any season yet to
come.

There is one subject more to which we will refer before we proceed
with our paper, it is this:—

Investigations which Mr. Ridgway and myself have been making,
seem to show that a period of storms exists in Toronto about the time
of the maxima of sun-spots. 'We are sorry that the records at our com-
mand do not extend backward beyond 1852,and hence caution is needed.
But from 1852 to 1858 we had but few storms per year ; no year giving
us more than about 40 hours in which the wind blew at a greater
rate than 30 miles per hour ; and some of the years were without any
storms. But with 1859 a_period of storms commenced, which con-

*0n this point we have mnch corroborative evidence and ate gathering more. Ina future
number we inay give the results, —0ss.
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tinued about three years, during which period we had nearly 80 storms
yearly, and this period included the year of sun-spot wmazimum.
Since that time we have had a period of calms, but now we find the
number of storms rapidly increasing, and it does seem probable,
though of course it is not certain, that we have again entered on a
period which will be characterized by the unusual frequency and
severity of its storms, and we must not forget that this is about the
time when the sun-spots are at their maximum.

But hefore going further, it will be well for us to notice the fact,
that many meteorologists have rushed to a conclusion which we think
is altogether unwarranted, viz.:—That *“if a connection exists between
sun-spots and weather changes, the seasons must be influenced in the
same manner at all places on the earth’s surface.” Now,even though
the sun be supposed to act directly on the earth, it wounld not be
proper to draw such a conclusion ; we do not know by what means
the sun might act, whether by increasing or diminishing the amount
of evaporation, which would be simply the effect of Aeut, or by chang-
ing the electrical state of the earth, which would be connected with
the earth’s magnetism, and which might act (on rain-fal} for instance)
by simply changing the distribution without changing the total
quantity, which might fall on the earth. Some facts seem to poing
in the latter direction, and though we may not be able at presens to
show why it should be so, the ezstern hemisphere seems to get a dry
year, a year in advance of the western. For the present, we must be
content with knowing the facts; in the future we may find the cause.*
¥ Tt will, doubtless, have occurred to the reader, that, as so many
meteorological changes appear to be connected in some manner with
the sun-spot period, that in order to render this knowledge useful to
mankind, it will be necessary to know when a sun-spot maximum or
minimum may be expected.

This isnot so easy as it might at first appear. It will be
remembered that this period is very variable; that by tuking an

2Possib y we should not have expressed ourselves in this wmanner. Svme portions of the
eastern contuaient certainly have had wet years, where we have had our dry ones.” But this rule
may uot held good with the whele castern continent.

Irom a Table in the Astronomical Register for Nov. 1871 (given for a very different purpose
than that for which Ishall make use ofit,) W. Lawton, Esq, of Hull, has shown that 1855, 1856,
1860 and 1967 were thesr most clondy years. ‘The « urve formed by the numbers shows clearly that
our Yorksture friends get a very cloudy period at maximum and minimum of sun-<pots ; and
fine, char weather between the maximum and minimum.  The most probable explanation of
the cause which cccasious the weather to be different at the same time at Hull, in England, and
Toronto; is, that rain clonds usually extend in long belts running east and west, or nearly so,
s they are known to do in the tropies, and those belts eause rain at points sitnated bencath
them, when «t the same time two degrees of latitude either greater or less, might be free from
cloud and rzin, ‘the clouds which cause the belts of Jupiter ars thus arranged, and itis a
remurkable fuct, that those belts sometimes change their pusitions and move to a higher or
lower tatitude, and the e are many of our best astronumical observers who tlunk that the
chaunges on Jupiter’s ~urface are influenced by the same causis which produee sun-spots, for
the p anet seeis to undergo the greatest chanwee > .. .ne time of sun spot maxima.  Now if
2 belt o1 clouds has str- tehed from east to west in verth latitude, beeween 50 and 60%, duiing
the present year, they will have had a rainy season in England, and as it is located in a higher
Iatitude than we are in Canada, we shall not be aftected by it.  The rain from this cloud belt
will hiave fallen to the nuith of us, and been drained off by the rivers which flow northward
into Huds: us Bay and the Polar sea; we getting a dry year: our neighbors far north of us & wet
one.  This is a possible cause of the fact that some points in the castern hemisphere get dry
scasons when we have wet ones,

What we want to rettle the question is, a number of such records as the Toronto Observatory
80 haj pily 1uinishes us with; and as the j ears of greatest amount of cloud can be « xtracted from
registers «f @ tron micul observatoties, Ly the fact, that such years will show fewer nights
when it was possible to make observations than other years, wo may possibly yet the needed

egisters yet.
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average of all periods Wolfe has found 11 1/9 years to be about the
mean, but no period was just this length, some were more, some less,
one wus more than 10, another only 7, 50 there is nothing to guide
us here; if we predicted a future maximum by adding eleven yeurs to
the present date, we might be four or five years astray, perhaps more.
If we adopt Prof. Loomis’ view and vegard the average period as ten
years it will not meet our difficulty, the period will still be exceed-
ingly irregular, and to foretell the date of a coming maximum will
be impossible.

Those who read the series of letters published in the Leader about
a year ago, will know thut the theory advanced by the writer as to
the cause of sun-spot periodieity would fix the period of a coming
maximum by a very different method from that of taking the aver-
age length of the period and adding it to the date of tho last
maximum, but in this paper we will not trouble oursvlves with theory,
but examine the facts.

From the tables of Wolf as quoted by Prof. Kirkwood, and the
table of Prof. Loomis’ in the Americun Journal of Science, for April
last, I extracted the following dates, which I regard as the mosé
probable dates of past sun-spot maxima :—

1750 1761.5 1770 1778.
1788.5 1804 1816.8 1830.
1837 1848 1860 1871.

Let us try to forget everything we know about the average period,
and suppose some cause to exist which produces more than the usual
quantity of spots, at vhe expiration of three periods, having the fol-
lowing lengths : 27.5, 30, and 33.3 years as in the following table :—

Year of Nax. ollgy 5 Venr Period|30 Year Period|3s.3 Year Period

1750 1750
17615 1758
1789 1771
1778 1777.5
1787 1788 1787
1804 1805 1804.3
1816.8 1818
1830 1832.5
1837 1837.6
1848 1848
1860 1860 ,
1871 1870.9

The first column gives the years in which the record shows sun-
spot maxima to have occurred, the next the 27.5 year period, the
next the 30, and the last the 33.3 year one. Those periods, it will
be seen, approach very near the true dates, and it must be re-
membered that the dates are liable to some ervor. -

Thus by adding 27.5 to the last date on the first column we get
1887.5 for a future maximum, or in the second column, 1848 4 30=
1878 for the date of our next maximum.
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As this method has been but little astray in the past, we may
place some confidence in it for the future.

We subjoin Tables from which some of the foregoing facts have
been deduced.

Table 1.—Schwabe’s observations of sun-spots.

Schwabe has been observing the sun for more than forty years,
noting every day where new spots become vizible, and we give the
results of his observations in the following table.

A. D. Days of no spots. New Groups.
1826.. Geetterer seeneets or sscessraressses 22 118
1827.. Cerane teeereeereres pesvesennans 2 161
1828 — MAL et rierieeareenee 0 225
18290 vener s 0 199
1830... 1 190
1831... 3 149
1832 .. 40 84
1833— 139 33
1834.. 120 51
1835, et e ntniicieir it ranenns 18 173
1836....0 e 0 272
1837—MaAx ... 0 333
1838... ..ueeee. 0 282
1839...e e 0 162
1840..... ceveirriiiiininienien ceennas . 3 152
1841 e tiviiiiiiiieis v 15 1602
1842... .. ... 64 68
1843—MiN .. 149 34
1844........... 111 52
1845 29 114
1846 e 1 157
1847 . v e et ete vereee e s ceraeennes 0 257
1848 —MAX 1t tiiriciiiiies vrrrenerreaneneen 0 330
1840 e i s e e e e 0 238
1850.. . ...... - chee mreeresnies 2 186
1851..icieenne evenreererertons 0 151
1852... . ... . 2 125
1853..cenennnee teeerrees sesbeetessnenbees 3 91
~1854.. 65 67
1853 .oeuens 146 79
1856—MIN .. . 193 34
1857 hiiiiiiiiiiiniinnans cete e eeeeeenes 52 98
eeerenaeeeen 4] 188
0 205
1860—MAx............ 0 211
1861 0 204
T862uuueiiieiiiiirere e srennann 3 160
1868 .iiiicnnerane e 2 124
1864 iaiiieneneennncriiieonistreriirraian 4 130
1865 e i anniiniens 25 93
1866...
1807——Mm.
1868...
1869........
1870.. ciiceiriieeeen ceeenne
1811—VAx e .
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This table makes us acquainted with the following facts :
Ist. That sun spots are subject to a kind of periodical change.
2nd. That the period is not a regular perind.
3rd. That the average interval from one maximum to the follow-

ing one is ahout 11 years.

4th. That the maxima do not occur midway botween the minima,
This table shows that there havé been sun spot mexima in the fol-
lowing years: 1829, 1837, 1848, 1860, 1371 ; and minima in 1833,
1544, 1856 and 1867.

There are very important coincidences between these dates and the
general character of the weather of Ontario, as the vecords of the
Toronto Observatory will plainly show, and I shall ask your attention

o this point in my next.

TABLE IL.--WOLF'S TABLE OF SUN SPOTS FROY 1749 TO 1825.

Tea

hd

1749
1750
1751
1752
1753
1754
1755
1756
1757
1753
1759
1760
1771
1762
1763
1764
17¢5
1766
1767
176~
1769
1770
1771
1772
1773
1774
1775
1776
1777
1778
1779
1780
1781
1782
1783
1784
1785
1788
1787

Rolative Relativ
No. of Spots Max Min. Year.|No, of Sp:ts.
63.8 1788 90.6
68.2 1750.0 1789 85.4(9
40.9 1790; 75.2
33.2 1791 46.1
23.1[7) 1792 52 7{?}
78.8 1755.7 [|1793 20.7(?
6.0 1794 23.9
8.8 1795 16.5
30.4 1796 9.4
38.3[? 1797 5.6
48.6;! 1798 2.8
48.9 1799 5.9
750 1761.5 1800 16.1
50.6 1841 30.9
37.4 {802 38.3[?
34.5 1503 50.0[?
23.0 1804 70.0[?]
17.5{%] 1505 50.0[?]
33.6 1806 30.0{2
52.2 1807 19. Ot"}
85.7 1808 2.2
79.4 1819 8.0
73.2 1811
40.2 11811 0.9
39.8 1812 5.4
47.6(1) 1813 78.7
27,3 1814 20.0[?
35.2 18135 35.0.2
63.0 1816 45.5
948 1817 43.5
99.2 1779. 1818 34.1
727 1819 22.5
67.4 1S20 8.9
33.2[?] 1" 4.3
22 5.7} 15:2 2.9
$.4¢7] 1784.8 [j1823 I.e
18.3 1824 6.1
60.8 1625 17.4
92.8

Max.

1788.5

1804 0

1816.8

Min.

1798.5.

1810.5

1823.2
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TABLE IIL- TORONTO RAINFALL,

n

Ye Tovonto ' year Toronto
our Ruinfall, oo Rainfall.
ST (U | N S

1840 26.539 _-I 1357 33.265
1841 37.670 i 185% 38.651
1842 42.799 * i 1859 23.185 Wet.
1843 43.545 Wet. ,; 1860 33.434 Dry.
1844 19.440 bre. 1 1861 26.995
1845 ; ¢ T1862 25.520
1846 B 1861 26.483
1847 Wet. | 1%64 290,486
1848 Dry. 1P 1853 96,529
1849 i 1866 34.249 Wet.
1850 i 1867 10.141 Dry.
1851 26.875 ;’ 1868 26.408
1852 31.345 1560 31,182
1853 33.550 ia 1870 33 7 Wet.
1854 27.765 1871 22 2 Dry.
1855 31.605 Wet, | 1872 27 ?
1856 21.585 Dry. !

1

TABLE IV.—ANNUAL MEAN HEIGHT OF WATER ON LAKE ONTARIO.

] (3] ]
Year. M. Height.| Year. M. Height. Year. M. Height.

1854. ..., - 5 18,3 H1866...... ... 9.3
1855t 178 3861l a7ix el gy
1856......f 206 w1862, .0 266 |jises . 4.6
1857......... Y 275 863, 204 [1see. . - 16.0
1858.. . ... BL4 1864 w180 sio.....o 3000
18590 286 41865 1500 l

——————— e

DECEMBER MURSINGS.

BY MISS EMMA J. M. k.

December comes with gloomy clouds and storms,
With dress of snow and ice in woundrous forms,
Now Boreas trumpets forth his northern blast,
And the freed winds rush wilaly, wailing past.
The naked forests bend with creaking groans,
And the wild tossing limbs reply in moans ;
The nitrous particles vorne on the bist,
Cold, picreing, tell, ¢ wiater is here a Jast.”

2
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Next comes the drifting snow, thick through the air,
Which shrouds the landscape with a garment fair,
And, pure and white, stretching o’er all the land
Transforms the acenery as with magic wand.

Two pictures now present themsclves to me;
Une is a scene of comfort, wurth and glee,
A cozy parlour and a cheerful tea.

The other cheerless, as such scenes can e ;
No bright clear fire, no steaming urn of tea,
No books, no musie, nanght to pleace T sec.

Another picture, let us now suppose,
Fasten the shutters, and the curtains close,
Now round the blazing fire, the ingle warm,
The socia civele gathers, with its charm

Of chat and mirth, and tales so startling strange,
Of ghosts, which in old mansions wandering range ;
And as tlie tales ave told we nearer draw,

Start at each sound, the rustling of a straw, - .

Sometimes the subjects take o mournful strain,
Virtue distressed, houseless, in wind and rain,
Or travellers lost in snows among the hills,

Which, as narrated, through our nature thrills;
We listen w “he roaring storm without,

And start, imagining we hear some shout.

Tis but tagination ! there again,

The =waying, lombard poplars in the lane

Sigh in the wind, that down the chimney rous,
Ratiies the casements, bangs the swinging doors.

What a vough nieht ! see how the powdery snow
Is dusting throwgh the door above, helow.

Such views enhance the comfort of the roowm,
Which shines a contrast to the outward gloom.

Q wmerry Christmas time ! which to our homes
Brings such festivities each time it comes ;

The time for social visits yearly paid,

And when true charity extends its aid :

The time for roaring, crackling, pleasant fives,
For warming, generous thoughts and good desires,
A happy Christinas with its merry cbeer

Be ours in this and each succeeding year.

ToroxTO, Decembar, 1871.
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A CANADIAN GHOST STORY.

IN TWO CHAPTERS.

By Couxsrln Weenrie, Ph D.

SHAPTER T.

1t is getting quite unfashionable to helieve in ghosts; and it is
" only now and again that we meet with a person sufliciently candid to
confess that like their grandfuthers and grandmothers, despite the
pretensions and ridicule of modern philosophy with its rationalistie,
and sometimes very unreal reasoning, they ave believers in ghostly
visitants. As I know that the editor, like myself, belongs to the old
school, and is & firm and consistent believer in the spiritual world,
with its dread realities, its visions which produce fear and trembling,
so that the hair stands up, although no distinet form is seen, T have
the greater contidence in offering a Canadian Ghest Story for the
pages of THE Caxap1ax MacaziNg.

‘Why should it be deemed a thing incredible that the spirits of the
departed assume bodily, but immaterial forms for certain purposes?
Have we not the testimony of Eliphaz the Temanite « a spirit passed
before my face; the hair of my flesh stood up.” The testimony of
St. John is positive that “the doors heing shut,” our Savionr, came
“ and stood in the midst of the disciples,” on two separate oceasions.
It is true there was a jivacle in this instance, for they were called
upon by their master to see and examine the difference between his
presence and that of a spirit--** for,” said he, “a spirit hath not flesh
and bones, as ye see me have.” But this proves more than we ask for
viz., that not only do spirits appear, hut that it is possible for the
veritable human body to appear and disappear like as the immaterial
spirit ean assume bodily form.

