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MABEL’S PROGRESS.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “ AUNT MARGARET'R TROURLE ™
From « Al the Year Round,”

CONDUCTED BY CHARLES DICKENS,
Continued from page 220

CHAPTER IX. MISS CHARLEWOOD J¥ DIPLOMATIC.

There are various ways of attaining that con- '

dition of mind and feeling which is, by common
consent, described as ¢ being in love,” But for
sl these various mecthods once phrase serves—
also by common consent. Men and wamen are
said to “full inlove” and that is all; but is
the process usually by any means so sudden as
that expression wouwld seem to imply 7 The
modern senso of mankind, among men of Euro-
pean blood, makes the night to govern depen-
dant, at least theoretically, upon the con-ent of
the governed ; and perhaps we have uncon-
sciousty introduced th> principle into other
spheres. Atall events, [ cannot but think that
the blind god, whose thrasonical brag of « I

catne, saw and overcame,* our forefathers sub- |

mitted to with ao abgolute obedience, bas in these i
Intter days lost somewhat of the halo of tyranny -

FOR WEEK ENDING JUNE 22

surely, Mabel would be the very peart of
daughters-in-law—one to be sought for dili-
1 gently, and rejoiced over when found! ¢ But as
Citis,” said Clement, bringing his meditations to
‘n oclose, “it is just as well that T have never
“taken it into my head to think of making love
'to her, though if I had the least suspivion that
she eared a gtraw about me—bnt that's all non-
"sense, of course ; it iz the principle of the thing
, that [ am contending for,”
Mabel. on her side, was tunocent of such day-
“dreams, cither on principle or otherwise. [ do
: not mean to say that she had no ideal hero fioat-
~ing in her brain whom she was one day to love
+and marey.  But it was all very vague and dis-
tant.  Mabel was free from coquetey, and had
' none of that motbid craving for adumiration, no
s matter from whom, which makes some girla so
‘ready to full in Jove, and to be fallen in love
with, on the smallest provocation. Certain it is
that she had never thought of Clement Charle-
wood in the light of a possible suitor, and that
she wounld have been immensely surprised to
"fearn that his marrying or not marryiag her had
formed a subject of discussion between him and
ais father. Her pride would have instantly
. taken alarm at any suggestion of the kind.
Now it was a shrewd knowledge of this fea-

by divine right, and is often corapelled to submit | ture in Mabel's character that led Miss Penclope
Lis credentials to the scrutiny of his subjects, | Charlewood to undertake the diplomatic mission
like other and mortal monarchs. I think people | referred to in the heading of the present chapter.
<an help being in love moro often than is gener- | Mr. Charlewood had a high idea of his eldest
ally supposed, n'en déplaise ¢ messieurs les | daughter's good sense and practical abilitics, and
amoureur, and that men may not only fall, but ! was in the habit of discussing family matters
walk, trot, amble, gallop, and even lounge, inte | with her very confidentally. On business, Mr,
love. That they can be contradicted into it, I | Charlewood never spoke to his # women folk,” as
take to be beyond controversy. Nor can the "hie called them. T earn the moncy, and they
spirit which protests against a prohibition it | spend it,” said he, “anl [ think they ean’t com-
deems unjust, be considered an unreasonably i plainof that division of labonr.” Which sounded
rebellious one.  The more Clement Charlewood ' very magnanimous in Mr, Charlewood's opinion ;
pondeced on his father's words respecting Mabek: but he forgot the consideration that absence of
Farnsbaw, the less hisheartand conscience could | responsibility implies absence of power. Mr,
agreo with them or accept them as justly binding | Charlewood himself was fond of power, and

ou his conduct. Supposing (he always put the  jealons of it.

case mentally as being 2 most improbable bypo-
thesis)—supposing h¢ had been inclined to ad- '
mire and to—to—well, for the sake of argument
say, tv love—Miss Earnshaw, Was there any-
thing in their respective positions which should !
reasonably make such a love improper or unwise ? 1
In every particular, save money, Mabel, it scemed
to him, had the best of it. The Hammerham !
world knew, or mightknow, that his grandfather '
wagd an Irish bricklayer. Mabel came of people |
in the upper half of the middlo class: Murs.
* Saxelby's father having been a country clergy-
man, and Maboel's own fathor a professor of
chemistry, of some scientific reputation. Alabel
was young, cornely, clever, and a Jady. (Clement
sternly kept tho list of her qualities down to the
barest and most indisputable mntters of fact.)
And though the great firm of Gandry Oharle-
wood and Son was rick and prosperous, there
were risks as well as successes, losses as
well as profits; and Clement, as a junior
partner with a very small share in the con-
cern, had yet bis way to make in tho world.
dsbel was nearly seventeen; Olement was
turned sevep-and-tiwenty. In age, at all eveats,
there was no inconvenient disparity. Yhen ho
compared her mentally with tho girls he knew, |
she came quite tripmaphantly out of tho ordeal.
She was seperior-to his wister Augusta in iotel-
- lect, ta Penclopein beauty and sweetness, to the
Misses Fluke in cverything. Not one of tlo
Hammerham yoong ladies who freqnented Branm-
ley Manor had, Olementnssured himself, Mabel's
quizt grace and- unobtrusive self-possession. He
“hud seen her in her own home, and knew her to
- be affoctionate and, unselfish.  Y¥hat rossonable
objcction could Lis parents have to make againgt ¢
* thelr gon marrying such a girl as this?  Surely, !

A few mornings after the conversation he had
held with Clement in the dining-room. Mr.
Charlewood was walking up and down the ter-
race at Bramley Manor, enjoying the sunshine
and a cigar, after breakfast, Penclope was his
usual companion in these morning strolls, Mrs,
Charlewood being averse to walking under any
circwmastances, and Augusta eschewing any téte-
a-tdte with her father as mnch as possible. “ For.
I never know what to say to papa,” professed
Miss Augusta,

¢ You don't really think there's anything init,
Penny, do you ?" said Mr. Charlewood., His
meaning, literally rendered, would have been,
“You don't suppose your brother Clement is
such an egregious fool as to contemplate making
a girl his wife who has not a penny in the
world 77

t No, papa—nothing serious, that is to say:
but I scarcely think T wonld have said anything
to Clement about it, if I had been you.”

[ “’hy 771

‘“Why, papa, Clem won't bear too tight a
hand, you know; you can’t ride him with a
curb.”

¢ There was no tatk of eurbg, Peany : T simply
expressed my opinion ™ Mr Charlewood, having
reached tho end of the terrace, turned and paced
to its oppositc extremity in silence; then he
said, slowly, ©* Do you think the girl has any
notion of the sort in her head

«“Ob, she'd bo willing enough, no doub:'i
retarned Penelope; but it may bo doubte
whathior there was not more spite than sincerity
in the speech,

“[s won't do, Penuy,” s3id Mr Charlewood.

«Papa, I think 1 can mangge Mabel  She'sas
proud as Lucifer, and—-

atueday Aeader,
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“Proud, ix <he 7 aaid Mr. Charlewood, raising
his eyebrows.

“Preposterousty prond,  Mind, I like Mahel.
She has salt and savour, and is worth  thou-
sand every-day misses; but I don't want her for
a sister-in-law.  Now, if she had a hint neatly
given her that Clement’s family did not covet the
lonour of her alliance, she would fy off instantlv
into some exalted region, and treat ('lem coldly
the very next time she saw him.”

“ Do you think so, Penay 27 said her father.
doubtfully  To him it appeared incredibic that
any  girl should willingly relinquish such a
clhiance.

“Yes, papa: I really do think so.”  And then
it was agreed between father and daughter, be-
fore they paited, that Penelope shoutd act in the
matter as ghe thought best,

Accordingly, next day Miss Charlewood told
her mother that she thought it woutd be kind to
make a personal visit of inquiry at Jessamine
Cottage, and suggested that their afternoon
drive should be taken in that direction,

To Mra. Charlewood a suggestion of her eldest
dangliter's came almost in the light of a com-
mand. Penelope had contrived to make herselt
considerably feared in the houschold, and her
mother was perhia 3 more in awe of her thanany
one else,

“Ishan't go,” said Augnsta. I bhate going
to people’s houses when there’s sickness, Yon
don’t care a bit. [ wish [ was as unfeeling as
you, Penny."

“8o do yaur friends, I daresay,” replied Pene-
lope.