Our modern Sadducees offer quite as profound reasons for their
skepticism as those of olden time did, and quite as consistently shake
like an aspen when startled by some wnaccountable, ghostly moan or
rattle, while their faces blanch in the reflection of some mysterious
visitant their quaking hearts have conjured up, but which with chit-
tering teeth they attempt to disavow.

But leaving disquisition I will narrate what was told me, leaving
my readers believers or professed unbelievers to tremble at their
leisure. Some twenty years ago I was travelling in the counties of
Middlesex and Elgin, and on one occasion was staying at the ve-
sidence of a friend with whom among other subjects of conversation
that of glosts and haunted houses was being freely discussed, when
1 hazarded the opinion ¢ that such like things were much scarcer in
this country than in Europe.’ My friend observed in answer ‘¢ that
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in proportion to tho population, and the louses we were not much
behind the older countries, and that in time he had no doubt we
should compare as fairly in this respeet as in others.” ¢ Well but,’
I answered, ¢I have travelled for months now and have not met with
a single haunted house or heard of an authentic ghost.” ¢ That may
be,” said my friend, ‘“but it is becauso people don't care to own up
to such notiony, and eonsequently. will not talk on such subjects with
strungers.

But as to ghosts and haunted houses I can tell you a tale, which is
well known and believed in this neighbourhood by the old settlers.”

As he was saying this—-

He poked the five of blazing logs,

Which lay piled high on ivon dogs.

The sparks rushed out from bark aud pore,

And fell in showers upon the floor.
1 looked around and wondered whether the house in which we were
sitting was haunted, and whether I should be the hero of some
ghostly adventure on this my visit; but my host commenced his
story and thus interrupted my cogitations. The narvative I will
endeavour to report as faithfully as my memory will serve and enable
me to give. .

“ About the year of the war, 1812, we were living near the Talhot
settlement and not far from us and yet not exactly neighbours lived
a man and his wife all alone for they had no children. Very iittle
was known of them and what little was seen of them was by no
means in their favour. They had come over frcm the States about
the commencement of the century and settled in the wild forests some
few miles back from the lake.

Black Dick, the name by which he was known at our house and
some others, was a morose sort of fellow. whose manners I did not
like, and whose face, so far as I could judge, had villain stamped all
over it, as plain as crime can mark the human features withont some
judicial brand.

Dick did not like me, and as for that, I don’t suppose there was
rauch dve lost between us.  We were at a logging bee together, soon
after I settlad there, and after the principal work was over, the men,
a little werry over the whiskey which had been handed round freely,
began to play a few pranks.

Among the rese present was a little Englishman, from Devonshire,
who it seems had been a prize wrestler at home, and some way or
other this was mentioned, and Dick could not let the nintter pass
quietly, but insisted upon 2 trial of the Englishman’s skill.

As no one cared so much about the matter as Dick, it was pro-
posed that he should contest the matter himself.

The contest proved very short, sharp and decisive, for Dick got
two very heavy falls in rapid succession ; and as the digpavity in the
size of the two men was very great, Dick’s total discomfiture pro-
duced much merriment at his expense, and as this was undisguised
Dick became aniry, and sought to redeem his position by challenging
the Englishman to an up and down fight. 1 was not paying much
attention to what was passing, but a young man eamce up to me and
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whispered that Dick had a very ugly looking clasp knife concealed
bebhind him, which he thought he was intending fo use if he got an
opportunity, and wished me to interfere before the quarrel went any
farther. 1 did not particalarly object to the men giving each other a
few knocks, or as our Devoushire man called them, nackes, but I
would not stand by and permit the use of knives to cut and maim,
and possibly murder.

T went over at once to where the dispute and preparutions *or fight
were proceeding, and in the presence of all challenged Dick with
having in his possession an open knife. I told him that if he
attempted to use any foul play here, he would receive no mercy, and
that I would be the first to punish him swmmarily on the spot.

The serious determination of my countenance and manuer seemed
to have considerable effect not only on the combatants but on the
spectators, who were all, exeept myself and onr new neighbours, for
whom we had been putting up the log heaps, under the influence of
the whiskey.  While T was explaining matters, a stranger had come
up, unnoticed by myself, and as soon as I had done speaking, to my
surprise and that of all present, underiook to defend the use of weap-
ons in fighting. The man spoke with that detestable nasal twang
which was common among his class, for be was a Yankee pedler. I
do not know how to explain wmy antipathy to this class of men, but I
never had the patience to listen to one of them, say nothing of deal-
ing with them.

As the man began lo falk, I shhvugged my shoulders and started
for the house, but he was determined that I should hear him, and
called me back, assuring me that he had no intention of * scaring
me,” but wanted to supply me with some new ideas. There was so
much insolence in the man’s mamner that I turned short round,
walked straight back to where he stood, in an attitude of familiar
jesting, and asked him in my sharpest tone what he meant? He
commenced his answer with something like ** dutell,” in a jeering
tone, and the next moment he lay flat on the ground with my foot
on his prostrate body.

The man secemed uiéterly confounded with the knock down he had
received, and was in fact thoroughly cowed. He was rather above
the middle height, spare and wiry looking, and from his crestfallen
appearance and remarkable change of bearing, from impudence to
sneaking submission, was regarded as a fit subject for general con-
tempt. He had, T found out subsequently, been in the habit of
coming into the neighborhood for some time in his pedling rounds,
and was pretty well known by the neighbours throughout the settle-
ment. Singular to say, after this evening, he was never seen again
—at least his body was never seen. It was well known that he
went away in company with Black Dick, and that they were, when
last seen together, going in the direction of Dick’s house. From that
-day, however, the man’s periodical visits to our neighbourhood
ceased altogether. Occasionully some neighbour would jocularly
twit me with having turned the tableson the pedler, and that instead
-of being scared myself I had scared him, or shamed him from coming
Ais usual round.
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I did not, however, bdxeve this had anything to do with the man’s
(llsappe'\rume neither do I think any one else ¢ actually helioved that
it had, but people like to have their joke.

Months passed away, and I had almost forgotten the circumnstance,
at lenst it seldom oceurred to my mind, w hen it was brought back in
a curious way. 1 was out in the yard picking up a few chips to
brighten the firc when a st ange man accosted me enquiring if my

name was Mr. W,  He then mformed me that he was trying to find
the pedler, fully describing the man, who formexly travelled through
the settlement.

I invited the man into the ho» and told him all T knew about
the pedler, which of course was not much. In turn, however, he
told me some things which quite astonished me. Tho pedler was
known to be worth « considerablc sum of woney, besides other pro-
perty in notes, and no trace of this could be obtained.

I found out by further questioning that this man was himself a
relative of the family, and was intending to marry the sister of the
missing man. It was ab her request and importunity he had com-
menced the search which hithexto had been fruitless.

After thinking over the matter for some little time, I asked the
stranger to have a little refreshment, and I would go with him to my
nearest neighbour and talk the matter over, which we did with this
result that—-we must go over together o Black Dick’s and see what
acconnt he gave of the affair, as every one said he was last seen in
Dick’s compan) It is surprising how soon st mge news will spread
over a settlement. The man, in coming up, hiad called at several
farm-houses, making his enquiries, and this, together with former
civcumstances. stimulated curiosity, so that before we left the house
two neighbours dropped in, aud shortly after another, so that we were
guite a company.

My near neighbour and myself were both official men, and we were
of course expected to make all the necessary enquiries and conduct
the examination, which it was generally conceded was now a matter
of simple justice,

The man had tiaced his relation to our seitlement, and it was well
known the pedler had gone no farther on bis usual route, and no one
conld ever discover the way or the when he had returned.

One wman spoke out plainly what perhaps others had thought, that
the man had et with foulplay. We went in a body down to Black
Dick’s place, it was getting dark, and although we did not expect to
see the place lit up with candle light, we did expect to see some light
in the place ; but when we got to the house we found it dark, and to
all appearances there had been no five for some time, but how Jong,
it was impossible to say.

Black Dick and his wife did very little visiting, and their absence,
together with the silence around ‘the place, made the appearances
worse than before. Nothing further could be done in the matter that
night ; and in the morning, the stranger, my neighbour-and myself
went over again to Dick’s house, but we found it closed as the night
before and, with the ¢xeeption of two or threc cnts about the barn,
we did not see a living thing on the place.
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The stranger, before leaving for home, promised Lo write to me
should anything transpire of intevest, und I in return engaged to send
him word if anything oceurred of sufficient moment to be sent. The
winter nights were coming on, and nothing new had turned up, the
onl; thing spoken about was the eause of Dick’s absence and where
he and his wife were gone. )

I think it was aboul the end of November that we were startled
one evening as wo were sitting at tea by two young men rushing into
the kitchen in o state of great excitement, and it was some time be-
fore I could understand what had so much alarmed them. I might
as well explain here that one of the young men was the same who
came to tell me at the logging bee about Black Dick having a con-
cealed knife, and the other was my own son.

After recovering their breath and their wits, they told Mrs. W.
and me that they were coming through the woods talking, and all
at once noticed, 2 little way ahead, & man walking.  They pushed on
faster to sec who it was, and just as they were getting up with him
he quickened his pace and turned down in the direction ot Black
Dick's. T.ooking after the man it seemed to ocear to therm both at
the same instant that it was the pedier, for as one suid “is not that
the Yankee 17 the other began saying “that is like the pedier.”

They had stopped involuntarily to look after the receding figure
and concluding it must be as they thought, they agreed to follow
him and sce where e was going, because they wers cevtain Black
Dick had not returned, and there was no other place to stay in
that locality.

Keeping in the shade of the trees, they followed as fast as they
conll go, and as soon 5 they renched the elearing got behind the
fence and were only the bLrewdth of the wood yvard away when
the man went up to the door, which wus all daurk, and went into
the house, bul how they could not be sure. as they did uot hear
nor see the door open.

The man was gone that was certain, for though it was gesting
dusls, it was still so light that they could have seen any oue standing
at the door. My son was the first to speak.

“Did not he go in?”

¢« Of cowrse he did.”

“« Well that’s strange !”

They waited for some time expecting to sec u light, but neither
light nor shund came from the house. While puzzling themselvos
as to what this could mean, they thought they could hear the
sound of wheels coming towards the house, and sure cnough ina
ghort time a waggon drove up the lane and in it were 2 man and
womai.

There was no mistake of persons this tine, any how, for Black Dick.
wasg there and so was his wife, sure enough.  Dick got down from hix
waggon, helped his wife down, and they heard him ask her—where
the key was, but could not hear her answer.

They saw them go up to the door, heard it unlocked, hewrd the
door open, and shortly after saw them strike a light.

They were so much amazed at the whole circumstances that they at
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once started across the clearings and came to my house. But I see
supper is waiting for us, »o0 if you have no objection we'll have supper
and that will strengthen cur ncrves for the remaining part of the
story.”

' CHAPTER II

What form is that which silent stalks

In midnight shades and lonely walks ?
Stups, turns and paces sad and slow,

Now moves erect, then bending low ¢
Locks upward with despaiving gaze,

Or with clasped hands stoops in swmaze ?
Hark { what distress, whac hollow moans,
How the flesh ereeps to hear such groans,
What dreadtul eriie is there condealed ?
What sins unshrived 2 what wounds unhealed ! .
Murder is there, still unredressed,
“Murder will out,” erime be confessed,

After supper we removed to the parlour, where o bright cheerful
fire 1it up the room with its sparkling, crackling blaze, and seemed to
welcome us to its warmth and company. There, ensconced in a
roomy arm chair, T listened to the following concluding story.

“You see, after hearing the young men tell what had oceurred, I
at first concluded the more marvellovs portion was due toimagination.
They had been, 1 thought, taken Ly surprise on first seeing the ped-
ler, who had no doubé actually returned. and that either they were
mistaken about his going up to the door or else that, finding it locked,
he had gone round to the barn or somewhere else, until they had
arrived, and that it was quite likely he was then sitting by the fire
with Black Dick, waiting while supper was got ready.

Satisfied that the morrdow would fully remove any mystery con-
nected with the affair, I told the young fellows to say nothing more
about the matter ; that, although it looked strange that the pedler
had come first, on foot, it might prove that he knew of their return,
or had come part of the way with them, and having for some reason
separated from them, he had happened to get there tivst and just tried
the door to see if it was fastened, and finding it was, had gone some-
where until he heard or saw they had awrrived.

The morrow came and passed Lut no pedler put in an appearance ;
and strange to say, as day after day went by, and what the young
men had seen began to he talked about, for it had some way leaked
out, it was confidently usserted by farmers living near the road the
team had cowme, that Black Dick und his wife had no one with them
when they pussed. aud no one could he found who had seen the
pedler.

Very little was seen of either Dick or his wife, they had always
been noted for their want of sociulity, and as they made no advances
no one scemed to care about visiting them.

The next news which came to my cars was not a rumour but
positively asserted fact that, ever since Dick’s arvival, everything that
he had purchased at the store had been usually paid for in Mexican
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dollars, and that he had heen seen with o large purse full of these
coins, This wag much talked nbout, as you know folks will talk,
more especially in a thinly settled neighourhood. It had so suspi-
cious an appearance, that a few, principally young men, not content
with talking commenced watching.  For my own part T had ceased
to trouble my head about. the matter, concluding it would be by fur
the hest to let things take their own course and if there was anything
wrong, time would teli. I was not far out in my reckoning,

A party of young folks who had been fo a paring bee, (I think it
was) were returning in merry mood, langhing or talking or singing
as it suited their hwumour, when, as they were pussing through a
swampy cedar pateh, one of the girls saw a man walking deliberately
along wmong the trees, wherve, from her knowledge of the locality,
she knew there were almost impassable marshes.  Thinking she was
mistaken she called to her companions, and after examining the figure
for some time one of the young men said it was the pedler, who had
been seen before in these woods.

The moon was at the full, and the sky cloudless, so that except
in the shadows a very fair view conld be obtained of his form and
movements. which, as I was told Ly the young men, and the girls too,
were somewhat strange.

The place where he wasn walking was a morass of considerable
depth, not exacrly & pool of water, but altogether too soft to bear up
the weight of a man.  Yet there he was in the hollow, pacing slowly
backward and forward, every now and then he stopped, stooped for-
ward, as thongh in great bodily pain, and then again commencod his
walk looking upward as if contemplating the heavens or admiving the
moon as she walked in brightness, queen of the night.

One of the young men called out to the moving figure and asked
several questions, when they saw it turn in their direction raising a
hand as if beckoning to the party. As this was done one of the girls
fainted outright with fright, and the attention of the rest was at once
directed to her, and when they next looked for the figure itwas gone.

You may he cervtain that this report spread far and wide, and many
persons came from some distance to see the place. My next neigh-
bour was then reeve, and he called soon after to consult with me;
and we went down to the swamp to survey the place carefully, not
with instruments but to forn a rongh idea, und see if the place could
be deained in any way without involving too much expense. We
found however it would be a heavy job, and, in the absence of more
definite proof, we did not like to assert what we both believed that,
either that the pedler or some other man had been murdered and
thrown in there, or else had perished from some other cause.

The suspicion at last beeame so strong against Black Dick, that he
was & marked man, shunued by every one. Iven those whobhad been
on the very best terins, any one could be with such a morose heing,
began to avoid him and would not be seen taking a korn of whiskey
in his company.

Of course the man céuld not help seeing these things, and fzeling
them too. Beside, I suppose the man had a kind of a conscicnce,
though in his case it must have been o peculiar one.
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Wo were about our work one morning in the following spring
when we noticed @ woman coming up the lane to the house, she ap-
peared to be very feeble and walked slowly. o our surprisc it was
Dick’s wife. .She had been suffering all winter {rom colds, she said,
and she did not know what was amiss with her. Her manner was
stranger than her looks, and she looked very ill. She was restless;
eyed the smallest movement, as if curious and suspicious ; shie would
commence telling Mrs. W. something, break off' abruptly and com-
mence speaking about something else all the time speaking fast and
nnconnectedly.

I had an impression at the time, and I think so still, that she had
come up to our place to relieve her mind of something she wanted to
tell, but had not courage to do so. She had plainly an impression
that she was going to die and was afraid of deat'. She did not stay
long ; Dick was gone to town for some hitters, she said, and promised
to bring the doctor, and so she must be going. She looked at me
quite wistfully, and T thought tears were in her eyes as she bade us
good-bye, but she promptly rejected my offer to drive her down home.

T never saw heér again.  The doctor attended hev, it was o short ill-
ness and Dick never left Lwr for more than a fevr moments at a time.
The doctor said she eommenced to tell him something one day when
Dick was gone ont, but she had said nothing he could make any sense
of befove her husband’s veturn.

Besides this Le saw nothing peculiar in her case. ¢ Whatever Dick
might be in other respects he was remarkably attentive and kind to
his wife.’

Soon after her death Dick eame up to me one day and snid *Gover-
nour, Sarai alays said T should sell my place to you, if I sold at all,
and I kinder think I will sell now, as it’s not pleasant living batch
down there” ¢ Well,” I said. ¢what do you want ¥ He named a sumn
which made me stare, for it certainly was mueh less thau the place
was worth. ¢ Nonsense.” I said, * You know the place is worth more.’
‘I do,’ he said, ‘but I am wanting to sell, and from you I'll take
that’ ¢TIl take the place off your hands I said, but I shall give you
a week to think it over, before I bind you to the bargain.’ ¢ Well
then, I consider the matter settled und will make my preparations.’

This was the way I came to buy the property. The house was con-
sidered then, and is still. one of the best log houses in the country.
although 1 did not like the location very well.

The first tenant was an Englishman ; as fine looking a specimen of
the Shropshire farm labouver as you could desive to see. e had not
been living in the house a mouth, when he came one night with his
wife to tell me that he did not like the louse. ¢ Why," T said,
« what's amiss with it?

‘I don’t know zactly,” he said, ‘but [ think her’s haunted)
‘ Nonsense,” 1 said, someone hag been imposing on you. Has any-
one been telling you tales about the former owner? ¢ No,’ he said
*no person had said a word, but soon after he went in, they were dis-
turbed in the night, but concluded it was something round the house
they had heard, and so he would not mind it. But Jaws mester its
shocking bad, I tell ’ee”  He spoke in his native dialect with & sharp
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Jjerking manner that, while it amused me, showed that the man was
veally in earnest. I tried to reassuro him, and told him that I really
could not imagine what there could be about the lhiouse to annoy or
frighten any body, and that T should fell obliged to hiw if he would
give the house a fairer trial before he condemned it. ¢ If you hear
anything,’ T said, ‘try and malke out what it is like, and let me know
all the particulars. Xf there is anything wrong we must have it set
right if possible.’

He went home, and in the morning T saw him again, and made
‘inquiries if he had been disturbed tho last night. ¢ No,’ he said,
not particularly.” I saw him about his work on the farm, and as
he snid nothing more on the subject, I did not either, thinking he
might fecl ashamed at what he had said about being afraid.

1 had to go from home and was absent about a week, when on my
return I noticod as I was coming over the farm that the old log house,
as we called it, was lit up and seemed to be inhabited. As 1 passed
very near to it, T walked up and peeped through the window, and
there sitting by the firc was my Shropshire farm labourer, nursiug,
while his wife was busy preparing the supper. Ot course I did not
disturb them. I soon learnt the particulars of what had happened
while T was away, which were as follow :—-

The night of the day I lefl home the youny farmer had gone Ly
invitation to a singiug school. He had a good voice and knew how
to use it, so he was soon in requisition by the young folks. It was
between 10 and 11 o'clock at night when he arvived at home and found
his wife in a dreadful state of excitement. She told what she heard
and saw to Mrs, W, on the following morning. She was sitting on
the hearth knitting ¢ the clock, she said, ‘had just given warning
for ten, when'she thought she felt a draugat as though the door had
opened, she noticed too at the same time that the logs brightened and
the sparks flew, as they will when blown with a current of air. She
turned round to see it the door had been opened, and as she did so
she became conscious that some person was crossing the floor in the
divection of the best bed room or parlour, the door to the parlour was
open and as soon as the footsteps had entered, the door closed, for she
not only saw it shut to but heard the elick of the lateh.

She was so amazed with what she had seen that she was at a
loss what to do. She managed however to get back to ber chair,
and sat listening. For some minutes she could hear nothing, but at
length she detected the same movement pacing backward and forward
asg before and was momentarily expecting to see the parlour door opened
by iuvisible agency when the footsteps of her husband caught her
ear and she was relieved from her terrible watch.

He was a brave man, and when she had explained to him the cause
of her alarm, for she was as pale as a spectre herself, he lit a candle
and carefully examined the parlour but nothing could be found, and
he wanted to persuade her that she had been dreaming, when a woan,
so fearful and uncarthly that it fixed them to the spot in horrified
surprise, sounded close behind them. They stood staring at each
other, expecting every moment to hear a rcpeiition of the dreadful
sound, but nothing further happened to alarm them. In the morn-

.
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ing they okl Mrs. W. what they had seen aud heavd, and she at once
went with them to the old log house, the one first built on the finm.
We had used it for lumber of all kinds for years, but as they were
anxious to wove into it at once, all hands were sct to worl to renovate
and clear it up, and before night they were comfortably settled in the
old place and more than this were very well satisfied with the change.

I suppose the house in the hollow, Black Dick’s, hud been standing
empty for a year or more, yes more thana year, and we were thinking
what we had better do with it, when a queer customer turned up.

He was a man of good education but of bad habits, as regarded
morals and temperance, he was a great naturalist and taxidermist,
and spent most of his time during the day in the woods. I told him
the house had a bad reputation—that it was haunted—and that he
would probably be disturbed occasimally.  ¢If there is nothing worse
than ghosts and hobgoblins, sprights and appuritions, elfs and specires
and such like visitors,” e said, ¢ T shall be happy. A rat will do more
mischief to my specimens in one night than all the bogles that ever
visited Christendom.” And sure enough as long as he remained there
were no complaints. 1 asked him one day if he never saw anything
or whether he had never been disturbed. ¢ Yes,’ he said, ¢I haveoc-
casionally heard something like & man pacing backwards and forwards
in that front room, and one night there was a horrible row; it
wakened me up, and forgetting myself I jumped up and opeuned the
door into that parlour, and if T did not give them someo jaw-bredkers
its queer to me. They settled down pretty quick, so did I, for my
shjrt felt a good deal colder than my temper. However, it did good,
I have not been troubled much since. T darve say they took me for
some old majician for I exhausted a pretty exteusive vocabulary of
anathemas und necromantie slang.’

“Why,” I said, ‘were there two ghosts, for you speak in the plural
about them.’

‘Two, of course, there were two, and n jolly row they rdised in
the place. Why it was as bad as two mastiffs o'er a bone.’

‘ But were you not scaved.’

¢ Oh, I was too tearing mad to be scaved ; I was thinking about it
after, though, and wondering whether that kind of cattle can hurt
a fellow or not. :

The testimony of this man staggered me completely. I had always
tried to account for the other statements which had been made, but
here was @ man, who seemed utterly unconcerned about everything
but his specitmens in natural history, indirectly and unintentionally
making the case worse than any one had thought of doing previously.

‘What puzzled me was that only one person had been scen and one
only heard walking except on this one occasion. If it was the pedler
who was the usual walker, who was this sscond person?

The nataralist left our part of the country, and as I was wanting
to do some chopping T hired two young’men, who of their owa accord
asked permission.to use the house down on the other farm. They
brought a stove for cooking and we lent thent a table and some other
furniture to serve them in a rough way. I think it was the third
night of their stopping there, that as they werg sitting before the
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open fire talking and smoking, they heard some one try the latch of -
the door and both looled round fo see who was coming at that time
of night, for it was getting late and they were just thinking about
going to bed, which in their case was simply a lot of oat straw and
buftfalo robes. As they looked round they both became sensible of
something like a cold draught, still the door did not open, at least
they did not see it open and were certain, so far as eyesight could go,
that it had not been opened.

They both got up and went to the door thinking that some one was
playing a trick upon them, but there wus no one round so they sat
down again expecting cvery moment an explanation. As they sat
thus in expectation of some movement, the one who sat facing the
window looking up incidentally saw a man’s face peering through.
The fuce was quite close to the glass when be first saw it, and it gave
him such & start that he involuntarily cvied out. His companion
seeing him start, and the look of terror on his countenance, was quite
as badly frightencd as himself, and turned vound instantly to see
what horrid object had produced such an effect npon his comrade,
andd just in time to see the receding face and head.

¢ What in the name of wonder is that’ he exclaimed. The one
who had first seen the face said nothing but gtood staring at the win-
dow and door completely transfixed with surprise and fear. The face
they saw must have been a most startling sight, certainly, if it at all
corvesponded with the description given of it by both of them.

The eyes glowed like coals of fire, the thin sharp features seemed
transparent, while the long flowing beard appeared to shine e
luminous threads.

For some moments they were so compleiely occupied with this
startling apparition as to be quite unconsious of everything else, till
aroused by the cold wind blowing in from the door, which to the
astonishment of both they now saw was standing wide open, and yet
hoth solemnly avowed they werc looking at it and the window the
whole time.

They neither of them spoke nor moved, they felt incapable of doing
either, and while in this attitude there came from the parlour a rush-
ing, sighing sound, it secmed to them like 2 wind passing and mecting
another at the door, which produced a whirling motion, the flames
and sparks leaped up the chimney for one moment, and the next
dashed outward into the room filling it with smoke and ashes.

For a time the commotion continued as though a violent contest
was proceeding for mastery, and then gradually moved away towards
the woods. where it spent itself in mournful wailings.

It was about half-past ten when the young fellows knocked at our
door, each carrying a buffalo robe, and requested permission to slecp
on the kitchea floor for that night. Of cowrse we found them a bed
which they continued to use until their chopping job was finished,

Up to this time the youug man who came looking after the pedier
had not written, but one day there came a letter from him which
contained some curious and suggestive information, which I will give
as briefly as I can.  He was married to the pedler’s sister, and some
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months before writing his attention had been called to an advertise-
ment asking for the address of his wife under her vaniden name.

This advertisement he at once answered, which terminated in their
going west to see » lawyer ‘who held in trust certain property which
had been left in his hands by & man who had for some years lived in
Canada., .

This man had known and had dealings with a pedler who travelled
there, and who died at his house ynite suddenly! leaving in his
charge a considerable sum of money, papers, and other valuables.
Being unable to resist the temptation, he had kept this money in his
possession ; but the death of his wife and his own failing health had
constantly reminded him of the necessity for full restitution, and he
had therefore left for the rightful heir, the sister of the dead man,
not only all the property entrusted to him, hut a considerable amount
of his own, which he trusted would be vegarded as o faiv and full
reparation for any injustice which she might have received through
his retention of the property. He closed his legucy by a hope that
the Great Disposer of all Tivents would accept the peace offering so
far as this world was concerned, and that he might trust in that
Saviour who saved the thief on the cross.

Severnl years after we were making great improvements on the
tarm, and among the rest we cut the deep drain which you might
notice runs through the swamp. When cutting this the skeleton of
2 man was fouud, entire, which we supposed was that of the missing
pedler.

Many questions suggest themselves. IMow did he come by his
sudden death? What did Dick’s wife want to #ell ! Did the ped-
ler’s ghost haunt the house during Dick's rvesidence, and was it this
apparition which was seen coming there, and subsequently in the
mavsh, where the skeleton was afterwards found? Was the second
ghost Dick, quarrelling with the pedler ?

These (uestions cannot be satisfactorily answered, but it is quite
likely that, although Dieck did make all the reparation possible at
the last moment, when the pedier and he met disembodied on the
former scene of their business relations, the pedler would requirve a
better balance sheet than Dick could present by his svstem of hook-
keeping.

Our readers must judge for themselves.

- —— e e————

THE RELATIONS OF LABOUR AND CAPITAL.

—

By Wi, Boyp.

It is nob so much our intention, in this paper, to ventilate original
speculations regarding this highly interesting and important subject,
as to place before our readers, in & popular manner, some of its lead-
ing features, with a.view to interest them in a subject which is inti-
mately connested with the material well-heing of all. Nowhere
better than in a new country like Canada is the importance of iabour
and capital in the development of national wealth recognised, and
therefore it enunot be inapproprinte, in the pages of The Canadian
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Magazine to inquire into the velations of tie two forces which exer-
<cise such a potent influence on the prosperity of our community.

Man might be deseribed as a trading animnl. In exchange for
whatever he requires or wishes to possess, he must give an equivalent.
Men, for the most part, possess only one equivalent—Ilabour. This
is all they huve whevewith to supply their wants, aund the wants of
those dependent wpon them. Each individual man might till the
soil for bread, manipulate fig-leaves after his own fashion, frame a
shelter from the weather, and enjoy life as well as such independent
circumstances permitted. But it is very obvious that this state of
watters might he vastly improved by & mutual understanding and
.co-operation among a conununity of men. Hence we find that, since
all time, there have been between buyer and seller a relationship
which contains the very fundamental prineiples of a community, call
it barte~, commerce, trade, division of labour-—what you will. Out
.of this arises the next important relationship in the cconomy of u
community—rich and poor;as one man’s supevior frugality, industry,
skill or invention enables him to buy with his own produce, more of
his neighbours’ products than he himself requires, and hence a surplus
of wealth accumulates, generally in the shape of currency, it may be
of coin or notes, or even brass rods as ewployed by the natives of the
west coast of Africa. Whatever, in fact, represents value in respect
of commodities. From this last, again, arises the relationship of
employer and employee, as the possession of wealth creates the possi-
bility of one man commanding the labour of another.

TLabour is that power whereby men are enabled fo operate upon
the stores of nature in respect of location or condition, so as tv make
them subservient to their own use and convenience. So long asa
pine flourishes in the forest, it is of no practical value. Tt may have
a prospective value, and the right to cut it down may be hought and
sold, but that is when it is marked out for the lumberer’s axe.  When
<chopped, transported to the satv mill, made into boards, and built into
a frame house, that produce of nature has been operated upon both
in vespect of location and condition, and made subservient to man’s
use. Whatever, thercfore, is successfully operatad upon by labour,
for this end, acquires what is termed value, and the thing so appro-
priated Is termed wealth. Labour, then, is the source of wealth, and
the degrec of value attached to any article of wealth is to be deter-
mined by the amount and quality of the labour expended on it, for
though there are multitudes of caves in which the value is not com-
mensurate, either with the amount or quality of the labour, it is
because of circumstances which we will term accidental and oceasional.
‘We mey also here remark, that the wealth of a nation or community
isverymuch affected by similar accidental and occasional circumstances;
accidental in respect of the natural advantages of the land they inhabit,
such as fruits, soil, minerals, climate, and even rivers, lakes, harbours,
and & thousand other such physical circumstances, which, it may be
were kept in view by the All Wise in apportioning the different parts
of the earth to the different races of men, or it may be that these
circumstances themselves have gone to form the various characteristics
of the various races ; occasional in respect of good or bad harvests,
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peace or war, and other such conditions. The term ¢wealth’ is gen-
crally nsed as o synonym for ¢value,’ because, for trading purposes,
wealth is estimated, not by its ch racter and bulk, as in the days of
patriarchal Job, but by its markes value. We will have to use the
term in this indiseriminate sense. Taking facts for hig data, the
political cconomist finds that men make the accumulation of wenlth
a chief object in life.  'We have said it is supevior frugality, industry,
skill and invention which enables one man to grow richer than
his neighbour. Therc must be some strong incentive to call out these
self-denying virtues, or talents which involve increased applieation,
anxiety aud toil, other than the mere miserly aceumulation of money.
The rich man can enjoy life without the anxiety of proyiding for each
succeeding to-morrow ; he can, for himself and family, procure all
those advantages of education and comfort which open up possibilities
in this world that aie, for the most part, denied to the many ; he can
comand that leisure so necessary to intellectual and westhetic pursuits:
and, not least, possesses that independence which must always be
wanting to the man who depends for sustenance upon his daily toil.
The advantages possesséd by a wealtly nation ave analogous to those
possessed by individuals, and it is in the purchase of such advantages
that much of the wealth of men and nations is expended.