Miss Charlewood had tuken care not to give
ber mother any hint of the errand she was bound
on. ‘Mamma would say either too much or too
little; and Mabel would be fur too clever for
her. We ust keep mamma in the dack.” This
had been Miss Charlewood’s decision ns expressed
to her father.

02 their arrival at Jessamine Cottage, the
ladics were informed tbat Mr, Saxelby ' :as out,
but that Mrs. Saxelby and Miss Mabel were at
aome.

“0ut?” said Mrs. Charlewood to the servant-
maid, raising two fat hands which were tightly
compressed into bright yellow gloves - “ Qut?
You must be mistaken. 1 thouaght he was too
ill to leave the "onse.”

“ Master bas been bad, ma'am, but he's been
meading rapid these last tiwo or three days ; and
to-day he is gone to the office foran hour or so.

“I am very glad to hear it,” said Miss Charle-
wood ; ¢ we will see the Iadies, if we mny.”

The visitors were nghered into the morning-
room, and found AMrs. Saxclby and Mabel at
work there. The former rosc somewhat in a
fintter to greet her guests.  She knew herself to
be a better bred, better cducated, and more in-
telligent womar than the rich contmctor’s wife,
and yet she could never repress a fecling ot
timidity in Mrs. Oharlewood’s presence.  Not
that the latter intended to bo arrogant or inso-
lent, neither was she lond in talk, or captions in
temper; but Mrs. Saxelby was meek and weak,
and Mrs. Charlewood's rustling satins and sweep-
ing velvets—nay, even her very size, and the
way in which her garmeats seemed to overflow
the little sitting-room—oppressed Jfrs, Saxelby
with a sen ~ of her own comparative insignif-
cance,

Mabel, however, took the sating and velvets
with perfect composure, and welcomed M
Charlewood aad Penclope in a thoronghly un.
embarressed mannet.

TWhat i3 this X 'ear, my dear? Your "usband
isont? We came expecting to find him ill in
bed,” said Me= Charlewood, panting into the
room with & Iangnishing ait that five-and-
twenty years ago had seemed to indicate fragile
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|
delicacy, but wich now rather suggested
apoplexy. .
« Thank you very much forcoming, Jdear Mrs. .
Charlewood. 1m glad to say Benjamin is won-
derfully better—in fact, alnost well. He pee-
sisted that he would take a cab and drive down
to the office to-duy. Im afraid its rather soon,
but he was well wrapped up. Do take the
sofa; and, Mabel, give Mrs, Charlewood that
foot-gtool.”

Dooley, who had been standing with us small
fist as far inside his mouth as circnmstances
would permit, and s brow, drawn nto a con-
templative frown closely observing tho visitors,
now appeared to think it time that the geuneral
attention should be diverted in bLis direction,
and, advancing to Penclope, sad, gravely, “ Do
'00 want to know how I do ?”

* Very much indeed, Dooley. It's the thing
I want to know more particularly than anything
else.”

Dooley surveyed her thoughtfully for =»
moment, and then asked, ¢ Why ?”

¢ Because I'm uncommonly fond of you, Doo-
ley. You're my little sweetheart, ain’t you ?”

4 No. I ain't fond of '00,” returned Dooley,
with uncompromisiog frankness.

¢ You rude little boy ' srid his mother. ¢ I'm
ashamed of you.”

“ For goodness’ sake don’t scold him, Mra.
Saxclby,” returned Penclope, who was no whit
offended by Dooley’s candour. * It is so wonder-
fully refreshing to hear anything one can
thoroughly believe. Mabel, would you mind
letting me look at your ferns? I'm so stupid or
so impatient that mine all die, and I won't hear
of letting the gardener touch them.”

¢ You can see what I haye; but they are poor
enough. Why not let the gardener attend to
them, Miss Charlewood ?”

“ Why not?” You're as bad as Dooley. Be-
cause, if you must know, they'd begin to thrive
under his auspices, and thereby prove my treat-
ment to have been wrong; and I never allow
any one to prove me to be wrong.”

Mabel and Miss Charlewood walked together
to o little glass house at the bottom of the gar-
den, where Mabel had a few plants; the stiff
silk cord round the hem of Miss Charlewood’s
dress ewept over the daisies ruthlessly.

% What a lucky creature you are, not to have
grown-up brothersl” said Pcnelope, suddeunly,
when the ferns had been examined,

“Am I? I hopeI shall have a grown up
brother gome day, bless bim 1”

« Oh yes; but by that time you'll be out of
his reach. He won’t be able to bully you. Your
husband will bave taken that department.”

Mabel langhed.' ¢ Well,” she said, with an
arch glance, # I don’t think you have much
reason to talk of grown-up brothers bollying
you.”

“1? Noj; because I don't let any one bully
me I do that myself. But then, you know, I
am a Tartar. Now, short of making up their |
miods to be Tartars, which is not altogether an
easy ling in life, girls do get bullied by their |
grown-up brothers Watty and Augusta had
quite a pitched battle the other day about Jane
Fluke; papa took Watty’s side, and Augnsta
was reduced to tears—always her last resort.”

“ About Jane Fiuke?” said Mabel, ratber
surprised at Miss Charlewood's confidence.

¢ Yeg ; Jaue Fluke is Augusta’s latest eraze,
and Watty hates her  He accused her of com-
ing to the Manor to set her cap at Clement,
which is preposterous

Any one to have heard the frank peal of !
laughter with which Mabel greeted this announ-
cement, would have been quite satisfied as to her
be‘ndg fency-free with respect to Clement Charle-
wood.

* What nonsense!” cried she. ' Poor Janc!
I'z sure she has no idea of such o thing. Ieis
tou bad of Walter to be 8o censonous.”

< As to having no idea of such a tuing,” re-
plicd Fencivpe, deyly, @ one can nover teil. 1
shoald nut be apt to accuse June Fluke of
sdess, in o general way, mgseif. Bat, realiy,
gurls who ace busband-huntag——howeser,
papa made himself a little angty at the sugges- |

 fecling of

tion.  Yuou know papa isnaturally ambitious for
Clement.”

‘1 don’t suppose he need alapm himsell in
this case,” said Mabel. She felt constrained and
uncomfurtable , she knew not why. Miss Charles
wood's tonc was unusual, and Mabel had a dim
consciousness of somo  unexpressed meaning
lurking under ser words.

“ No, of course not. Jane Fluke is out of
the question, But Clem is 2 good parti, and
there are prettier and brighter girls than Jane
Fluke in the world, who migh? think jt worth
while to try for him, Awnd then men ave such
fools! If a woman tickles their vanity, she
may do almost anything with them.”

“ Mr. Charlewood should have some means
taken of warning off the young ladies from his
son, as they warn off poachers,” said Mabel, with
quict disdain. And then the two girls walked
side by side silently into the house.

“ Why, I thought you bad run away with
Penclope, Mabel!?” said Mrs, Charlewood, when
they re-entered the sitting-room.

* No, Mrs. Chatlewood, I will not run away
with anything belonging to you,” said Mabel.

And Penclope then understood that she had
succeeded in her mission.

1 thought Mabel spoke a little short just
now, Peuny,” said Mrs. Charlewood, when they
were scated in the carringe on their homeward
way.

“ Upon my word, she is a first-rate girl, is
Mabel Earnshaw,” was Miss Charlewood’s very
uncxpected reply. ¢ I like her spirit.”

Miss Charlewood, having been successful,
could afford to admire,

CHAPTER X. ¢ TANT/ENE ANIMIS CALESTIBUS

RE.”

Miss Fluke did not fail on the following
Saturday to pay another visit to Corda Trescott,
according to her promise; and having, in the
mean while, learned from the Charlewoods that
Mr. Trescott was employed in the orchestra of
the theatre—which fact, it may be remembered,
Mabel had not deemed it necessary to commu-
nicate to Miss Fluke—had gonc to Number
Twenty-three, New Bridge-street, for the second
time, full of zeal for the conversion of the whole
Trescott family from the error of their wayg, and
likewise with a very keen curicsity touching
the terra incognita of a theatrical life: which
curiosity she was determined to appease by a
severe cross-cxamination of the uucouscious
Corda. On this occasion, however, she was
doomed to disappointment on both poiats; for,
on reaching Corda’s home, she found that the
child had been taken out by her father for a
drive in & cab—supplied, Mrs. Hutchins volun-
tecred to explain, by the liberality of Mr. Cle-
ment Charlewood.