But wealth can he turned to yet arlother account, and ean be made
to produce wealth. To this end it is transformed into capital. We
might define capital as those conditions caleulated to aid and facilitate
labour ; and which are created by the judicious expenditure of wealth.
Tne human mind seems to have been created with a special aptitude
for recognising and developing such conditions, as we find them
abounding in the simplest implements of manual labour, as well as
the most elaborate machinery,so much so that some have found it profit-
able to go to the expense of patenting a particular shape of spade
handle ! As every business transaction shows a debit and credit side,
so every phase of commercia! relations exhibits this double feature of
labour and capital. Theve is not & man who has not been benefitted
by its chief concomitant—the division of labour. There is not
quality of talent but may find in these velations a suitable spheve and
plenty of scope for its exercise. If the accuinulation of wealth be a
blessing to the individual, its employment in the production of wealth
has been of incalculable benetit to humanity at large. It has pur-
chased the time, the talent, and the labour which has elaborated
modern eivilization, a system which provides for every temporal want
and comfort of mankind with a precision, and to an extent that, it may
not be profune to say, is second only in inportance to the providence
that regulates all things.

It might be thought that where two things were so intimately
related and bound up with each other as labour and capital, there
could be no question of antagonism between them. But the same
might be said of the relation of husband and wife, and we know how
that sometimes works. There has been too many ““strikes” ameng
workmen, and too 'much ¢ locking-out ” among employers, especially
in Europe, where the relations of labour and capital have been re-
fined to the ubinost nicety for centuries, to avoid sceing that cach of



The Relations of Laborer and Cpitul. 353

them has a self, and a self-intevest apavt from the other. Yet it is
not good that these unseenly quatrels and antagonisms should obtain
in well rogulated communities. They involve a loss ubsolute td the
capitalist, "o the labour er, and to the community at large. How is
it, then, that they continue to reeur like a periodic pla«ue? They
have surely goune on long enough to furnish datu for their thorough
explication, and the world is badly in need of the man whe can
declare the philosophy of strikes.

The interests of labour and eapital ave one, as vegards the greatest
amount of production, but may be antagonistic as to their 1e’pectne
sharé. Three things enter into a manufacturer’s caleulation in ésti-
mating the price of his product : cost of material, cost of labour, and
profit Auo for his outlay of capital. The tivet of these items we have
already shown to be identical with the second, so that we havs only
to recognise two things—wages and profit. Capital does not require
that its profits should be at tho expense of labour. [If labour be
cheap, the public should have the benefit, as, if labour be dem, the
public have to pay for it. The legitimute souree of profit is in the
superiority of production created by capital, as against unaided
labour; and the extent to which this oxtra pmduchon may be
secured as profit is regulated by competition in trade. Trade is in
an unhealthy condition when capitalists cannot command a reason-
able profit, which state of maiters is not unfrequently brought about
by unprincipled traders. This may affect the labour market texpo-
varily, but it ought to affect it only on the analagous principle that
a whole community should cqually bear the dumages 1aflicted by a
riotous 1nob in their midst. The conswmers, whose part and interest
it is, can well afford a fair profit to the capitalist.

The ewployer seeks his labour in the cheapest market, and the
workman sells it in the dearest. Supply and demand act as a re-
gulator in this matter, just as the distarbed or undisturbed state of
the political world affects the price of comsols. But, like consols,
each of thesc elements in wealth-producing, has an intrinsic value
based upon subgtantial grounds, and which ought nob to be affected to
any material extent by such circumstances. Capital and labour have
each their portion, but we can easily conceive circumstances under
which the one may encroach upon, or tyranise over the other.
Generally speaking, the capitalist has the ‘pull’ on the labourer,
much as the provident man has on the improvident. We believe
that it is the consciousness of this which has created Trades’ Unions.
These institutions we regard as right in principle, in as far ag they
seek to guard against the oppression of those who have the power to
oppress. 'We can understand the utility of trades’ unions seeking
out date as to the exact market value of their respective handicrafts,
and encouraging resistance to any attempt to defraud the workman of
his just wages ; but here their functions ought to cease. Coeroion of
workmen, or mythmrr analogous to 1attenmg of employers is en-
tirely unjustifiable, and even wanting in common senge. If a man,
who has a starving family, sees it his duty to submit to oppression
for & season on account of those he holds dear, that is no reason why
others should be aggrieved with him, and cmxstm\n him to a course
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which is more hurtful than the other. Indeed, those who hold out,
ought to count something on the sympathy of the man who cannot
afford to adopt that course. ¢Locks out’ are the direct consequences
of this coercion policy, and though also wrong in principle, this
much is to be said for them, that they ave a retaliation naturally pro-
voked by the undue exercise of the influence of trades’ unions.

Men are beginning to open their ‘syes to the »atio of theso things,
and to recognise the wisdom of neutral arbitration. A thorough
system of arbitration between master and men would be of more sub-
stantial benefit to the community, than the most perfectly framed
scheme of Poor's Law ; and in the education of the masses, a little
knowledge of political economy would do niore towards the arranging
of these disputes, than any amount of arbitrary enactments.

BOYHOOD’S EVENING.

See ! see, Mainma ! yon mystic veil,
‘Where far beyond are spread,

Exhaustless wastes, and sylvan glades,
And paths T've yet to tread !

Led on by Hope, T lift that veil,
And lo! the sun-lit Isles—

Resplendent meads, where Valour sports
And Beauty ever smiles !

And Fams, with all her fairy nymphs,
A wreath of laurel swings

High o'er the throne, where Honour sits
And Firtue sweetly sings!

¥ * * *

Come ! come, Mamma ! and let us see
‘What charms the Future hath for me!

Yon sylvan meads, where Valour sports
And fadeless laurel grows,
Lie there for me, when I have won
The wreath that Fame bestows !
And Honour calls, and Virsue sings,
And Beauty sends her smiles,
Exhorting me to woo that wreath
Axd win those sun-lit Isles !

Such charms, the brilliant Future hath
For ‘boys who tread that glorious path !

Toronto, Dec. 1st, 1871.
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THE CIVIL LIST.

BY THE EDITOR.

»
Test oF RespacTABILITY For DISSENTING PREACHRRS—--TEE EFFECT
oF suc Rerressive MEASURES.

In our second paper, we noticed some of those causes which had
gradually been operating upon the masges of Eugland, arousing them
from inaction and comparative indiffersnce, to a state of mental
activity and interested enquiry into their political rights and privi-
leges. In this paper, according to promise, we intend to discuss the
influence of dissent in its radical bearing upon the popular mind.

But before proceeding permit us to premise that we are not giving
expression to the political opinions, feelings or proclivites of any
party, nor of religious opinion. We are discussing the subject as a
question of history, apart from all political and sectarian views. At
the period of which we write, the great body of dissenters belonged
to the ranks of the poor, labouring classes; and we have seen how
these classes had suffered threugh the indifference of the government
to their complaints, as well as personal suffering from the privations
of poverty, in some cases almost the destitution of famine. These
circunsstances had created a universal feeling of distrust in the
administration and disgusc at the manifest want of sympathy with
thejr condition.

The dissenters were not disloyal, but a large majority of them were
decidedly radical and many of their preachers encouraged the people
in these political views.

There can be little doubt that the preachers were honest in their
convictions, most of them were of the people, poor themselves and
fully alive, by personal knowledge and sympathy with the feelings, to
. the wants of the working classes,—they felt too that they were suffer-
ing from political disabilities which ought in common justice to their:
manhood as freemen to be removed.

Lord Sidmouth was well aware of the popular feeling and that the
sectaries, as the dissenters were called, were unfavourable to his govern-
ment, and, conceiving that these preachers were dangerous agents in
exciting their people to rebellious notions, he moved in the House of
Yords, on the 2nd June, 1810, for returns of licenses to preach issued
in the various dioceses of England since the year 1780. These re-
turns revealed what was previously well and generally known and
which no one questioned—-that a very large proportion of these dis-
senting preachers were men unskilled in letters,—so illiterate in fact,
that they were incapable of spelling the words,—“gospel,” “preacher,”
“ teacher,” “ minister,” * dissenting,” &c., correctly.



356 The Ciwvil List.

His Lordship wade the following transeript of the different spellings
of the ahove words by applicants for license to preach :(—

‘A discenting teacher. Precher of the Gosple.
Decenting teacher. Precher of Gospell,
Desenting teacher. Prashr of the Goseppl.
Miniester of Gospell. Preacher of the Gosper.
Preacher of the Gopel. . Preacher of teacher the
Preacher of the Gosple. Gospell Bappist.
Preacher of the Gospell. Precacher of the Gospel.
Precher of the Gospel. Preicher of tho Gospel.
Precher of the Gospell. Teacher of the Gospell of
Preach of the Gospell. Jesus Christ.

These illustrations of orthograplic ignorance wete certainly curious
and startling and to his Lordship’s mind satisfactory proof that such
preachers were not ¢ respectable” This opinion was further
strengthened by the testimony of Dr. Barrington, then Bishop of
Durham, that the sectaries ‘“assewbled in barns, in rooms of private,
houses, or in other buildings of the most improper kind.”

As we read of these “moss improper” assemblies for the worship
of God, we cannot help thinking of the scene at Jacob’s well and
the answer of the Great Teacher—¢ The hour cometh.” We think
-of tho stmple unostentations worship, of that “upper room,” where
the apostles, « with the women,” meot after their return from Mount
Olivet, where they had just received our Saviour’s last oral instrue-
tions, and where “when he had spoken these things, while they
bebeld, he was talken up; and a cloud reseived him out of their
sight.”  The hour had come when the magnificont and imposing forms
of Jewish, material worship,—or of any worship where ceremony
was made the essence in place of the medium—were no longer needed.
The material—uaddressing itself to the senses—had been superseded
by the spiritual—~worshipping “in spirit and in truth.”

Truth is the same to-day that it was in 1810 ; yet if Lord Sid-
mouth with his episcopal friend of Durham, had been in the High-
lands a short time ago, they might have heard the Archbishop of
York, (Dr. Thomson), and the Bishop of Winchester, (Dr. Wilber-
force), each conducting a service in a plain Scotch Kirk at Glengarry
“according to the Presbyterian forms.” Such is human progress !
political, religious, educational ! such ave the changes which human
history presents, for our consideration and instruction.

Sidmouth consulted Dr. Coke, ¢ the head of the Wesleyan
Methodists,” we use his own words, “and completely satisfied him.”
He next consulted Dr. Adam Clarke, and removed his scruples; he
consulted Mr. Belsham, the celebrated Unitarian writer, and satisfied
him ; and on the 9th of May, 1811, he brought in his bill. Subse-
quent events proved that no one was satistied !

The dissenters throughout the kingdom were aroused by this ox-
traordinary and uncalled for attack upon their personal as well as
religious liberties. The Methodists as being the wmost directly
attacked, took the lead, but the independents snd baptists asgisted the
movement against the Sidmouth bill and so great was the indignation
against the measure, that he was compelled to abandon it in the stage
of the second reading.
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His Lordship’s biographer says : +‘could he, at an carlier period,
have forescen the opposition which his measure was destined to en-
counter, he probably would not have proposed it: hut being strongly
convinced of its propriety, and having reecived, in the fivst instance,
so much encouragement, he would not, in ohwdience to » popuiar out-
ery, withdraw it at the elevonth hour; und for this decision he surely
deserved to be approved rather than hlamed.”

Granting thit this movement was based upon conviction of duiy,
1t wag merely a conviction that he could thus serve his pavty by the
suppression of a large number of licensed sectaries who were, in their
rude but moat effective way. enlightening the masses ag to their civil
end religious privileges.  We cannot perhaps find another home secre-
tary, who ever held office in England, so conscientiously and serupulons-
ly persistent in resisting the claims of the working, industrious classes
to their birthright as English freemen. Let us next point out the
inevitable tendency of such kind of persecution and senseless tyranny.
Admitting that because these nonconformist preachers coald not
spell correctly they were not * respectable” he knew they were the
people’s choica, and, as such, he had ne business to inierfere with
them.

Among those very ignorant men, were men whose vouth had been
spent in hard work, very often in poverty, occasionaily in viso and
degradation :—men who from boyhood to manhood had worked in
collieries surrounded by everything, but opportunities for mental i
provement, but familiar with scenes of vice and brutality, the very
description of which is startling. No wonder such men ceald not
spell correctly—-no wonder their acquaintance with bock learning was
meagre—but had they no equivalent fov this want of scholastie skill ¢
The working people thought they had.

Let us sketeh a picture with our pen from actual life——the life and
times of that period.

It is night, the time about 8 o’clock :—the night is dariz, and a
drizzling rain bas set in. ¢ Tt is 2 nasty night,’ you say,— ¢ where are
all these pzople going? The women have got on their paitens which
clink over the gravel footpaths and send out a sharp metallic ring on
the flags. Lanterns are numerous and Ly their glimmer you caich
fleoting glances of heavy hobnailed boots ; most of the women have
red cloaks or rough shawls, while grimy fustian clothes and drab
overcoats are common among the men. But where ave we going?
To a preaching! Thisis no church. No it isa large stone barn,
eonverted into a meeting house for the people called Mothodists.
You see that large man standing talking to a number of inen and
woween. That is the preacher. In person he is over six feet and is
powerfully built—by trade he is a blacksmith—zthough now he does
not work at his trade. But wait, he is going to give out & hymn.
His enunciation is clear, sonorous but evidently broad and unpolished.
Acquainted with the peculinrities of dialect, you hear he is from
Yorkshire, but owing, perhaps, to his having lived in Lancashire for
some years he has got many of its peculiarities  His munner is
awkward, say clumsy. There, the first few sentences, tcll you that
although he can read, he has no acquaintance with the convention-
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alities of language and literature, but be patient and you will discover
that though “unlearned and ignorant,” he has beon endowed, richly
endowed with gifts such as the schools ernnot and do not pretend to
supply. A few years ago he was notorious throughout the loculity
where he lived as o brawler and fighter, but now Saul is among the
prophets, and like his namesake of old he is the people’s choice.

Listen to the passage he is reading as his text—"seeing we have
this ministry, as we have received mercy, we faint not?" 8o he reads
on to the 6th verse. Who called such a man as that to the minisiry?
He is not respectable,he spells, as he pronounces, preacher—pree-a-cher.
He did not call himself. The same power that changed his habits
and gencral character, must have put it into his heart and thus pub
Aim “into the ministry.,” He that gave him that vigorous intellect,
changed him, like Paul, from a blasphemer and a persecutor, und
injurtous,

See how those rough locking men, many of them formerly terrors
to their quiet neighbours, are listening to. his homely but powerful
language, look round at the audience ; almost the whole of these
people have been at work since early morning, and will have to be
up by five to-morrow, but not one is asleep, unless some: of the young
folks.

You can see many of them have ‘tears glistening in their eyes;
what do they care for the vespectability of college education. This
wan has a key which will unlock the door to their sympathies, which
no human learning can furnish. The preacher is one of themselves,
they understand him, they love him, and hence his power.

The polished inanities of Dr. Barrington, expressed in a prelection
of twenty minutes delivery would have been listened to with cold
indifference. How terribly in earnest that preaching blacksmith
seems and the audience catch his spirit and endorse his words
with hearty Amens. Yes, this is one of those meetings decryed by
the Bishop of Durham—the sectaries “assembled in barns.”

And why did they assemble in barns, in rooms of rivate houses,
or in other buildings of the most improper kind ? Because they had
confidence in the preachers they went to hear! Novelty might
influence some, and to & certain extent all ; but it was because they
believed that these itinerant and local preachers were sincevely
desirous of doing them good, that caused people to go to these week-
day and night preachings. Amnd it ought to be borne in mind, that
2 large number of these men and women had never attended church
in their lives, and conld not be induced to go. The same feeling
exists to day that operated then. Go into any of our large cities and
vou will find hundreds of raen and women who never go to any place
of worship. Dissenting churches are neglected and the preachers
regarded with suspicion and dislike, just as in the beginning of the
century and years Lefove the churches and clergy of the establishment
were and had been.

‘The preachers in London, of every denomination as well as the
establishment are well aware of the existence of this feeling, and
much has been done and is now being done to remove it.

‘With all these facts before us we cannot be surprised that in 1811
the dissenters bill met with such determined opposition. The people
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regarded the bill as another link to the chain of political disabilities
by which they were bound, and they were determined to be free.
Free to select and listen to such preachers as they preferred, loved,
and in whom they could trust. And unquestionably, if this is our
right now, it wag their right at that time. It is perfectly futile to
argue that the church established is the only proper authority to
ordain and appoint. What is the use of ordaining men to preach
whom the people will not go to hear. The people reason thns:

“ Whether the almighty ever calls any one to preach the gospel
without qualifying them we do not know ; but we think the colleges
do, or else there are a good mauy who preach without being called or
sent.”

The people saw and judged for themselves. they loved the preachers
who had risen from, and were of themselves and whom they believed,
no matter what we may think, were called and annointed by God to
preach the gospel.

The victory gained by the withdrawal of Lord Sidmouth’s bill led
to greater unity of purpose and increased determination to obtain a
fair, free and full representation of their views and feelings in the
counsels of the mation, and this gradually, not in one locality but
throughout England, culminated in a demand for a Reform Bill.
Twenty years had to pass over, but the progress of popular enquiry
and education was divected to that great object.

Tormidable obstacles were in the way but they were determined to
surmount them. And in the execution of this great and important
political movement the labouring classes were assisted by the middle
classes of shopkeepers, traders, manufacturers and merehants ; and we
must see how the work was accomplished.

THE ROSE OF PEACE.

Each little bud that grows on earth
Ne'er blooms so fresh or fair,

Nor looks so sweet as when it bursts
And lays its petals bave !

And yet when angry storms avise,
It bends beneath the strain—

Jerks oft its leaves, and hows its head,
—And blooms no more ugein !

T'en thus it pictures hapless Love
‘Which blown aside by strife,

Suspends her bloom. and shedsin tears
The fairest leaves of life!

Obh ! what weve love, if every heart
Should thus in angry hour

Revole the vows affection gave
And so destroy the flower !
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The Little Woman in the Doorway.

The Rose that blooms near springs of Peace,

Inlove and beauty grows,
Bxtracting all her tints from fonts
Where God-like essence flows ;

Lovelier far tlian orient gems
That turban’d mon'uchs wear,

Or Aitar tapp’d in Persian groves
From sweetest flowers there !

In love she lives—in peace she blooms ;

In beauty too, she woos the skies—
Victorious thers, she yields that love ;

And. THEN in peace and beauty dies!

Toronto, Dec. 1st. 1871.

In walling through the city,
Along a qt.xet stleet
I love to watch the faces
Of those I chance to meet;
And mark ihe ebb and flowing
Of the increasing strife,
Of caxe, or joy, or sorrow
That crowns or mars their life.

"Tis but in casval glimpses
I sce them, as I pass,

Grouped around the doorway
Orseated on the grass.

Now, through an open window
A single face T see,

Clouded to-day with sorrow,
To-morrow filled with glee.

I love to form their stories,
From the stray threads I caich,

The bright wasp and the dark woef

I often try to watch.
O fancy's losm to weave them
Into one complex whole,
The varying experience of
A single human soul.

There was one I used to sce,
A little woman’s fuce,

I've seen it fairly sparkle
‘With witching, tender grace,

J. 8 W

THE LITTLE WOMAN IN THE DOORWAY.
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‘While a world of happiness
Beamed from her hazel eyes;

As Heaven’s peace is pictured
By stars in evening slkies.

Her voice was singing gaily
Whene'er her door I passed,
Each song T heard, to me, seemed

More joyous than: the last.
There needed not the strong man
Constantly by her side
To say, ¢ This little woman's
A newly wedded bride.

I saw her first in spring time.
Before the lilacs bloom,

Like the acolytes censer
Had shed its rich perfume.

All through the long, hot summer
1 heard her joyous song.

Saw her bright, happy face, as
I guickly pessed along.

Then avtumn came, and winter,
T often tried, in vain,
To see that little woman
Through frost, on window pane;
But still, I caught the song, which
She was ever singing,
Chiming, with passing sleigh bells
Musically ringing.

‘When spring returned I saw her
Again without the door,

Joyous, wistful, tender, but
DMore thoughtful than before.

In her arras she held a babe, .
And oft, ag T went by,

I heard her softly singing
A gentle lull-a-by.

Two faces in the doorway
I now was sure to see;
Sometimes in the evening or
On Sunday there were three.
DIother and baby watching
Till father's work was done.
Faother, mother and baby
‘Watching the setting sun.

361
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The father proudly thinking
Of his dear wife and child,
The mother softly singing,
With veice subdued and mild,
To the baby looking up
Into its mother's eyes,
Whose wealth of tender love
Stilled its complaining cries.

They sat thus in the doorway,
Until midsummer drew nigh
When, like o burning furnace,
The breath of hot July
Dried up baby's life, so
That no reviving showers
Could restore that life again
Like beauteous bloom to flowers.

The little face grew paler,
I saw the growing drend,
Stealing o'er the mother's face
Until—the babe was dead.
Crape hung on the closed door,
. Sadly tied up with white,
The small coffin, too, I saw
As I went past that night.

Weeks passed before I saw her,
May be a month or more,
Again that little woman
‘Was watching at the door,
Watching for, and wondering why
Her husband did not come.
"Twas late, and she was anxious
And wished that he was home.

He never came!  In some way
She learned that all was o'er.

Next day I saw the body
Brought home upon a door.

Heard that little woman’s moans
Aad broken hearted cries,

As they took him where he now,
Beside their baby, lies.

I see a little widow
Oft sitting all alone,
Thinking of her husband and
Her baby that are gone.
And as she sadly sits there,
‘Within that open door,
She seems waiting for the two
‘Who will return no more.
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Sometimes her gaze is upward,
On the vlue vault abiove,

Fixed with the earnest longing
Of unutterable love ;

Striving thus, with tear dimmed eyes
To catch some far off ray

From where her loved ones wait her,
In realms of endless day.

Her earthly songs ave ended,
Her voice all tuneless now,
Since the badge of widowhood
‘Was placed upon her brow.
But perchance, in that bright home
Where child and husband are,
She'll join a heavenly chorus
That nothing e’er can mar.

At times when sad and downeast,
With weight of grief and cave,
When, like Cain. my burden seemed
Greater than I could bear,
T've felt rebuked and silenced,
To see her greater load
Borne so uncomplainingly,
Because it came from God.
Hamilton, Nov., 1871. JUR.

SKETCHES OF CANADIAN WILD BIRDS.

By Wu Keurs, North Wallace, Ontario.

ON THE CLASSIFICATION OF BIRDS.

1 do not intend to give these sketches of our wild birds in strictly
systematic order, for the reason that I do not know the exact position
in which many of our birds ought to be placed ; and were T capable
of classifying them, I think that sueh an arrangement would not be
interesting to the general reader.

T will, however, notice the orders and fumilies into which this most
interesting class of the Animal Kingdom is generally divided ; hoping
that the general reader will be gratified ; and that the scientific will
understand my reason and spare their criticism on this matter.

The class of Birds is dividéd into six orders, and these orders are
each subdivided into families, tribes, genera and species.

The first order of Birds is called Rapaces or Accipiires, that is,
birds of prey. They are divided into two families, Diurnac and Noc-
turnae, or Diurnal and Nocturnal birds of prey. The fivst of these
families consists of Vuliures, Fagles, Hawks. &c.

The second is compesed of Quwls.
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The second ovder of Birds is called Pusserine. They ave divided
into five families, namely, Dentjrostres, Fissirostres, Conirostres, Ten-
uirostres, and Syndactyle. Most of our small bivds, and all of our
song bivds belong to this order of Passerine. The distinguishing
characterigtics of each fanily will be noticed when I come to speak
more particularly of the birds of this order.

Tho third order of Birds is called Scansoriw, or climbers. This
order consists of but one family. All our Woodpeckers belong to it.

The fourth order of Bivds 15 called Gul tnacece, or Poultry.  Some
naturalists class them as one family, others divide them into two, as
the Poultry proper, and Pigeons. Our domestic Fowl, Turkeys,
Peacocks, Pigeons, Partridges, Quails, &c., belong to this order.

The fifth order of Birds is called Grallatoric, ov Waders, They
are divided into five families, namely,* Brevipjicanes, Pressirostres,
Culirivostres, Longirostres, and Macrodactyli, "Che Plover, Cranes,
‘Woodcocks, and Snipes, are members of this order.

The sixth order of Birds is called Palmip:des, or Swimmers.

This order is (divided into four families, namely, Brachypiere,
Longipennas. Fotipuimaser, and Leamallivostres. The divers, Galls,
Ducks, and Geese, belong to this ovder.

In the above wrrangement I have followed Cuvier. Subsequent
writers on Ornithology differ from him ; but this pari of the subject
I leave to be discussed by othevs, and will just say to my readers
that it would be well for them to know at least, the different orders
and families to which our birds belong, withoul geing into the min-
utize of their different genera and species, or the causes which have
led naturalists to divide or place them tegethor.®

In the following sketches, which begin with the birds of prey, I
will place each bird doscribed in the ovder and family to which I
think it belongs, and refer the reader who wishes to know more of
their anatomy and the scientific terms by which they are classified, to
the works of the learned who have written professionnily on the sub-
ject. I will, however, slate, that the Rapaces or bivds of prey, ave
known by their strong hooked beaks, sharp claws, and generally
large size ; the LPasserine, by their comparatively small size, 2nd
pleasant song ; the Scamsorie or climbers, by their long straight
bills, and their having two tees on each foot direcied backwards, and
two forwards ; a bird of the poultry order by its resemblance to the
common fowl ; » wader by its long neck, and long legs ; and 2 swim-
ming bird by its webbed fect.*

* Syate writers divide the order Grallatorice into eight families ; adling to tiie above names
Flamingces, (Phenicapterus), Glarioles, and Vaginals, or sheath-bills,—Eo.

* The number of species of birds known to naturalists is abaut five thousand. Their classi
fication 12 based upon the forms and peculiarities of their vrgans of mastication, prehension and
osonuation, or modifications of the Deak and fset.  Wg scarcely need say, that all these diri-
sions and sub-divisions, of Qvders, Tribes, Genera saud Species, are merely adoptsd for conve
mencs ; are artificial and arbitrary, and hence diffcrent authors may differ in their arrangement

—Xb.
# The tabulated arrangement given Lelow of the orders and their respective characteristics
whether terrestrial or aquatic, will assist in understanding the subject.—Ep
First. -Terrestrial hirds, or those whose feet are not made for either swimming or wading
orders.)
Rapacss, or )

Acciptires. | Talens very strong, with pointsd hooked naiis ? beak booked andsharp.

.
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First ORDER.—Accipitres, ov Birds of Prey.

1 commence my sketches of Canadian Urnithology with a brief
description of those fierce birds, some species of which are found in
overy region of the enrth, over the vast sauvaunas and pathless wilds
of America, haunting the burning deserts of Africa, or keeping watch
over the wild woods and cultivated fields of Canada.

The birds of prey form a most important section of the clasy 4wves,
and, following other naturalists, I begin this portion of my sketches
with them. These birds are recognised by their hooked beak and
talons, powerful weapons with which they immmolate other birds and
even the weaker quadrupeds and veptiles. They are among birds
what the Carnicore ave among quadrupeds. v

They wholly subsist upon the flesh of other birds and animals,
fish, iusects, and reptiles ; some: species will eat nothing but what
they kill themselves; others will devour the most putrid carrion.
"The muscles of their thighs.and legy indicate the force of their claws.
They bave all four toes on eachfoot; three directed forwards and
one backwards ; the claw of the latter and of the innermost toe are
the strongest., All birds of prey have a crooked beak, with its point
sharp and curving downwards, and the nostrils are pierced in a
membrane that invests its face ; and as wany of them pursue other
birds, their flight is accordingly mostly powerful. The characteris-
tics of these birds ave striking. Those found in (‘inada for the most
part dwell remote fromn human habitations, in the deepest and most
unfrequented: parts of the forest, on wild mountain summits, lonely-
isles, and sea-beaten rocks. Some, though they frequent the ficlds
and fallows of the rural districts for the purpose of procuring food,
carefully conceal their breeding places from the eye of the hunter, in
the ,ops of lofty trees, where the silence of the wilderness is seldom
bro, en by sound of the human voice. There, rocked by the breeze
and hushed by the music of the winds among the leafy boughs of the
une xplored {forest, or in the erevices of sea-girt rocks, where the
bu2zter dave not climb. they rear their young, unmolested by the
pry’ng curiosity of maun to sec and examine their nest. The love of
solitude is a sharacteristic of all true birds of prey, and seldem more
than two of them ave scen together. Where the avalanche thunders,
28 it crashes through the mountain forest, you may find them ;—in
the silence of the Rocky Mountains and the Alleghanies they have
their homes ; but they retive before the sound of the pioncers of civi-
Hzation, and love not the neighborhood of cities or cultivated fields,
except in newly settled districts, where, as if in retaliation for the
invasion of their homes, several species of these birds commit great
destruction among the poultry of the first sottlers. This tendency to

s uy b A single toe difected back- Beak generally pointed, and )
Passerine. 5y { wavds, and three forwards. }not vaulted alove — Win§s ' Toes feeble, and
Seansoni Twotaes directed backwirds, | generally long, and body ‘)_no‘. armed “with
. ma. ;’:md two forwards. crect. sharp hookéd
Grallatori Superior mandible arched or vaulied, nares partly covered } nails.
orue %b - 2 soft, inflated seale gait; heavy ; wings short, J
Second.- - Aquatic birds, or these whose feet are formed for wading or swimming.
Grallatorice. | The tarsus. being very long, and the lower part of the leg naked liko the tarsus,
TAALON®T. ¢ vory lony and suiled for wading.
The toes palmate, tho legs short and placed far back on the body aud so suited

Palmipsdes. €60 smimming.
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solitude distingunishes them from other families of the feathervd race,
for many of ity tribes deiight to form their homex near human dwel-
lings, perching upon and warbling their varied songs amoung the
trees that surround the furm houses and picking their food from sho
newly sown furrows. What a contrash between the swallow or the
robin, which almost enters our dwellings, and the sullen owl inhabit-
ing the deep recesses of the forest or {he time-worn hollow of some
ancient tree. All birds of prey may not be so exclusive in the love
of solitude, but the greator portion of this extensive division dwell
in the silence of the ruin and the wilderness. Mankind in general
do not feel much sympathy with creatures which thus avoid their
society, and not only appear to scorn all communication with them
but, when opportunity serves, gratify their carnivorous propensities
by destroying those of the feathered rave which are content to make
their homes around our dwellings. Henco it is that birds of prey
are regarded as enemies to be hunted and killed, rather than crea-
tures to be loved and cherished. They have, however, an important
officc assigned them, for which they are admirably adapted. This
order of bixds, as I have already stated, are divided into two
families,—the first or diurnal birds of prey comprises the vultures,
eagles, hawks, &c. OUf the vultures, 1 have personally but little
knowledge. They are chiefly to be found in more Soutlern lati-
tudes ; and though some of them may visit the shores of the Do-
minion, they are not strictly speaking Canadian birds. Of the
eagles, three species are occasionally seen.  The white-headed eagle,
the black, and the osprey. To the former of these powerful birds I
will now direct the reader’s atvention.
THE WHITE-HEADED EAGLE.