¢ And I must say it credits him greatly,” said
Mrs. Hutchins.

Miss Fluke bad found Mrs. Hutching and her
busband at dinner, but, not being troubled
with any vain scruples of delicacy, had bade
them nut disturh themsel ves, as she dida’t mind,

two restraining ciccumstances prevented Mre,
Hutching from giving way to the natural bent
of bér disposition. Of these, the firgt Yag, that
her Lusband wag still within eartshot; thé second
was, that Miss Fluke's eyes, making tholt accus-
tomed tour of inspection round the kitchen, il
unfortunately happered to light apon number
ninoty-seven of Rosalba of Naples, or the
P.iest, the Page, and the Penitent,

Mis  TFluke instantly pounced upon the
romance, and dragged it from beneath a dicty
ten-tray, wheneo it had protruded suflicipntly to
reveal the title, and the upper half of a coarse
woodcut, representing Rosalba poised upon the
topmost round of tho rope ladder, with her
curls streaming in a high wind, and three ostnch
feathers mysteriously uarufiled by the elements,
stuck at the back of her head.

“ Oh dear, oh dear!” said Miss Fluke, clutch-
ing at the number, and holding it aloft before
her. “ Oh dear! oh dear! oh dear! what s
this, Mrs. Hutchins ?”

Miss Fluke pronounced her ¢ Oh dears” with
a creseendo which had a very terrible effect.

“ Well, mum,” returned Mrs. Hutchins, brid.
ling, and fecling that she would probably be
driven to bay, ¢ that is a perodical novel as I'm
a-taking i, in numbers.”

“ Ab! but)” said Miss Fluke, turning full on
the landlady with Btartling vchemence,* you
shouldn't! Certainly not. You shouldnt on
any account whatever 1”

¢ Well, I'm sure!” muttered Mrs, Hutchios,
“ T don't see ag there’s any harm in it. I'm very
fond of readin’, and allus was, from a chitd.”

“ My good soul, that’s all very well ; but the
great question is what do you read?  Don't you
see? Its of no use to tell me you're fond of
reading, because that isno ‘excuse for your feed-
ing on the words of the Devil.”

“ Law bless me!” cried Mrs. Hutchins, toss-
ing ber head contemptuously: * I'm sure you
wouldn't say such nonsense as that, if youd
ever read it.”

“If T had ever read it1” said Miss Fluke,
with a spasmodic movement of her shoulders,
and her ¢yes very wide opsn. I've no time to
read anytbing but my Bible. And I find my
Bible sufficient.”

Miss Fluke, in speaking »f the Scriptures,
always said ¢ my Bible,” and 12id a strong stress
on the possessive pronoun.

At this point, a smothered voice issuing from
the washhouse, demanded to know ¢ Where the
jack-tow'l had got to 2"

¢ My master’s a cleanin’ of hisself, an’ I don't
believe as there's a towel there at all,” said Mrs.
Hutchins, glad of the diversion, and hurrying
out of the kitchen.

“ Ah! Thero it is!” murmured Miss Fluke,
mentally making Rosuiba responsible for the
want of cleanliness and order. in the househiold
presided over by 3rs, Hutchins. * No jack-
towel! That's what drives tue Jabouring man
to the public-house,” . )

3r. Hutching, however, emerging redolent of

and would talk to them whils they finished | yellow soupfrom the washbouse, was apparently

their meal,
Hatchinos,
man, with a meclancholy aad saturnine expres-
sion of countenaace, had responded by carryiog
his plate, knife, and fork, into the washhouse
behind the kitchen, and theré finisbing his din-
ner in solitude without uttering oo syliable,
Miss Fluke's self-possession beiag quite invaul-
acrable as to any such slight hint, she improved
the occasion by caergetically applyiog berself
to draw what information sho could frym Mrs.
Hatchins. Now that goud lady had no cause
or complaiot against her lodgers, nor any real
dislike towards them. Yet, bad it
not been for two restraining circumstances, she
would have beea willing cnough to join Miss
Fluke ia lameatations over their lgst condition.
Mrs, Hatchins basviog that cast of mind that
delights in  gossiping aaimadversion tithoat

y aecessarily believing it in tho least, and basing
; 0 disposition (cumpgunded of vanity and cowar-
; dice) to put hersclf in o favourable light with
j 8oy interlocatur, by falliog in with the provail-

ing tome of the momeat, Bat I have said that

{
!

To this polite encouragement, Mr. | only driven on this occasion as far as the work-
a tall round-shouldered dark-visaged , 8hop of his employer, for ho left the bouse with

his basket of tools over his shoulder, and a
fqglx\xre paper cap on the top of his black matted
ocks. .

His better-half was by this time inno mond

{ to receire Miss Fluke's lectere on the sinfulness
tof novel reading, with a pood grace. She

mede several remarks of & biting snd droscal
character, to the effect that she bad always sup-
posed nn Englishman’s houso to be his castle,
wherein he might reasonably oxpect to be safe
from the harrying of people who bad nothing to
do but to mind other people’s business; aud pry
into other people's affairs; that .this zaight be
styled a religiouns line «of conduct, by somo per-
sons, but that she, for her part, could find av
warraut for it in tho instructionssho had receir-
cd in her youth from.pions patents.-aud guar
drans, whose orthodoxy she-would defy the most
malicious to call sn question, Shefarther.added,
that she know a lady when she saw one, hos-
ing hved housemaid in good families befure
teking ap with Hutchins. .And she more thas
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insinuated that she did not sec & lady whea she
saw Miss Fluke,

All these remarks were pointed and enapla.
sised, by much clashing and banging of the
dinner-things. which Mrs. Hutchins procceded
to wash up in o manner so expressive of indig-
nation, ag to put the crockery iu considerable
danger of being dashed to picces.

Then was Miss Fluke a spectacle to be scen,
as standing erect and rigid in the middle of the
kitchen, she lanmched upon Mrs. ITutching all
the thunders of her practised eloquence.

Miss Fluke braced herself for the combat with
pogitive enjoyment. Totally without one sen-
sitive fibre io her moral composition, and render-
ed confident by long habit and by the arsenal of
Scripture texts from which she could draw at
will, and which she flung with pitiless volubility
at the head of her adeersary——after the fashion
of those modern cannon which fire off so many
bolls per minuto—Miss Fluke was a wonderful
and overwhelwing spectacle, as she stood there,
square and unright, her face crimson, her cyes
staring, and be: head shaking with the energy of
her emphasis.

Mrs. Hutchins bad entircly miscalculated her
strength when she veatured to cope with such
an cnem as this., She wag thoroughly cowed
and frightened, and procleimed her complete
discomfiture, by subsiding into a whimpering
fit of tears.

Miss Fluke looked at lier triumphantly. «1
will come and talk to you egain, Ms. Hutchins,”
said she, seizing Mrs. Hutchins's reluctant hand,
and shaking it violently. ¢ We must be instant,
you kumow, in season and out of season. It
would never do for me to look on quietly and
sec my fellow-creatures go headlong to perdi-
tion, 3rs. Hutchins.”

The way in which Migs Fluke pronounced the
word perdition made Mrs. Hutchins gshake in her
shoes.

¢ I'm sure I should never ha' thouglit nothink
of reading a novel,” sobbed Mrs. Hutchins.
“ I've knowed lots of good people do it, and
think it no sin.”

¢ Ab-h-h! The old Adam, Mrs. Hutching,
the old Adam I”

# Who, mum ?” said Mrs. Hutchins, looking
up forlornly.

The poor womnn presented & very woe-begone
appearauce by this time, “.aving rubbed her
cyes with & not over-clean apron, and ruffled
her untidy bair until it stood up all over her
head like tangled tow, swith one scrubby tress
sticking out bebind, at right angles with her
comb.

« The sinfulness of our corrupt and fullen
nature,” explained Misg Fluke., * You should
read, instead of imbibing that poison’~—with a
terrible glance at Rosalba— you should read
somse of those blegsed and improving tracts that
I left with the child Cordelia, Where are they,
Mrg. Hutchins ¥

It chanced that Mrs. Hutchins, haviog been
attracted by the prints in Robinson Grusoe, had

shall sec’ " wy young friend,” added Miss I'luke,
with a gr .« smile.