This is the largest bird of prey that visits the inland regions of
Ontario; and perhaps the largest to be seen in the whole Dominion.
It is but seldom, and then only in its passage to and from the lakes
which form the boundaries of Ontario, that this fierce and powerful
bird is ever seen in the cultivated interior districts. His advent
here is regarded with wonder and admiration by man, and surprise
and terror by the lower order of the feathered race. Should the
wonder-producing bird alight near the farmer’s residence, with per-
haps no other design than to rest his weary wings, the backwoods-
man may be seen with gun in hand, cautiously approaching the tree
where the wanderer is restmrr in order to bring dewn the unwelcome
vigiter, and gratifv the younger members of “his family by a close
inspection of the powerful bird ; while every species of birds, both
wild and domestic, uttering their various notes of alarm, seek some
place of refuge until the cause of their fears has disappeared. Tt is
only thus in their serial wanderings, while resting their weary pinions
on somé¢ high tree, that I ever had a view of any of these majestic
birds while alive, but occasionally some of this species is shot, or
otherwise captured, while regaling on a dead carcase or attempting
by some means to gratify the demands of hunger. Early one morn-
ing in the latter end of May, 1866, a fine specimen of the white-
headed eagle, measuring six feet across the wings, was brought down
by a little boy, who, having got up at daylight, heheld the bird of
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mighty wing perched on a high stump, taking a survey of the Mait-
land river and some fine lambs that were playing on its banks, and
upon which he was evidently intending to make u raid. The little
fellow returned to the house and procuring u loaded gun took his first
shot, killing the Republican emblem at the distance of eighty yards,
two grains of shot only baving reached his heart. Another of these
fierce creatures in the spring of 1867 made a bold but unsuccessful
attack upon a flock of domestic ducks which were quietly pursuing
their busy avocations on the waters of the Cannacsjig, s small river
in the township of Peel, and on the banks of which the writer passed
his early days. The notes of alarm raised by the ducks on this
occasion called forth a young woman from the farm-house, who, on
approaching the place, whence the cries proceeded, saw with wonder
a large white headed eagle perched upon & stump, and evidently pre-
paring to make another attack on one of the largest of the ducks,
which was separated from the flock, and apparently much hurt by
the powerful talons of the marauding falecon in his first attempt. In
this position the eagle remained until the girl arrived within a few
yards of him, and as she said,— got 2 fine view of his-white head.”
The eagle, seeing his chance of dining quietly on the downy swimnier
had vanished, and deeming discretion the better part of valor, he rose
majestically on the wing and, piratelike, left for parts unknown.
The wanderings of this bird are not confined to the summer season,
for there are instances yearly occurring in which solitary individuals
of this species arve seen pursuing their airy voysge across the country.

The following parsgraph from the I¥itness shows that the eagle ig
also a rare visitor in other parts of the Dominion :—

¢ Yesterday an immense eagle was brought to this oftice, which had
been shot the day before by Mr. M—, of St. Levi. Mr. M
saw g large bird standing on the banks of the St. John beside the
body of a turkey which had been frozen. Hastening to get his gun,
which he loaded with No. 3 duck shot, he went towards the strange
visitor, which he discovered to be an eagle. The monarch of birds,
not apparently much disconcerted, and not caring to permit any oue
to see it in the undignified employment of eating, stalked majestically
away, keeping his eye fixed on Mr. M——'s movements; but that
gentleman, as soon as he could get withir proper distance, fired, and
the bird rose _n the wing, but it was evident that it was wounded
ag the right wing labored heavily. A second shot took effect on the
same wing, compelling the bird to alight after flying a shovt distance
further. Getting hehind a piece of rising ground nothing was visible
but its head, which by a well directed shot was struck, instant death
being the result.”

Althongh this eagle is not often seen in the rural districts, yet it
is commonly met with on the Southern shores of Ontario, and pro-
bably also rears its young on the rocky, unfrequented coasts of this
Province. The tourist who visits Niagara often sees the white-
headed eagle hovering over that celebrated waterfall ; and there, in
company with the veltures, they often flock to prey upon the car-
cases of animals brought down by the torrents. In fact this eagle
does not 2eflect much honowr on his order, being in some respects
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more like a coarse vulture than the traditional high-spirited eagle, as
it will'veadily proy on carrion, and frequently cohtends with the val-
tures themselves for theit disgusting food. '

- The white-headed eagle also feeds on fish, but not being fitted by,
nature-for plunging into the water, ha is constantly on the lookout to
rob the osprey of its prey, us that bird arvises from the waters. Hé
will sit for hours watching that feathered fisherman at work, and the
moment the latter has seized » fish, off in pursuit daits *¢ the pivate of
the air.” The chase iy often desperate, for the Osprey does not veadily
abandon its booty ; but sweeping in large circles eandeavours to keep
above the Eagle, which, being unencumbered, soon gets the advantage ;
upon which the Osprey drops the fish. Thon comes the feat of the
white-headed Hagle ; doscending with lightening speed he grasps the
fish, before it veaches the water, and bears off the spoil with a scream
of triumph.

And yet it is o singular fact that the United States have chosen
this very bird for their national symbol. How strange, that a people
professing to give freedom to all, and'to respect the rights of every
nation and peopie, should have chosen a bird whose well known qual-
ities ave at variance with the principles on which every government
ought to be founded. Yet it must be confessed that a strange par-
allel exists between the habits of the white-headed Eagle, and the
practice of the leading men of the neighbouring republic. Nor nrust
it be forgotten, that Benjamin Franklin himself saw something unfor
tunate in the selection of this eagle as the emblem of the United
States. That philogopher thus spéaks in his own peculiar style i

« For my part, I wish the bald Eagle had not been chosen as the
representative of our country. He is a bird of bad moral character,
he does not get his living honestly. You may have seen him perched
on some dead tree, where, too lazy to fish for himself, he watches the
labours of the fishing hawk, and when that diligent bird has at length
taken 8 fish, and is bearing it off to his nest for the support of his
mate and young ones, the hald Eagle pursues hiin and takes it from
him. With all this injustice he is never in good case, but like those
among men who live by.sharping and robbing, he is generally poor.
Besides, he Is a rank coward, the little King Bird not'bigger than a
gparrow attacks him boldly and drlves him out of the district. He
is therefore by no means a proper emblem of the brave and generous
Cincinnati of America.” '

The plumes of the Eagle have heen highly prized in the days of
their barbaric power, by the savage Indians. When in wild freedom
they roamed the trackless forest, and their sovereignty to their now
lost huntiug grounds was undisputed by the white man, then one of
their most valued steeds was not deemed too high a price for a fow
feathers from the tail of the eagle. And at a subseguent period, the
settler from more civilized lands, often beheld amid the flash of rifles,
and the flames of burning villages, the tall erest of some savage chief
ornamented by the plumes of the eagle. Nor was it only in the
heat of battle that these feathers were worn by the savage Indian,
They were seen at the festive meetings of the tribes, and were attached
to the celebrated calumet or pipe of perce, so often smoked by Indian
and Buropean as tokens of brotherhood.
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The nesting places ol this poworful bird, are high rocks and trees
near ths shoves of the sea, or largo inland lakes, and the marging of
mighty rivers, The peculinr whitencss of the feathers which adorn
the head of this bird, has led many to call it the bald eagle, and in
some places it is still commonly so called.

THE ROSE AND THE PANSY.

By Joux BaLL.

A rose tice in my garden grows,
And oo it blooms the red. red rose ;
With perfume sweet it fills the air,
And bright its hue, its form so fuir.
And by its side a pansy lies,
A flower like wings of butterflies,
Of indigo, and white and green,
Its colours interspersed are seen.
The sun was shining hot o'erhead,
‘When to the rose the pansy said :—
¢ Your struggling widespread branches cheat
Me of the sun’s bright rays and heat ;
So through the night in cold I lie,
And through the day for warmth I sigh,
All through your selfish, spiteful ways;
But pride, like other things decays ;
And so will yours, for die you must,
And, withering, crumble into dust.”
Then quickly answered—stung with pride—
The rose, who thus began to chide :—
“How dare you, little puny thing,
‘With such impertinence, thus bring
Against me charges quite untrue,
And wicked, base, and monstrous too;
But so it is the world all o'er;
Impertinence is sure to bore
Its friends, and charge its foes with all
The crimes that ¢'er can them befal.”
And thus went on from day to day,
This grumbling, till at length away
The summer passed, and winter came
‘With hail, and snow, and mist and rain.
The snow was deep upon the ground ;
But, covered o'er, the pansy found,
A shelter from the biting blast,
‘Which nipped the rose tree, and at last
Killed it outright, and left it dead.
The pansy lifted up her head,
When spring returned, erect with pride,
The mid-day sun his glances plied
Upon it in: a streaming tide

4 Of glowing heat—it drooped and died.
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OUR ABORIGINES.

By A NaTive.

f.o, the poor Indian! whaese untutor'd mind

Sees God in clouds, or hears Him in the wind ;

His soul proud stience never taught to stray

Far as the solar walk or milky way ;

Yet simple vaturo to his hope "has given,

Behind tho cloud-topp’d hill, an humnbler heaven ;
* » * * * *

And thinks, admitied to that equal sky
His faithful dog shall bear him company.—Porz.

Our aborigines. Where are they? is a question often asked, but a
hard one to answer. The time is still fresh in the memory of most
of our citizens, when in any of owr Canadian towns or cities, the orig-
inal inhabitants of the country, might have been seen wandering n
wonderment along the streets, or trying to drive a bargain with some
petty dealer equally hard fisted with themselves.

In these days the Tudian and his squaw were common and unnoticed
passengers on our streets, but at the present time they are a rarity,
and regarded with about as much curiosity as Japanese or Chinese:
especially, if they are aswe seo them sometimes, dressed up in their
war paint and feathers.

When Jacques Cartier first navigated the noble St. Lawrence and
viewed with wonder the rich scenery, and native grandeur of the
shoves, this Canada of ours, was under the unrestrained dominion of
the Red Man.

Divided into many tribes, governed by their own chiefs, and led by
their own braves, they waged their intestino wars with bitter aniwosity.

Of simple habits, strong, persevering, determined, and sagacious,
the rod man was then in the zenith of his power. His sun was then
in itz meridian, alas, that so soon it should be fated to sink into
oblivion.

Fire-water was the insidious bane, that proved even mightier than
the hayonet of tlie soldier er the unerring rifle of the frontierman in
accomplishing his destruction. :

Could he have copied the virtues of the pale face, without being
entrapped with his vices, it might have been well with him, but
untutored, vain and arrogant, he fell an easy victim to the gilded
bait ; and, shame be it said, that bait in many cases held up by the
hands of professing Christians.

Under its aceursed influence, the fierce warrior that could look
unmoved at death, and triumphantly chant his death song at the stake,
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- amid the jibings and tortures of his enemies, became cnervated and
diseased.

The traditional glory of his nation was to him a thing of the past,
a thing perhaps that might serve the story teller to amuse his listeners,
as they gathered round their cheerful wigwam fires. It could bub
amuse. No further purpose could it serve, and though perhaps in
some breast, some faint flashes of the old time fire might be rekindled,
it soon subsided. Ambition once gone—what had they to live for?
Nothing,

Driven from their hunting grounds by the encroachments of civili-
zation, decimated by five-water and tho diseases which invariably fol-
low in itg train, they have lingered on, gradually becoming fewer in
numbers, until at the present time a real bona fide Indian is almost ag
much a curiosity in Canada as in Old England.

It is true that some relics of the ancient tribes are still to be
found, as at St. Regis, Canghnawaga, Munceytown, or the Mohawk,
but these are so biended with the whites by intermarriage as to be
scarcely recognised as Indians.

A great many people imagine that to find a real Indian, such as
Cooper describes in his Pathfinder, it is necessary to go to the West-
arn praivies, Red River Settlement, or some other equally distant
place. Not so, my friends! Clinging to their old traditions and
habits, striving against the encroachments of civilization, surrounded
by a busy population, and almost in the centre of our Western Pen-
insula you may yet find a true type of our Caenadian aborigine.

When, after the Revolutionary war, the Six Nation Indians sought
ghelter under the British fag, their loyalty and devotion to the
Crown during that sanguinary struggle was rewarded by a large
grant of land lying along the banks of the Grand River, ag well as an
annual grant of money to ecach member of the tribe. Led by that
heroic old Chieftain, Joseph Brant (Thayendanegea, his Indian name),
the noble remnant of that once powerful confederation of tribes,
crossed the Grand River at Brantsford (now called Brantford), and
proceeding down the river a few miles established themselves in that
delightful valley, called after their old home * Mohawk Valley.”
Here they settled themselves and have remained ever since. Their
old Chief, Brant, proved bhimself as worthy to instruct them in the
arts of peace as he had been to lead them in the storm of battle.

It may here be mentioned that this remarkable man was brought
up as a protege of Sir William Johnson, and received his education
in England. Under his direction churches were built, schools estab-
lished, and missionaries and teachers induced to settle among them.
Brant himself assisted in translating the Scriptures and distributing
to his brethren the Word of Life. '

These wise measures had the effect of civilizing the greater part of
the confederated tribes, but mnot all. The disappointed ones who
could not and would not brook the innovations of civilization, al-
though owning allegiance to the head Chieftain, removed further
down the river, and to this day their descendants may be found wor-
shipping the Ureat Spirit and performing their rites and ceremonies
as In the days of their forefathers, By the vest of the confederation
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they are ealled the Pagans, and they accept the distinction rather as
a sort of honorary title than one of repronch. With them the
Manitown is still the Good Spirit, hira they worship, and to him is
still ascribed the glory. when fortune tavors them. The Evil Spirit
of olden times still pursues hig avocations among them, and still gets
the credit if sickness or misfortune overtakes them. ‘The Medivine
Man, too, flourishes in all his glory, and is as much respected and
feared as ever his forefathers were. He heals all mauner of diseases,
interprets dreams, tells fortunes, gives advice, and malkes & good fat
living into the bargain,

The region these Tndiang inhabit is perhaps the most beautirol in
Canada. Wooded hills and fertile valleys greet the eye ab every
point, while like a serpentine winding through its centre flows the
Grand River, which, besides watering and draining it, aleo provides
good fishing grounds for the simple inhabitants. What strikes an
observer most is the perfect quiet that inhabits this region. Leaving
the busy homes of the surrounding country with its teeming smoke-
covered towns and its active, industrious agricultural population, a
few miles brings you at once to a region the very reverse of the one
you have just left. Unbroken silence reigns; no sound of woods-
man’s axe or shrill-voiced teamster jnterrupts the harmony of nuture.
Nothing is heard save the chirping of squirrels or the caw-caw of
some solitary ruven as he flies heavily along in search of food. The
Indians are, they say, too proud to work ; but T fancy the real reason
is, they are too lazy. Most of them huve small log wigwams, roofed
with troughs (made of hollowed trees) and plastered up the sides with
clay. The cleaving surrounding them ravely exceeds an acre, and is
always worked by the squaws, who in addition to this have to cut the
firewood, attend to the papoose, and perform all the culinary opera-
tions pertaining to the establishment. Her husband is her lord and
master. His will is her law, and from his decision there is no
appeal.

Theirs is a hard lot. While they toil and drag out a miserable
existence, their lazy, good-for-nothing husbands (if not hunting ox
fishing) lie round and drink and smoke.

Think of this ye fuir ladies in our midst, whose glove-clad hands
are so fearfully delicate that you could not think of contaminating
them with the touch of honest labor, whose delicate sensibilities are
=0 refined that the very idea of personally ministering to the wants
of others is positively shocking—yea almost mekes you faint.
Think of the condition of these dusky skinned daughters of toil, and
then ask yourselves which relatively is the most to be adinired. But
& brighter day is beginning to dawn for the poor Indisn. Education,
that great civilizer of nations, is advancing with rapid strides, mis-
sion sehools are being established, day schools are in operation, and
in all probability the end of the reign of ignorance and superstition
is close at hand. With good education and religious training it is
impossible that the rising generation can be enshrouded in such dark-
ness a8 envelops their fathers, and I think that by the time ten or
twenty winters have frosted the heads of the elders of the tribes, a
Pagan Tndian will be a thing unknown in that part of Canada. We
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cannot close this short sketch without referring to the convention of
tribes beld last surnmer, which proves most conclusively that a new
era is beginning to dawn on our red brethren, and thut their eyes are
being opened to the advantages of civilization. This convention was
held ostensibly to settle the division of some money which by litiga-
tion had come into possession of the tribes ; but the real object scems
to have been to petition Parliament to grant to them the sarae privi-
leges as the whites. They want to have a share in the Governmeni
of the country, and to cast their vote as othevs. They want to be
made vesponsible for the debts they incur, and have the power of
buying and selling property. As the law exists at present they have
no voice in the Government of the country. They cannot be made to
pay any debt they may contract, and they have a certain portion of
reservation land allotted to them which they eannot sell, but which is
virtually entailed from father to son to the end of the chapter.

Althongh it may be a fine thing to have a grant of land, be free
from taxes and the fear of being sued for debt, to have an annuity
from Government, yet they consider that they have been held in
leading strings and treated as children long enough, and are anxious
to take their rightful place along with their white brethren in help-
ing on the destinies of this great and growing country.

They think it a disgrace that a race that even the whites, although
they could conquer, coyld not subdue ; a race that has brought forth
such master minds as Osceola, Black Hawk or our ownThayendanega
or Tecumseh, who could form such extensive alliances as to prove a
buckler to their friends and a scourge to their enemies.

That such a race as this should still be treated as childven, ana
denied the privilege of exercising the franchise and other kindred
rights, which is extended to a race which has lways been esteemed
their inferiors, the African.

Britain and the Colonial Government have no cause (as have the
Government across the border) to reproach themselves with cruelty
or bad faitu to » race which has always proved itself a staunch
friend, but hey have yet a step to take, and the demand of our Red
brethven to a share in the destinies of the country should not pasy
unheeded.
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HANNANH.
& Hobel.

By Mas. Cram (Miss Murock), Authorof ‘Jonx HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.’

CHAYTER XI.

The climaxes of lifc come only oceasionally. When borne upon
the height of them we think we ean endure anything; all beside
them seem so small. But when they are over, and we have sunk
back into the level of every-day life, it is diffevent. The sword-stroke -
wo havdly felt ; the daily pin-pricks drive us wild. It is sure to be
s0; we cannot help it.

At first Hannuh thought she could. After that Sunday morning
she and Bernard talked no more together—why should they 2 Their
minds were quite made up that both love and marriage were lawful
to them—if atiainable. But seeing that an immediate union was
impossible, and a separation almost equally so, they spoke of neither
again, but tacitly determined to go on living together as before—in
no way like lovers—but as like brother and sister as was practicable ;
both for their own sakes, and for the sake of outward eyes.

This decided, Hannah thought her way would be clear. It was
only a question of time, and patient waiting. Any year the Bill
might be passed, and their marriage made possible. Inthe meantime
it wwas no worse than a long engagement ; better, perhaps, since they
had the daily comfort of one another’s society. At least Hannah felt
it 80, and was cheerful and content. What Bernard felt he did net
say—bhut he was not always content; often very dull, irritable, and
desponding. At such times Hannah had great patience with him—
the patience which now had the additional strength of knowing that
it was to be exercised for life.

It was most needed, she found, after he had been to the Moat-
House—whither, according to her wish, he steadily went, and went
alone. Had she been his wife—or even openly his betrothed—she
might, spite of all she had said, have resented this ; but, now, what
could she resent? She had no rights to urge. So she submitted.
As to what passed on these visits, she asked no questions and he
gave no information. She never saw Bernard’s people now ; except
on Sundays, with the distance of a dozen pews between them. Young
Mus. Melville still called—punctiliously and pointedly—leaving her
pair of greys standing ontside the gate; but she excused heself from
asking Hannah to the Grange, because if the girls were there it
would be so very awkward. .

“ And the girls are always there,” added she, querulously. I
can’t call my hoise my own—or my husband’s either. Hannah, when
you marry, youw'll be thankful that you've gotno sisters.”
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Hannah smiled. She saw that of the real truth.of her position
with regard te Mr. Rivers Adeline guessed nothing. It was best so.
As weeks passed another change gradually came. Invitations—the
fear of which had sometimes perplexed her; for how should she
meet the Moat-House family, even upon neutral ground }—almost
totally ceased. Her neigbbours left off calling—that is;, her grand
neighbours ; the humbler ones still sought her ; but she fancied she
-read in their eyes a painful curiosity—a still more painful compassion,
especially when they met her and Bernard together—a chance which
occurred but seldom now. For he, too, seemed to have a nervous
dread of being seen with her, and avoided her so much that she
would often have thought he had forgotten every word that had passed
between them, save for the constant mindfulness, the continual watch-
ful care, which a man never shows exespt to the one woman he loves
best in the world.

Yet sometimes, even having so much, made the weak heart crave
for & little—=a very little more ; just @ word or two of love; an evea-
ing now and then of their old frank iniercourse—so safe and free ;
but neither evor came. Bernard seemed to make it a point of honour
that whatevasr people chose to say, they should be given no data upon
which to come to the smallest conclugion. Within, as without the
house, all the world might have heard every word he said to Miss
Thelluson.

‘Whatever suspicion was whispered about the village, it rose to no
open scandal. Idverybody came to church as usuazi, and no one
applied to Mr. River's bishop to restrain him from preaching because
he retained as his housekssper a lady whom the law persisted in
regarding as his sister. But the contradiclion was, that in spite
of her being counted his “sister,” people did talk, and would talk ;
and, of course, the sharpest lash of their tongue fell, not upon the
man, but upon the woman.

Slowly, slowly, Funnall became sware that every servant in the
house, every fumily in the parish, kept au eye upon her, obssrving,
condemning, sympathizing, defending—all by turns—busb never leaving
her alone. till she felt like the poor camel in the desert, whose dying
gaze sees in the horizon that fuint black line, coming nearer and
nearer—the vultures which are to pick her bones. She would have
gone frantic sometimes—brave woman as she was—in the utter
Impossibility of fighting against the intangible wrong, had it not been
for the child.

Rosie Lecame not only her darling, but her friend, She had now
almost no other companion, and wanted none. All grown-up people
seomed worldly and shallow, dull and cold, comparad to the pure
little soul, fresh out of heaven—which heaven itself had sent to com-
fort her. AsRosie's Knglish increased they two heid long conversa-
tions together —very monosyllabic cextainly, and upon the sumplest
of topics—* bow-wows,’, “ gec-gees,” and so on- -yet quite compre-
hensible, and equally interesting to both. For is not a growing soul
the most interesting and lovely, as well as most solerrr sight, in all
this world? Hannah sometimes stood in awe and wonder at the
intelligence of the libtle woman, not yet three years old.
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They two understood each other perfectly, and loved one another
as even real mother and child do not always love. For never in all
her little life had Rosie heard a havsher word than, ¢ Oh, Rogie—
Tannie so sorry !’ which sufficed to melt her at once into the most
contrite tears. Pure contrition—with uo fear of punishment—for
she had never been punished. To her innocent, happy heart, ne
harmless joy had ever been denied, no promise ever broken. She
knew that, and rested in her little ark of love as content and safe as
a nautilus in its shell, swimming over the troubled waters of poor
Tannie’s lot like a visible angel of’ consolation.

Day by day that lot was growing more hard to bear, until at last
chance brought it to & elimax.

One forenoon, just before Mr. Rivers was going out, there drove
up to the House on the Iill a pretty pony carriage and pair of greys,
and out of it stepped a little, bright, active, pretby woman—the
Countess of Dunsmcre.

“T knew I should surprise you,” cried she, kissing Hannah on
both cheeks, and telling her how well she was looking ; which
she was, in the sudden pleasme of the meeting. * But I wunted fo
surprise you. We are visiting at Highwooed I’mL M. Rivers, and I
wmet your sisters there at dmner you kuow, and gmlmsed to come
and see them ; but of comrse I came to see Miss; Thelluson first. Well,
my dear, and how are you? And how is your pet Rosic?”

The little Rosie answered for herself, being so greatly attracted
by Lady Dunsmore’s ermine tails, and, perhaps, by her sweet motherly
face, that she made friends with her immediately. But Bannah was
nervous— agitated. She knew exactly the expression of that quick
dark eye, which saw everything, and saw through everything,
whether or not the lady mentioned the result of that observation.

Bernard, too, was a little constrained. He knew Lady Dunsmore
slightly, and evidently was not aware that Hannah knew herso well ;
for Hannah was not apt to boast of her friends, especially when they
happened to have titles. Yet the sight of her warmed her heart, and
she had hundreds of questions to ask about her old pupils, and endless
reminiscences of her old life with them—so peaceful and contented.
Yet would she hmve bad it back, rather than the life now? No!—
unhesitatingly no !

She felt this, when, having put the blithe little countess in her
carriage, Bernard returned. “He walked heavily down the garden, in
deep thou«ht

“A clmrmm"' person, Lady Dunsmore ; ; and a warm, steady friend
of yours, Hannah.

** Yes, she was always kind to me.”

“ Kinder than others have been since,” said Mr. Rivers, sighing.
“Would you like to go and pay her the long visit she asks for ¥

“No.”

“ And what shall you do about that invitation she brought you, to
go with my sisters and dine at Highwood Lodge ¥

“What can I do, axcept not go? To explain is impossible.”

“Yes."—After a moment’s thouvht Mr. Rivers went on—* Fanueh,
may I say a.word? Evidently my people may have been guite silent
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to Lady Dunsmore about you ; she expected to meet you at the Moat
House. They perhaps ave sorry, and would he glad of an opportunity -
to atone. DMay I speuk to them !

‘3top a minute. What would you say? For I will have nothing
snid that would humiliate me.”

Bernard looked tenderly at the flushed face. ¢ My love, any man
humiliates bimself who for 2 woment allows the woman he has chosen
to be lightly csteemed. Be satisfied, I shall keep up your dignity as
if it were my own ; for it is my own.’

“Thank you.” But there was only pride—no sweetness in the
words. They made him turn back at once.

¢ Oh, Hannal, how long is this state of things to last$ How can
we beav it if it lasts very lonv o

She replied nothing,

i Sometimes I ask myself, why should we bear it% when our con-
sciences are satisfied, when the merest legal form stands between us
and our happiness. You do not feel the suspense as I do, I seethat;
but do you know it sometimes almost drives me mad that I cannot
maxrry you?

His agitation was so extreme that Hannah was frightened, both for
dis sake and lest any servant should come in and find them thus.
Oh, the misery of that false life they led ! oh the humiiiation of con-
-cealment !

“Why should all the world be happy but me? Why should that
foolish old Morecomb—but I forget, I never told you he is going to
be marrvied. I tell you nothing; I never have a chance of an hour's
quiet talk with you.”

“Why not? It would make me much bappies.”

Those pure, sud, beseeching eyes—he turned away frowm them ; he
could not bear them.

“ Don’t ask me. I darenot. IfI1 saw much of you I would not
answer for myself. I might”"—he Jaughed—* T might even horrify
you by asking you to go abroad and "(,t married, as old Mr. Melville
did. But I will not; no, I will not. And if Iw culd, you would
not consent ?

“ No.”

“ I was sure of it. One might as well attempt to niove the monu-
ment as Hannak Thellusen after she had once said No.

His manner was co rough, so reckless, that it pained her almost
more than anything she had yet experienced.  Was their forced
unnatwral kiad of life injuring him ?  And if so, ought it to continue?
And if it must be ended, was not she the one to do it ?

“ Bernard,” she sald “will you come home to-night?"—for it
was now not the rule but the rare exception, his staying up with her
of evenings— then we will have one of our ald talks together, and
perhaps we may settle something ; or feel, when we look them calmly
in the face, that things are not as dreadful as they seem. Now go.
Hark ? thereis Rosic calling over the staircase for papa.” -

He had a veal fatherly heart now ; this young wan, from whom,
in the full flash of youth, life’s best blessing, a wife's lov e, was first
taken, and then tantalumgiy denied. He snatched at the joys still
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left to him, and clasping the little girl in his arms, pressed his hot
forehead upon Rosie’s breast.

But all that day his words and tones rang warningly through
Hannah's heart. This could not last—it was against human nature.
So much, yet so little as they were to one another. They must be
more—or less. Should she leave him ; for a time perhaps? or should
she go quite away? She knew not what to do. Nor what to say,
when he shonld come home to her to-night, and appeal to her with
the innocent half-childlike expression his fice sometimes wore, for
comfort, counsel. Iow could she give either? She needed both
herself.

And when their formal dinner was over, and they sat together in
their pleasant drawing-room, with the yellow twilight glimmering
outside—for summer was coming back again, the third summer since
Rosa died—1life seemed to Hannah so hard, so hard !

She gave him his {ea almost in silence, and then he proposed a
stroll in the garden, up and down the front walk, which was in full
view of the.-house. Into the sheltered green alley—the ¢ lovers’ walk”
—these two poor lovers nevor went ; never daved to go.

But such happiness as they conld get they took, and ¥annah had
rigen to foich her shawl, when they saw enteving the gate the last
apparition they expected to see— Lady Rivers. For months she had
not crossed their threshold.  But ‘then—Hannah would have been
more than mortal not to have remembered this—it had been crossed
that maorning hy the Countess of Dunsmore.

Lady Rivers was by no means & stupid woman. Her faculty fol
disoovering which way the wind blew and trimming her sails accord:
ingly, smounted to absolute genius. Not being thin-skinned hexsell
she never locked for that weakness in others; so had under all
circumstances the most enviable ccolness and self-possession. The
graceful air with which sho entered by the French window, kissed
Bernard in motherly greeting, and shook hands with Miss Thelluson
as if she had seen her only the day before, was most inimitable.

¢ How comfortable you look here ! it is quite a pleasure to see you.
May I ask for a cup of tea? your tea always used to be so good, Miss
Thelluson. And you had & visit from Lady Dunsmore? So had we
afterwards. What a charming person sheis ; and a great friend of
yours, I understand.”

Havnah assented.

“T must congratulate you ; for a lady, especially 2 single lady, is
always judged by her choice of friends.”