Then su - violently shiooh hands again with
Mes. Hutchias, and todk her leave, with a pro-
mise to return as speedily as might be, to carry
on the good work she had begun that murning.
“ And,” snid she to herself, as she stalked,
flushed with victory,down new Bridgestreet, ¢ it's
a special providence for all that houschold, that
Mabel Earnshaw took it itito lier head to visit
Cordelia, For, otherwise, /might never have
gone there.”

The acconnt Mrs. Hatching gave to the Tres-
cotts of her interview with Miss Fluke was
inaccurate in scveral important particulars,
but it sufliced to cxcite a burning indignation in

the breagt of Alfred. The inaccuracies of which i
I am obliged to accuse Mrs. Hatchins were |
mainly the suppression of hier uwn signal defeat |
and abject submission, and an exaggeration of . But I mustn't stay and talk.
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. was seen approaclung, and lhe nursemaid can-
] tiously unfastened the door, and peered out.
y 4 Who isat?” she saul,in a whisper, ¢ What
do you want ¢

* Could [ sec the young lady, Miss Earnshaw 7"
nsked Trescolt, surprised and uneasy at the
giel's manner.

+ Y Oh dear n0,” returned the sereant, ¢ Please
to go away. They cant sce nobody. We're in
: sad trouble here.”

1 ¥ Trouble! What's the matter ?°

“ Why, master died this morning, and missis,
sue'slike a lunatic, a'most, with grief.”

“ Good God !” cried Trescott, falling back o
step or two, * I had no wden of this. 1 thougin
+ he was better.”

““ Al s0 hewere; but he went out tog soon,
and caught a cold, and got inflammation, and
that carried him off 1n four-and-twenty hours.
Missis heerd the

Miss Fluke's pious horror of the Trescotts® call- | bell, and it put her in an awful twitter, I niust

.ng in life. These were not only powerfal in |
their action upon Alfred, but Mr. Trescott, too, |
chafed and furmed, and moved ahout the kitchen
in a state of excitement. Litde Corda, who :
bad returned, tired and sleepy, from her drive,
was Iying on her bed up-stairs, and had fullen
asleep. .
“ Who the devil do they take us fur 7" said
Alfred, thrusting his hands deep into lis
pockets, and turning to his father. :
“WhateanIdo? Canl helpit? Isitmy.
famlt? returned Mr. Trescott, irritably. .
& Well, yes; it is, partly. You sing so pre-;
cioug small to that snob Mr. Clement Charle-

i

go.”

“ Wil you take this," said Trescott, handing
to the girl the book he had brought, * and give
it to the young ludy when you have an oppor-
tunity, and say I am dreadtully distressed, and

. wouldn't have intruded for the world if I had

known 7"

Befoie he could finish his speech, the little
servant had taken the volume from his haud,
and closed the door. He heard. her put up the
chaiun, and then the glimmer of her candle dis-
appeared up the stairease.

“ Bless me ! said Mr. Trescott, passing his
hand over his forchead as he limped away, it

borrowed the book, uuknowa to Cords, and
brought it down to the kitchen togetber with |
several of the penny gracts, which had been
placed between 1ts pages. Sho rose meekly to
get the tracts from the dresser on which they
were lyiog; but Miss Fluke anticipated her, and
geized the volume and the tracts together.

« There " ghe said, rapidly enumerating their |
titles. ¢ Tho Reformed Oonvict. Saily Smith, |
tho Scullerymaid. The Sinner’s Fire Engune. |
Have you Taken your own Meagare yet? Or
the Complete spiritunl Tailor, There's reading
for you, Mrs. Hatchins1” )

Then, openung the volamo of Robinson Crusae, ¢
sho examined the name writien on the title-

e,
R What's this?° she cxclaimed, with the sud-
denness which was one of hec most muarked
peendiasites, . % To Mabel, from her affcctionate
——where did you get this, Mrs, Hatchias 2”
« A young lady lent it to lityle Gordelia the
other dag, Mr. Olement Qharlewood, he brougbt,,
1 for hoer, slong,with twe or three more.”
w.Oh{" said Miss Flyke;intent on the waua
on thoy title-pago... ~ Iodeed! Tne child had,
far better have read the traots & left her. 1,

wood. Ay, I could pnt Mr. Clement Charle- | has given me quite & shock, I didu't know any-
wood up to u thing or two, high as be holds his | thing of the man, but it's so sudden. Dear
bead. He ain't the only member of bis family ' me, 1ts so awfully sudden!”
with whom I have the honour to be acquainted.”
“Law ™ exclaimed Mrs, Hutchins, with greedy |
curiosity ; “ ain't he? Now, which o’ t' others Tiouble, indeed, ad come to Jessanune Cot-
do you know, Mr. Alfred ?” . tage, and the suddenness of theblow had neany
The young fellow looked at her cunningly | overwhelimed the newly bereaved widow.
froni under his long handsome eyclashes. ¢ Bless Itis true that Mrs. Saxelby had felt no pas-
your soul, Mrs. H.,” said he, with a grimace | sionate lovo for her husband ; but shehad clung
compounded of a sncer and a smile, ¢ [ kuow | to him with confidence, and hers was a natuve
all sorts of people. I tell you what, governor,” | that suffered acutoly trom the wrenching away
be added, ‘¢ I wish you'd take an opportunity of | of any support. She had beew grateful to Mr.
telling Miss Armshaw—Hamshaw—or whatever | Saxelby for his love for her, for his protection,
her name is—that we don’t particularl, relishor | and for the release he had afforded her from o
appreciate the Socicty of the aminble lady she | Qull oppressive tyranny, in taking her away
brought liere to bully poor Pussy-cat. By George, | from the old woman whoge humble companion
if I had been at home on the oceasion of her | she had been when he married ber.  Then, too,
first visit I don't think she'd have favoured us  she felt that her worldly position would now be
with a second 17 { & very precarious one; and that the comfortable
%1 domt suppose it was Miss Earnshaw’s | ease in which she had been living for these five
fault,” returncd his father, laying aslight stress I years past, must give place to care and poverty.
on tho name. *¢ Ithink sheisa laay, ever) inch | It was in a dumb unacknowledged way that
of her, from what Corda says.” | this thought lay in her mind; and she would
# She's"a remarkably good-looking girl, atall ; have repndinted with anger tbe idea that such
cvents,” said Alfred, with magnificent approval. | considerations weigbed with her at such a mo-
« And we know she can’t come the Sanday-  ment. Nevertheless, the considerations were
scheol-and-penny-tract style of virtaous horror | there.
over us. That wouldu't quite do.” i All Mabel's care at present was to soothe and
Here catching Mrs. Kutchins's eagur gaze | comfort her mother as much as possible. Friend-
fastesed on his face, Alfred broke off rather 1y services were not wanung to them. The
abruptly, and stooped tu pich up the volume of | family at Bramley Manor werz kind an word and
Robinsoe Cruso¢ which he had thrown on the ; deed. So were several directors of the com-
floor. * There,” said hc, smothing the leases | pany i whose empioy Mr. Saxelby had been so
with his hand, * Pussy-cat has read that, I dong. Mr. Cbarlewood mself relieved the
know. Coulda’t you take it back (his afternoon | widew from all the sad and depressing details
when you go to give your lesson in Fitz Henry-  of the last ceremony that mortality can claun
rond? You might see Miss What's-her-name, { from its fellov -creatures. But then came the
and say a word to her.” , timc——perhaps the hardest to bear—when blind
This Mr. Trescott agreed to dv, and, afier | grief cuuld no lunger be 1nduiged and excused;
dinner, sct forth with the book iu bis pochet. | whea the shutters must be unbolted, and the
Mr, Trescott's pupil was a young clerk, who | winduws opeucd 8 e, and hgot and air letin
had a pasgion for the violin, snd &s bis daties | ouce more upon the dark desolate rooms; and
accupicd him nearly all day, ho could only | thc noises of the outside world must come Jar-
receive his lesson late in the sfternoor. It was ring 1o upon the sience, and when the husted
therefore growing dosk when Mr. Trescutt— , speech and noistless trend of fuends and ser-
after enduring swith what patience he might an | vants must give place to the ordinary busy
Dbour of ascending scales played shatp, and de- | sounding teaflic of Lfe. If God’s. warld would
gcendiug sco'~¢ played flat, and the rasping of | oniy mourn Witk ber, thuught Mrs. Sazeiby , o
a very unstea’ y bow over the tortured strings | the sun would ccase t}com shining, and e tids
—arrived at Jessamingé Cottage,  To his sur- | frum hicpiog, and thp dey autumn leayes from

CHAPTER XI. PROJECTS.

! prige, there v 18 no light burning in *he hull be- | Jancing in the eddying dust, af a suft perpetunt

bind the Titts glass ddor He often passed the | twilighi would reign an the aky, and a soft per-
bouse, aud koew the punctual shfoing of tho petwal hush upun the cacth, then her guef
uoll Yamp well, | He rang softly withott obtain- | would not ke so bard to bear, nor her desola-
ingg any angwer, snd then sgain, aud then a third | tsn scem 80 vut of tune wath the Jruportunate

\ -, - N . - B K
time, Wefore any ond came. At last 2 dm ng}_r}; lifc, around her. | But this coaid not be,  Gm-
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dually, as was mevitable, she was roused from
the lethargy of snrrow, and began to feel that
the blood stH ran in her veing, and that for her,
as for the rest of humawty, Time's touch could
heal a3 well as wound.

Mr Saxclby had saved in his bachelor days,
byt not so much #s many ot his acquaintances
had cypected and believed It i3 bard to say
why they should have imagined b to have
lud by any considerable sum of money, seving
that bis salary was not large, and that ats
amonnt was pretty well Kuown to all tus ac-
quantanees.  Sinee s maroage e had hived
up to his income ; but he bad 1sured his hie
for n sum which judiconsly amvested, would
reahise ahout forty pound- 4 year  Bexides this,
there was the long tease of a Jintle cotinge and
garden, o male o two out of Hammerham, and
there were & few shares in the gas company
whose clerk he had been,

Mr. Saxelby Jett a will bequeathing every-
thing of which he died pussessed, absolutely o
lns wadow. s executurs were Mr Charlewvod
and the Reverend Decimaus Pluke.

These geatlemen were sitting one evening
about a week after the funeral 1o the little room
whiclt Mrs. Saxelby had been accustomed to
consider her own especial domaun. It wasquite
dark. The shutters were closed, and the mus-
lin curtains were drawn across them, A brnight
fire biazed n the grate, and the lamp, carefully
shaded—for Miz Saxelby's eyes were weak with
weeping, und could not endure a glare of ight
—sgtood on a Little table behind ber arm-chair,
Mr. Charlewood had taken s place on the sofa
opposite to the window, and sat there with his
legs crussed, and tus hands spread out on the
centre table before lam, as he explained to her
the posiiun of her worldly affurs, and empha-
sised each paragraph of his discourse by gently
rwsing ins outspread palms, and letuag then
fall again.

Mr. Fluke, whose vivacioug energy seldom
permitted hin to be sull for two minttes *0.
gether, stood with his hack to the fire, and his
hands beneath bis coat tails & position which
he constantly varied by sticking his thumbs inte
his waustcoat-pockets, playing with his heavy
gold watch-chan, or rubbing his fingers through
s hair untl 1t stood upright from his forehead.
Me. Fluke was alarge squurely built man, rather
over the muddle height, with thick features, a
ruddy face, and light widely opencd blue eyes,
which reca'led his eldest daughter’s eyes in the
intensity and directness of their stare,  He was
loud of voice, dictutorial and absolute in man-
ner, but a conscientious carnest man withal;
not without Kmdness of heart, thongha littie
dull in wtetlect, He was a man who might
even have been gentle on occeasions, if he could
by any possibality have conccived the existence
manybody of a nervous system less robust than
his own.

2]t i, of course, a bare subsistence, Mrs.
Saxelby,” said Mr. Charlewood; *“but I think
we have done the best that could be done under
the circumstances.”

«Quite the best we could do, according to
our hights, Mrs, Saxelby,” Mr. Fluke put in,
shifting s balance from one leg 0 the other,
and bumping his shoulder violently two or
three times sgainst the murble mantelpicce.
¢« We have meted with a just measure, as far as
it was given unto us so to do.”

“I'm quite sure,” said Mrs. Saxelby, with her
handkerchicef to ber eyes, ¢ that you have both
been wise and kind; and I am vers grateful to
you both for all the trouble you bave taken,”

“ Nay,"” said Mr. Charlewood, I assure you
the trouble bas been small in itself, altaough
the occaston of i1t has been a sad one, Saxelby’s
accounts were in perfect order. I dou’t think
he owed five shillings in the world, and bis will
was onec of the clearcst I bave ever read in my
hfe. He was an admirable man of business.”

¢ He—was,” said Mr. Fluke, with deliberate
emphasis, *a—convinced—Christian; & prac-
tical, evangelical Chnistian ; bis earthly register,
as well as his Heavealy one, was kept with
faithful exactitude. By therr fruits, Mrs. Sax-
elby, ye shall know them.”

“Qute so,” said Mrs, Saxelby, meekly. « 1t
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is most soothing 1o my feelings to have him
truly appreciated, Indeed, indeed, he was very -
kind and good tome ; slways, always, always!”.
The widow added this, with a burst of genuine
emotion.

“You'll consider of my plan for your living !
at Hazlehurst, Mrs. Saxelby,” said Mr. Charle-
wood, after a panse.  “I do believe it to be the !
best plan for you. You see, if you let the cot-
tage, the rent wouldn't bring you more than
“IXteen  Or cighteen pounds a yenr; and you |
couldp't find o plac - in Hreunerham Gt for you
10 dive in, at auythag hke that price. Then
youd have the guden.  That's a saving, when
you don’t employ a fashionable scientific gar-
dener to eat up the profits.  The man who nt- -
attended to it before (woen your late hushand
letit) would grow your potatoes and cabbages
tor the priviege of taking what he could con-
sume himelf,  There are frait-trees 100, and a
padduck where you mught keep s cow. In the -
country there are ity ways of ching out a small
income.”

“Ivwonld be very dull,” sobbed Mrs. Snxclby,
sefor the chidren.  Think of Mabel.  And how
ever 1= Douley to get an education?  Oh, dear.
oh dear, I don't know what to do!”

$Mmma” sard Mabel, ghding quiietly into
the room, “ pray, pray do not fret and distress .
yourself, about me,”

Mabel bad heard her mother's Iast words, and
now hnelt by her side, presswg her young soft
chicek aganst Mrs. Saxelby s black dress,

“ Remember, my dear friend,” said Mr. Fluke,
in aloud ciear vorce, which made a glass vase!
on the mantelpicce ring again, and with a queer ;
sudden muvement of lus leg, that seeme.” hke o
kick strangled in its birth—¢ remembe - the |
young ravens! An all-bounteous Provid nce
watches over His creatures.”

Mabel merely observed: “Mamma knows, |
Mr. Fluke, that I mean to earn my own living.
I am young and strong, and willing to work -
hard. We have tatked it over,”

Mr. Charlewood said, with an approving look,
I respect your resolution, my dear. Penny— !
my daughter Penny,” he added, turning to Mr. :
Fluke, “always says that Migs Enrnshaw is |
worth a thousand every-dny misses. And she ;
is right.

# And what do you mean to do Mabel?" ask- |
ed Mr. Fluke, knocking down the fire-irons with :
a crash that made Mrs. Saxelby start completely !
off her cbiir, as he turned to address Mabel, |

Mrs. Saxelby pressed her daughter’s hand
nervously, and answered before the latter could i
speak: © Qb, we shall think. e sball see, 1]
cannot give my mind to the idea of parting with
Mabel yot. [ shall be left desolate when she
leaves me.”

“Darling mother," said Mabel, in a caressing .
tone, and resolutely driving back ber own tears: |
« Remember all we have said. Think of Dool.y,
dear little fellow. For a time we must bear to
be separated for his sake. Then, when I have
earned money cuough to send him to a good
school, how proud and happy we shall be ! And, |
after all, you koow, it won't bo quite a separa-
tion. [ shall be able to see you very often, I
hope. You ask what I shali try for, sir,” she
said, turning her bhead towards Mr. Fluke, but
keeping her arms round her mother. “Ihave
prowised mamma to endesvour to get a situation
us governess, and I shall do as [ have promis-
ed.”

Mrs, Saxelby kissed her daughter’s forehead.