“JI did not choose Lady Dunsmore for my friend; I was her
governess.” ’

“Indeed ! Amnyhow, she hag evidently a great regard for you.
By-the-bye, doss she know anything of the—the little uncomfortable-
ness hetween us lately, which, as I came to say to-night, is, I trust,
entively a thing of the past. Don't speak, Bernard. In fact this
visit is not meant for you. I came over to tell Miss Thelluson of
something which—as Mr. Morecomb was the cause of difference be-
tween her and me ” (Hannah opened her cyes)— will, I trust, heal
it. He is engaged to be married to my oldest daughter.”
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Mannah offered the customary good wishes, ,

¢ Tt is indeed & most suitable marriage, and we are quite pleased
at it. So now, my dear, let bygones be bygones. Will you come
with Bernard to meet' Lady Dunsmore at dinner on Friday ¥

Never was there a more composed putting of the saddle upon the
wrong horse, ignoring everything that it was advisable to ignore, for
the sake of convenience. And many a woman, prudent and worldly-
wise, would have accepted it as such. But, unfortunately, Hannah
was not a prudent woman. Against certain meannesses her spirit
revolted with a fierceness that slipped all self-control.

She glanced towards Bernard, but his eyes were turned away; he
had the moody, uncomfortable look of a man dragged unwillingly into
women’s wars. Thrown back upon herself, alone, quite alone, pride
whispered that she must act as if she were alone, as if his love were
all a dream, and she once more the solitary, independent Fiannah
Thelluson, who, forlorn as she was, had always been able till now to
hold her own, had never yet experienced an insult or submitted
tamely to an injury. She would not now.

“ I thank you, Lady Rivers, for the trouble you have taken, but
it will be quite impossible for me to accept your invitation.”

Lady Rivers looked amazed. That any concession she made should
not be joyfully received, that any imvitation to the Moat-House
should not be accepted with avidity ; the thing was ridiculous. She
paused & moment as if doubting she had heard aright, and then ap-
pealed to Bernard. )

“Pray assure Miss Thelluson that she need not hesitate.. I have
watched her narrowly of late, and have quite got over any little pre-
judices I might have had. I and the girls will be delighted to sec
her. Do persuade her to come with you.”

“ Excuse me, but I always leave Miss Thelluson to decide for
herselt.”

The cold voice, the indifferent manner, though she knew both were
advisable and inevitable, smote Hannah to the core. Thut bitter
position of love and no love, ties and no tics, seemed to degrade her
almost as if she had been really the vile thing that some people
thought her.

“BIr. Rivers is right,” she said. “ I must decide for myself. You
wished my visits to you to cease ; I acquieseed ; it will not be so easy
to resume them. As Mr. Rivers’s sister-inlaw and housekeeper I
shall always be happy to see you in his house, but I fear you must
excuse my coming to yours. Let us dismiss the subject. Shall I
offer you a cup of tea ?”

Her manner, gentle as it was, implied a resolution strong enough
to surprise even Bernard. For Lady Rivers, she eofoured, even be-
neath her delicate rouge—but she was too prudent to take offence.

“Thank you. Your tea, as I said, is alwags excellent ; and per-
haps when we have more attractions to offer you, we may yet see you
at the Moat-House. In the meantime, T nope, Bernard, that DMiss
Thelluson’s absence will not necessitate yours.”

And she looked hard at him, determined to find how he felt in the
-matter, and to penetrate, if possible, the exact relations between the
two.



380 "~ Hannah,

It was a critical moment. Most men, even the best of them, are,
morally, very great cowards, and Bemmard was no exception to the
rule. Besides, Hannah was not his wife, or his hetrothed—she had
not even called hevself his friend : she had given him no rights over
her—asked no protection from him. What could he do or say?
Trresolute, he loeked from one to the other—excessively uncomfort-
able—when Hannah came to the rescue.

“Of course my brother-in-law will go without me: we are quite
independent in our proceedings. And he will explain to Lady Duns-
more—the utmost it is necessary to explain, as I never talk of my
private affairs to anybody—that I do not pay many visits; I had
rather stay at home with my listle girl. That will be perfectly true,”
she added, her lipsslightly quivering. «I prefer Rosie’s company
to anybody’s. She loves me.”

Bernard started up, and then, fearful of having committed himself,
sat down again. TLady Rivers, though evidently vexed, was equal to
the situation, and met it with a dignified indifference.

“ Pray, please yourself, Miss Thelluson; no doubt you act upon
your own good reasons. You ave, I always vnderstood, w lady who
never changes her mind ; but if you should do so, we shall be glad to
see you.” And then she passed over the wmatter, as too trivial o
bear further discussion, and eonversed in the most amiuble manner
for another half-hour. Iinally, with a benign “ Good evening, Miss
Thelluson ; I am sure Lady Dunsinore will be much disappointed at
not seeing you,” she terminated the visit, as if it had been any ordi-
nary call.

Hannah was not surprised ;.it was the fashion of the Rivers famnily
not to see anything they did not wish to see: the only thing that
vexed her was about Bernard. He had said nothing—absolutely
nothing—except telling her, when he took his hat to accompany his
step-mother home, that he would be back immediately. Was he
displeased with her? Did he think she bad acted il1? Had she
done s0? Was it her duty to submit to everything for his sake?
Surely not. He had no right to expect it. Was it because she
loved him that she felt so bitterly angry with him?

Yet, when, sooner than she had expected, he returned, and threw .
himself into his chair, pale and dejected, like 2 man tied and bound
by fate, who sees no way to free himself—the anger melted, the pity
revived. He too suffered—they suffered alike—why should they
reproach one another ?

“ 8o, you have had your way, Hannah.” Yes, there was reproach
in the tone. ¢ Are you quite sure you were right in what you have
done ?’

¢ Quite sure ;—at least, that unless Iwere some other than myself,
X could not have done differently.”

And then they sat, silent, in stiff coldness, until the last ray of
amber twilight had faded out of the room. What a pretty roomn it
was—just the place to be happy in—for friends or lovers, or husband
and wife, to sit and dream together in the quiet gloaming, which all
happy people love—which is so dreadful to the restless or the
miserable.
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“We should have rung for lights,” cried Bernard, pulling violently
at the bell. ¢ You know how I hate the dark.”

And when lights came, they saw one another’s faces—his burning
crimson, her's pale and in tears.

% Oh, Hannah, Hannah, how miserable we ave! As I said, if
this goes on much longer, how shall we bear it §”

“I do not know.” Then, steeling herself against both anger and
poin, “Bernard,” she said, “what did you wish me to do? Your
family have no claim upon me, nor I upon them. We are, as things
stand, mere strangers. Are they to thvow me off and pick me up
again, when and how they choose? - Am I to submit to it ?”

1 did not ask yam.”

“No, but you looked it. You would have liked me to go to the
Mout-House.”

“Yes. Twish you to befriends with them. I want them to love
you.”

“They do not love me-—they only receive me on sufferance, and
I will go nowhere on sufferance. I can live alone. T want no soci-
ety ; but where I do go I want to be loved, I want to be vespected.
Oh, Bernard!” and she looked piteously in his face, ¢ somectimes 1
am tempted to say with you,—if this lasts long, how shall 1 ever
bear it$”

“ How shall I bear it? It is harder for me than you.”

“Perhaps. But you forget it was your doing, not mine.”

And then both drew back, appalled at the sharpness of their words
—at the bitterness of these mutual recriminations.

Bernavd held out his hand. * Forgive me. You are right. It
was I who brought all this troublc upon you, and now I have not
strength to meet it—either for you or for myself. I am so miserable
that it makes me wicked. Something must be done. What shall
it be 1”

“ What indeed ¥’

“ Hannah, decide. Don't look at me in that dead silence. Speak
out, for I can bear it no longer. Shull we part? Or—will you
marry me at once ?” ,

He could hardly have known what he was saying, or else, in his
despair, anything seemed possible to him. Not to her. She was
very gentle. She did not even draw away her hands which he had
grasped : she scarcely seemed to recognise the insult he was unwit-
tingly offering her. She only answered, sorrowfully, yet without the
slightest indecision, “ We will part.”

Three little words—but they brought Bernard to his senses imme-
diately. He fell on his knees before her, and passionately begged
her forgiveness,

“ But you do not know what 1 suffer, Inwardly, outwardly—life
is one long torment. At the Moat-House I have no peace. They
talk at me—and at you; they try every means of worming out my
secret from me. But they shall not. I will hide it at all costs.
People may guess what they like—but we are safe so long as they
know nothing. God help me! I talk asif we were committing a
deadly sin, when my love of you is the best thing—the only good
thing in me.”
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He looked up at Hannah, and ground his teeth., “ Tt is an ac-
cursed law,” ho said. “ A Jaw made only for fools, or sinners ; and
yet it may suffice to blast both our lives.” .

“No,” Hannah answered, *nothing could do that-—except our-
selves.” . ’ '

“A commonplace truth I” and Bernard laughed bitterly.

“It is God’s truth, though ; His right and wrong are much sim-
pler than man's,”

-“ What is right and what is wrong? for T am growing go mad I
herdly know. Show me—preach to me—I used to tell you you
could preach better than the clergyman. Only love me, Flannah—if
there is any love in that pale, pure face of yours. @ometimes I think
there is none.”

¢ None—ol, Bernard, none ¥’

For a minute she stooped over him ; for a minute he felt that she
had not 2 stone for a heart. And then the strong, firm, righteous
will of the woman who, however deeply loving, could die, but would
not do wrong, forced itself upon him, lulling passion itself into a tem-
porary calm. He leant his head against her; he sobbed upon her
arm like a child; and she soothed him almost as if he had been a
cbild.

“Listen to me,” she said. * Wé must cndure—~-there is no help
for it. It isa cruel, unjust law, but it is the law, and while it exists
we cannot break it. I could not twist my conscience in any possible
way so as to persuade myself to break it. No form of marriage could
ever make me legally your wife.”

“Not in England. Out of England it could.”

“But then—as soon as we came back to England, what should [
be? And if, in the years to come——Oh Bernard, it is impossible,
impossible.”

She said no more than that—how ceuld she ? But she felt it so
intensely that, had it been necessary, she would have smothered
down all natural shame, and said out to him—as solemnly as if it had
been a vow before God—her determination never, for any personal
happiness of her own, to entail upon innocent children the curse of a
tainted name.

«Y understand,” Bernard replied humbly. * Forgive me; I ought
never to have said a word about owr marrying. It must not be. I
must go on my way alone to the end.”

« Not quite alone—ol, not quite alone.”

But, as if more afraid of her tenderness than of her colduess, Ber-
nard rose, and began walking about the room.

# You must decide—as I said: for my own judgment altogether
fails me. We cannot go on living as we do ; some change must be
thought of ; but I cannot tell what it should be.”

« Why need it be #” said Hannah timidly. ¢ Can we not continue
ag we are ¥’

«No.” A fierce, abrupt, undeniable No.

« Then—I had better go away.” He looked so tervified that she
hastily added, *Only for a time, of course—till the bifterness be--
tween you and your people softens—till we can gee our way a little.
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It raust be made plain to us some day ; I believe it always is to those
who have innocent hearts.”

And as she sat, her hands folded on her lap, pale and sad as she
logked, there was such a sweet composure in her aspect, that Bernard
stopped and gazed— gazed till the veace was reflected on his own.

“You are a saint, and I am—only a man. A very wretched man
sometimes. Think for me—tell me what T ought to do.” B

Hamnah paused a little, and then suggested that he should, for a
few weeks or so, part with Rosie and herself, and let them go, as |
Lady Dunsmore had earnestly wished, to pay her a visit in London.

“Did she say so{” said Bernard, with sensitive fear. * Do you
think she said it with any meaning—that she had any idea concern-
ing us?’

% You need not be afvaid even if she had,” was the rather proud
answer. Alas! how quick they were growing to take offence, even
at one another. Ves, it was best to part. “I mean,” Hannah
added, “that, even if she guessed anything, it would not signify. I
shall confess nothing ; and I have often heard her say that a secvet
accidentally discovered ought to be held just as if it had never been
discovered at all. Be satisfied—neither Lady Dunsmore nox I shall
betray you, even to one another.” ‘

And for a moment Hannah thought with comfort thas this good
woman was her friend—had grown more and more such, as absence
discovered to both their mutual worth. It would be a relief after the
long strain to rest upon this genial feminine companionship—this
warm and kindly heart. ,

¢ She wil! treat me like a friend too—not like her old governess, if
you are uneasy about that. Or, if you like it better, I shall be received
less as poor Hennah Thelluson than ag Mr. River’s sister-in-law and
Rosie’s aunt. I am to go about with her everywherec—she made me
quite understand that. A strange, changed life for me; but my life
18 all so strange.”

And Hannah sighed.  She felt as if she had let her oars go, and
were drifted about involuntarily, she knew not whither, hardly
caring whether she should ever tonch land ; and if she did, whether
it would bz as a living woman, or a creature so broken down and
battered that she could neither enjoy nor suffer any more? Who
could tell? Fate must decide. '

Mr. Rivers listened to her silently, but full of t;hcught—thoughts
which, perhaps, she could not have followed had she tried. He was
2 very good man, but he was also a man of the world ; he would not
have leen a Rivers else. He saw at once the advantage of Lady
Dunsmore’s countenance—not merely because she happened to be a
marquis’s daughter and an earl’s wife, but because in any society she
was the sort of person whose friend .p was valued and valuable.
Was it human nature, or only mascwine nature, that, dearly as he
loved Hannah, Bernard unconsciously prized her the more because
she was prized by such & worman as the Countess of Dunsmore ?

“ Go, then,” he said. “T will not hinder yon. Pay your visit
yeu will be bappy ; and it will in many ways be a good thing.” Then
with a nervous eagerness that, in spite of her reason, pained Hannsh
acutely—¢ When does she want you? How soon can you start ¥
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Any day, since you are so glad to get rid of me.”’

¢« Oh, Hannah !"

They stood side by side, these two lovers, between whom was a
barrier slight and invisilble as glass, yet as impossible to be broken
throngh witliout sore dinger and pain. They could not break it;
they dared not.

« Things ave hard for us—rvery hard,” said Bernard, almost in a
groan. “'We shall be better apart-—at least for » time. I meant to
have gone away myself to-morrow ; but if you will go instead »

« ¥ cannot to-morrow. I will as soon as I can,”

¢ Thank you.”

She did not sob, though ber throat was cloling ; she only prayed.
Dimly she understood what he was suffering ; but she knew he
gufferod very much. She knew, too, that however strangely it came
out,—in bitterness, anger, neglect, still the love was there, burning
with the intensity of & smothered fire—all the more for being sup-
pressed. The strength which one, at least, of them must have, she
in!y cried to heaven for—and gained.

“ Good-bye,” she said; “for we shall not talk thus together again.
Tt is better not.”

“J know it is. But you love me; T need not doubt that?”

«Yes, I loveyou,” she whispered. “ Whatever happens, remember-
that ; and oh! keep me in your heart till death.”

« ¥ will,” he said ; and snatching her close, held her there, tighs
and fast. Tor one minute only; then letting her go, he bade her-
once more *“ Good night and good-bye,” and went away.

Three days after, Miss Thelluson, the child, and the nurse stavted
for London together. Mr. Rivers himself seeing them off from the
vailway. '

Rosie was in an ecstacy of delight—to be ¢ going in a puff-puff
with Tannie ” being to the little maid the crown of all human felicity.
She kept pulling ab her papy's hand, and teliing him over and over
again of her bliss; aud every time he stopped and listened, but
scarcely angwered a word. Grace, too, looked glad togo. Easterham,
with James Dixon still hovering about, was a cruel place for her to
live in. Hannah only looked grave and pale ; but she smiled when-
ever her little girl smiled ; and to the one o two persons who spoke
to her at the railway station, where, of course, they were known to
everyhody, she spoke also in her usual gentle way.

Only when Mr. Rivers kissed Rose, saying, “Papa will miss his
little girl,” and then turning, shook hands with her silently, Hannah
grew deadly pale for & minute. That was all. The train moved off,
and she saw him walking back, solitary, to his empty house,

Life has many auguishes; but perhaps the sharpest of all is an
anguish of which nobody knows.
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