“ But,” pursued Mabel, “I know that I am
not very likely to succeed all at once. I would
do almost anytbiog to make a begianing, 1
believe that in schools they somectimes take a
pupil teacher, giving a small salary, with board
and finishing lessong, in return for her services,
1 have a good stock of clothes. I could do with
very little money for the firstyear; especially if
the bopo were held out to me that it might lead
to batter things.”

“ Well said, Mabel I’ cried Mr. Gharlewood.
# That's tho way to get on in the world. Look
things io the face, and begin at the beginning.”

%] think,” said Mr Fluke, after 2 moment's
consideration, ¢ that it may be possible forms to
help you in this matter. 1 do not spenk posi-

i
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Utively, mind ; but I know that lannah (Hannah
*was Miss Fluke's chuistinn name) is occasionally
applied to, to recommend young persons i lll'ﬂt
capacity. I will speak with Iannab, She will

i do her best for you, 1 know, my dear young

friend.”

Poor Mabel felt her heart sink within her,
and yet at the samne moment she reproached
herself for it. She reminded herself that she
desired cmployment, and ought to be grateful
to auy one who would aid her to get it. The
recollection of that Saturdag's district visiting
ros¢ up in her mind. Butshe thanked Mr. Fluke
as cordially as she counld, and when the two
gentlemen were gone she set herself to cheer
and support her mother, and to put before hev
all the bright side, and none of the dark, of their
future life. U]

It swill bea terrible change, Mabel,” moan-
ed Mrs Saxelby—*a terrible change. Foryou,
of course, it will be bad cnough ; but for me!

| Think ollmc, lett in & wyetched cottage in the

country with barely food to eatand fire to warm
me, and no oue to lovk nfter Dooley! 1 think
itwill be the death of me, I do indeed. I don't
suppoge I shall live through the winter,”

“The cottage is not wretcbed, dear mamma,

. I remember going there once in the summer,

and it was a bright pretty littic place, I know
there are some glorious old apple-trees that will
be ¢quite heavy with pink blossomsin the spring;

;and then it is only two miles and a half by the

footputh from Hammerham. You arc able to
walk that distance without fatigue, mamma,
You will see your friends as often, I dare say, as
you do now ; and Dooley will grow strong in
the pure country air.”

“Ah' TUs easy to be hopeful and cheerful at
)'Olll"ilg(', Mabel.  You see everything coleur de
rose.” *

Tais was somewhat hard on Mabel, who as-
suredly was indulging in no roseate visions ag
to the fate that awaited herselt.

+If you really dreaded this country life so
much, mama,” she said, after a pause, #why
do you not make up your mind to let the cot-
tage, and try to find a home here among the
people who know you?”

“ Now, Mabel,” returned hermother, in a tone
of plaintive remonstrance, “ how can you talk
so? You Know very well that I must do as
Mr. Fluko and Mr, Charlewood say. No donbt
they settle all for the best. I am sure they
mean very kindly, and I can’t decide for myself,
I never conld.”

“Perbaps,” said Mabel, slowly, and as ir
speaking to herself: “perhaps if I were allowed
to try that other plan, T might earn money
enough in time to give yon & home snch as you
have been accustomed to lately.”

“For goodness’ sake, Mabel,” urged Mre.
Saxelby, rising and putting her hand on her
daughter's lips, ¢ let me licar no more of that !
What would our friends say 7

¢ That, anmma, appears to me to depend on
the amount of their sense and good feeling, And
I do not know that 1 am bound to make what
they would say my first considération.”

i Mabel, Mabel, you terrify me. Remember
your promige. You zave we your word.”

“ Yes, mamma. I do remembér. T gave you
my word to {ry this school plan; and T will try
it fairly.”

Then Mabel went to rest, afier giving Dooley
a kiss as the child lay sleeping in alittle crib
by the side of his mother's bed, and alter repeat-
ing to herself with disdainful wonder:

4 What they would say! What they would
say ! If 1 tried that other plan V”

To be continued.

Sir Percy Shelley has been good enough, says
the Atheneum, to send us & lithographic copy of
a portrait, taken by Miss Curren, of his jlius-
trious fatlier, the poet. The drawing wismade
in 1818, at Rome, and is “the only authentic
picture ™ of the author of ‘The Cenci’ in
existence. This fact alone will give the potirait
now pablished a singular interest. Asa work of
act it has fio great merit, ‘ t -
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VICISSITUDES OF FAMILIES,

11 Bernard Burko's admirable book on the
N ) Vicissitudes of Families is the completest as
well as the most interesting exponent of such
changes existing; and although roviowers huve
alrendy made lrgo draughts from its conteats,
enongh remains behind for many & halfs mourn-
tul citntion, Romance and truth were nover so
thoroughly blended., As a record of exceptional
family histories, these volumes by Ulster King
ol Arms chailenge, for the amuscment thoy
contain, the subtlest invention, for they trace
down (0 its final resting-place in the mire of
the valley, many a lotty fwwily tree which once
~togd ou the very crest of the hill. Who, at
onc time, could equal the Pluntagenets ? But |
among the latest descendants of that house were
i cobbler and o sexton. A butcher and 8 wll-
yatherer wepe anmong the lineal descendants of
« king's son (Edmund of Woodstock, Earl of
Keat, gixth son of kdward the First), avd as
such ontitled to quarter the royal arms and to
«nll cousin with the Queen; while the direct
descendants of Oliver Cromwell, one of the
grentest Englisbmen that over lived, matehed
theso royal dregs in poverty and obscure con-
dition, ‘Thomas, the great-grandson of Oliver,
was & groceron Snow-inll; aund his son, Oliver,
was an attoruey in London. In the femuale line,
one was married to a shoemaker; another to a
butcher's son, ber f&llowservant ; a third toa
jeweller; and a fourth to an attorney, at his
decease keeping a smafl dayschool for her bread.
A Percy, it must be owned with rather a shady
tile, was a trunkmaker, and contended man-
tully for what he deemed his rights. One of the
great Nevilles, a direct descendant of the proud
¢ Peacock of the North,” sued royalty for a
pittance 10 keep her from starvauon. John,
Eari of I'raqubsis, cousin of James the Sixth,

i buried with bis kiudred in Beampton church,

stood begging in the streets of Edinburgh,
receiving alms ““as humbly and thaukfully as |
the poorest suppliant;” and an Urqubart of |
Burdsyard, one of the famous Urqubarts of
Crowurty, came asa wandering beggar 1o his .
own hatl door, H

Then think of & « Princess of Connemara” .
dying ot msery on board a small sailing vessel, |
and onabled to be on board at ) only by the
charity of friends. She was ons of the great
Martins of Galway, and came i1nto nominal} pos-
session of an estate of which the then owner
boasted to George . » Fourth that it gare #an
approach from his gate-house to his hall of
thirly miles length. " Puat Irish recklessness
and Irish hospitality in tit ¢ crumpled up those
thirty Tiles of land into a six-foot plaok on
board & wretched sailing vessel, and the poor
half-starved princess, the ldst of her great house,
died an cxile and a pauper. The Act for the
Prevention of Craoeity to Animals, commonly
called Dick Martin's Act, was framed by that
same Ricbard Martio of Galway. It was a pity
that he could not exchange & little of his oxces-
sive tenderuess for animals for some common
sense and cousideratior for human beings.

The story of the glove-maker, William Mac.
leNav, Lord Kirkcudbright, is also another sin.
gular instoxce of social changes. The Kirkoud-
bright estates were carried ol by creditors in
1669 ; and, as there was nothing Joft but the
empty title, the various heirs and possessors of
that dignity forbore to useit,and got their living
as they best could ; the lord under present notice
getting his a5 a glove-moker. He used to stand
m the lobby of the Assembly Rooms in Edinburgh
selling gloves to tho ball-goers; for, according
to the fushion of the time, a new pair was requi-
red for every fresh dance. He used to join the
company at the ball following the clection of a
representative peer, at which he himself had
given bis voto, Thep, a3 a gengleman and
nobleman, he danced with tho ladies to whom
he had beon glove-maker and servant all the
st of the year, His son went into the army,
attained the rank of colonel, and, * not satis.
fied with anything short of legal recogeition,
submitted his peorage claim to the House of
Lords, by whose decision he wag declared
seventh Kord Kirkcudbright on the 8th of May,

1173, » .

)
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“ The Norwiches rose and fell by the smiles
of woman.” In the beginning of things,
“ Margaret Holt, the heiress of Brampton manor,
gavo bor hoart and hand to Simon do Norwich,
and endowed him with her mansion and lands ;»
aed his grandson, another Simon de Norwich,
also married an heiress, and acquired much
goods and lunds thereby, So the wheel of for-
tune went werrily round for many a generation,
until the bitch came n the time of Sir William
Norwich, who drank, and gamed, and rioted
through lito moro luxuriously than virtuously,
losiug his estates at card-playing, it1s said, to
Sarah, Duchess of Marlborough—by no means
one of the kind to let loose what she had once
grasped.  Ho withdrew to Harborough, and
died there in great poverty, 1741, Though

no stone or tablet marks the spot or records his
mune,  The title nassed to another branch of
the family ; buta title without estates is but a
poor patrimony, and the last English descendant
of the Norwiches, “ Si» Samuel Norwich,” was
for many years s sawyer in Kettering. He was
the eldest gon of Sir John who died in the
parish workhouse, and whose widow was g
laundress.  She was very poor and very igso-
rant, and died in 1860, aged cighty. The present
heir of the family and holder of the title, Sir
William Norwich, is in America, and said to be
doing well ; so perbaps the old family will be
revived in the future gonerations, all the wiser
for their bitter expericnce,

The story of Viscount Kingslaud is again one
01 the strangest of strango romances. Descended
from one of the old Anglo-Norman families of
freland, the Barncwalls of Meath—the Viscounts
Kingsland were among the foremost families of
olden times : but, by the severance of laad from
title the estates passed into other hunds, and the
name alone remained to a race of paupers as a
high-sounding mockery in a reality of social mi-
sery. At'ast the mockery itself feil into disuse,
until Mr. Hitcheock, a solicitor, took up the case
und carried it to so much of o trintnphant end as
the reader may determine accordiug to bis own
hglts  We will give V.. Hitchcock's letter—
addressed to Ulster King of Arws—iu extenso,
not being able to improve on it:

« Dublin, Septomber 26, 1863.

@ My dear Sir Bernard, When the late Lord
Kingsland established his claim to the pecrage,
I was a mere boy; but as my father was the
solicitor to whose enterp. e, taiont . 1 pecuni-
ary support he was indebied for suc. .3, he wag
very much at our house during the progress of
the proceedings, and his extraordinairy story
became as fanlind to the family, as *houschold
words.' I am therefore cnabled from recollece
tion, although half a century hus elapsed since
the time of which I spenk, to give you some
outline of his antecedents. He wasborniusome
obscure part of Dublin, and ¢ ¢ducated ' in the
vicinity of Castle Market, where it was said he
made bis ¢ first appesrance in public’ i the
¢ onerous’ part of & basket.boy, his success in
which character led to s promotion in the
course of time to the more elevated position of
under-waiter at a tavern in Dawson-street, It
subsequently appears that, although in solowly
a sphere, he entertained a dreamy notion, deri-
ved from family tradition, that, as he bore the
name of the Kingslaud family, ho might by some
turn of the wheel of fortune become entitled to
its honours and estates, The Lord Kingstand
of that time was s Iunatic residing in anasylum
in France, and was under tho guardianship of
hig relative, Liord Trimleston, A false rumour
of that lord's drath reached Matthow Barnewall
while he was officisting at the tavern in
Dawson-street, and actisg upon the tredition-
ary notion cf heirship, under the advice of his
then companions and friends, Matihew mustered
a strong forco of the employés of the tavern and
the mnrket which had been tho school of his
carly iraining, and with that formidable array
proceeded fortbwith tosursey the family mansion
of which he took instant possession, Thero he
cut down timber, lighted bonfires, and for some
short time indulged in the exerciso of rude

hospitality tothe companions who had escorted

him, and the rabble which he collected in the
neighbourhood. lis rejoicings were, however,
but short-lived  Lord Trimleston, the guardian
of tho lunntic peer, appled to the Court of
Chancery, and poor Matthow was committed to
Newgate under an attachment for contempt.
While in the prison he was advised to apply to
my f{ather for his legal advice and assistance,
through which ho was after some time set at
liberty. At that period he was quite unable to
trace his pedigree, and being witerly illiterate—
unable cven to write his name—he could give
but little assistance to his legal adviser in tes-
ting the justice of tho claim which,in the wmidst
of his almost Cimmerian darkness, he still
insisted upon to the right of succession to the
Kingsland pecrage. My fathor, however, being
& man of sauguine twnperament, as well as supe-
rior talents, saw that therc was sometbing in
the claim, and took up the case with such ardour
that he soon discovered a clue, which led thm
step by step through the difficulties which lay
in the way of tracing a pedigree amidst so
much ignorance, until at length there was but
one missing link :n the chain; and this was,
after much research, supplied by the evidence
of one-Lucinda Ambridge, a woman upwards
of a hundred years old. In the mean time, the
lunatic peer actually died , and when Matthew's
pedigree was completed, and the pioofs forth-
coming. the claim was brought before the
House of Lords, and, after due investigation
admitted. Duriog tho progress of tracing the
pedigree, and pending the decision of the House
of Lords, the expectant peer was clothed anad
sepported by my fathes, and was frequently at
our house. Ho was at first very modest, and
could scarcely be enticed beyound the mat at the
hall door, and when brought into the roomw, ho
sat, a3 such men do, on the least possible edge
of & chair. By degrees, however, he grew in
confidence, and, being a gooc-humoured man,
his conversation was very mmnusieg, what Lord
Duberley would eall his ‘cakalology,’ or Dr.,
Pangloss bis ¢ eucology, * being extramely rich.
It would not be easy to do justice in description
to his exultation and pride at being acknowled-
ged by the House of Lords. But his elevaticn
was accompanied by a sad drawback., The
property which should have gone with the title
consisting, 1 believe, chiefly of church advowsons,
had lapsed 1o the crown, owing to some want of
conformity to the established Church on the part
of some of the ancestors, aud could not be re-
covered. A poor peer's pension of five hundred
pounds 8 year was granted to the new Lord
Viscount Kingsland and Baron of Turvey ; but
alas! my father nover was paid anything for his
outlay and professionallabour. Al he got was
the éclat, and tho satisfaction of having achie-
ved so great a triumph., Lord Kingsland was
warried in early life t- & woman in his then
cluss, who died before bis elevation to the peer-
age, leaving only oue cbild, a son, who lived
to be the Honourable Mr. Barnewall, and heir
apparent to tho peerage, but died within a a few
years after his fatber bad established his claim,
After some time, Lord Kingstand married a Misg
Bradshaw, an Eoglish lady, buv died without
issue ; and consequontly the title is extinet, al-
though it is said, and probably with trutb, that
an heir could be found amongst the poorest
classes in Dublin. My lord’s sayings and
doings are most amusing. As I mentioned his
cacology, I will give you asample. His second
wifo took great pans to improve him, but in
vain, When he came bere under ber tutelage,
she watched bis words, and always corrected
him, even beforo company. Ouno day, heing
asked to tske some lunch, bo declined, saving,
‘1 bave been eating selvedges all day.' 2y
Lady, correcting said, ¢ Sandwiches, my Lord.”
He replied, t Ab, my Lady, I wish yor'd be quiet,
you'rs always rebufing me.’

# Poor fellow ! Ho had a bard time of it.
What betwoen my lady and his own lordship, be
must have often wished himself back among the
JSrec-and-easy ¢ Bobemians ’ of his carly associa-
tiop. ” .

When the lordly Nevilles went down to the
dregs, Oolo, the blacksmith, rose to the surface
—rose 20 high, indced, that his grandson bought
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the Neviles’ castlo of Brancepeth. The family
of Cule, however, fell as suddenly as it rose—
1ts prospenty being little but a pnsmatic bubble
of great show and splendour while it lasted, but
of uo stability: and after the life of Sir Ralph,
the second bnronet, the great house that had
been raised on the foundation of the smithy
crashed to the ground, and the last grandson of
Sie Ralph died m such utter want that he had
to bo buried by the chanty of a consn.  Then
there was the strange story of the Eathlom of
Huntingdon, and how. Mr. Nugent Bell dug and
delved among the ruins and rubbish of the past
ull he had uncartbed s friend's elun, and
teansferred Captain Hastings, R. N, from the
quarter-deck to the House of Lords; but the
wost romantic « ¥ all ¢ Ulster's stories” 18 that
of the Auglesey claim,

In 1706 Avibur Lord Abtham mauried Mary
Sleflicld, the natural daaghter of the Duke of
Buckingham. [n 1715, some years after the
marringe, Lady Altham gave birth to ason at
Dunmam, the family residence in Wexford,

- which sou was christened by the Rev Mr. Lloyd,
chaplain of Lord Altham, aud called, after his
geandtuther, James Annesiey, Earl of Anglesey.
‘I'wo gentlemen of repute in the parish, Anthony
Colclougb and Anthony Chffe respectively, were
the godfathers, and Mrs. Pigot of Tintern, was
the godmother. The Earl of Mount Alexander
swore to the birth of the child, inasmuch as he
fiad heard Lord Altham say, withau oath, * lus
wife had got a son which bad made his brother's
nose swell,” which 13 apparently an unusual ver-
s10n of putting that member outuf Juint, Indeed,
there scemed in those days nothing to which tu
object 1 the transaction, and ‘everytbing was
open and confessed enough, Two yecars afier
the birth of the cluld Lord and Lady Altoam
separated, and my lord took the buy with him
from place to place till hie cast anchor in Carluw,
where he took back a furmer mistress, with
whom lhe finally settled in Dublin in the year
1722, She caled herself then Lady Altham.
though the real wife was alive, pourly pension-
cd, and .n delicate health. In 1729, the real
Lady Altham died. Lord Altham, of course,
hke all Irish peers, wanted money. He
could not raise 1t unless joined in the loan by hs
son, who was too young fur this. He therefore
( this1s the theory) resolved to get nid of him as
a useless « arden, and sent him to a person call-
ed Cavane gh, from whom, however, the lad es-
caped bac! toLord Aitham. Buat when he had
reacht d v 3 old house hie was refused adimittance,
dented ¢ .&nowledgemert, and so perfurce went
ont into darkness and distress, aud became hence-
forth a vagabond about the strcets. Jn 1727,
Lord Altham died, and lus brother became Lord
Altham 1 lus stead, succeeding ten years after
to the carldom of Anglesey as wdll.

A year after Ins broter's death, Lord Altham
sought out his nephew, kidnapped hin—so the
story runs—and shipped lum on board the Janus,
under the name of James Hennesley. He wus
taken to America, and sold to a planter, one
Drummond, wn Pennsylvania, aud kept on the
plantation Jur tiurteen years. An old woman, &
tellow-slave, was very kind to lnm, and s hen she
died, perhaps feeling that he had lost bis only
friend, ho tried to make his cscape, but twas
recaptured, and transferred to auother master
because of the brutality of Druinmond. The
twelve months servitude, which was all now re-
maimng of the original bond, was lengthened
nto five years, s a pumishment for his attempt.
Here, 1 s second term, o young Iroquors
Indian girl fell 1n love with bim, and 1t scems
that his master's daughter did something of the
same kind too ; Waercupon the Indian nearly
murdered ber mistress, and then drowned her-

man's fidelity ; but, failing in this, she tried to
poison bim, Now he eseaped in reality, and went
as o snilor before the mase on board o British
man-of-war; wherasAdmiral Vernon heard his
story, and believing in it, seaut him to England
to try his luck in the law courts, His first
appearance thers was a prisoner on the charge
of murder, he having accidentally shot a man
named Egglestone; and when asked whetlier he
would plead gmity or not guilty, hisanswer was
a fine bit of melodramatic indignation :

« My Lord, I observe that Ium indicted by the
name of Jane's Hennesley, laborer, tho lowest
addition my eunemies could possibly mako useo of ;
but though I clann to be Earl of Apglesey, anda
peer of this realm, I submit to plead nut guilty
to this indictment, and put myself immediately
upon my country, conscious of my owna inno-
cerice, and impuatient to be acquitted oven of the
mnputation of a crime o0 unbecoming the dignity
I claim.”

He was nequitted.  After this came the more
important trial for the carldom, in which also
James Hennesley was victorious; and thus it
came to pass that the vagabond of the streets,
the ill-used slave on the plantation, became
Enrl of Anglesey and a peer of the realm, But
he never assumed the title, and died 1760,
leaving two sons, who did not long survive him,
the one dying in 1763, and the other in 1764,
There was another trial about the same earldom
a few years later, but it is not sufficiently in-
teresting to report,

Some analogy tu this great Aunglesey case
may be found in the strange Tichborne story
going on at this moment, and likely to go on
for some time yet before it is finally arranged,
Wien Sie James Francis Dougbty, tenth baro-
net, and futher of the late Sir Alfred Tichborne,
cleventh baronet, came to the title and estates
on the death of Lis brother in 1833, heo
had two soos, Roger Charles, born in 1829,
and  Alfred Joseph, born in 1839—the two
buys being of the ages of fourteen and
twenty four respectively. The year after bis
futhers accesstun, Roger, an ea-licutenant in
the 6th Dragoons, left £nglaud in anger, fe-
claring that he would never return during bis
father s ifetime , and sailed for Svuth America
to sve what furtunc and energy would give him
i a new life.  However, the ship in which he
had embarked was wrecked, and .young Tich-
boroe was assumed to have gonc to the bottom
with the rest.  Years passed on. Alfred grew
up, and married the daughter of Lord Arundel
of Wardour , and in 1862 Sir James, the father,
died, and Alfred succeeded to the title and
cstates. But he did not keep them long. He
was wonderfully extravagant daring his short
period of possession, and ran through his pro-
perty with that mad baste which some young
men have to free themselves from the cacum-
brance of wealth. “He raced, built yaclts,
and got over head and ears in debt,” soys one
accuunt, his last playtlang beicg a pony, which
used to come on the table after dinner. In
February, 1866, ho died without children, bat
two waunths after Lady Ticuborne gave birth to
a son, who thus became the infant L aroget and
the supposed lawful hewr. Early on New Year's
day last, a man, prufessing to be Roger Charles
Tichborue supposed to be dead twelvo years
and more, arrived at Tichborne Park, and claim-
ed the estates. Ho saw lis mother, Dowager
Lady Tichborae, and satisfied her as to hus identi-
ty ; he saw, too, some of the older tennntry at
Alresford, aud aficr having convinced them that
his eyes twinkled anl his right knee turned in-
wards as the real yoang Roger’s used to do,and
after haviag gwea one man, by particulor re-
quest, **a full-fuced view of bis back,” he was

self. James Bennesly was agan sold; and this | accepted among them all as the right thing, how
ume piaced on & plantation near that of his old | oduy su ever his return had been brouglitabout,
master ‘Drummond, where two Indians, brothers | and bailed as the indisputable heir of the estate.
10 the young Iroquois girl, tried to murder tum, | The yourg Lady Ticbborne, however, and her
but succeaded onty :n wounding b severely,and | frieads, naturally dispute Lis claim in favour

giving him-tvo' montbs’ sickness. Taon, so he

and defence of the child’s rights; and the mat.

said, lie-discovered a plot, whereio the mustress | ter is still unsettled , gwving frequent occasion
ol -he csiabhishment, s master's wife, had | for newspaper paragraphs of conflicting views——
agreed to rob ter husband, and escape w Europe | some bolding to tho new man’s indeatity, and

with the slave of a neighbouriag planter. s
peceant wife sought to tamper with tho young

othors to his falsc impersonation, and each put
ting forth  vapious nnccdotes of less or more

questionablo authenticity, proving thoright and
justice of tho two beliefs, Tho mau's account
of himselfis full of intorest and advonture. When
he left England, in 1853, he wont to South
Amcrica, crossing from Peru to Rio Jaaeiro,
and there embarking on a small schiooner, the
Bella, of Liverpool, bound for Jamaicn, The
schooaer foundered by the way, Proof of this
was given by sundry spars and fragments picked
up atsea, suflicientat least to convince tho undor-
writers who paid the insuranco, and the family
at Alfreston, who mourned tho son they muke
dead to themselves and the world at large. But
Roger, or nut least tho man who ussumes to be
Roger, says that ho was rescued from the wreek
by a schooner, tho Osprey, and by her conveyed
to Australin, whero ho took the name of Do O£~
tro, living at a place called Wagga-Wagga and*
following the not very aristocratic calling of
o borse-dealer and butcher, Hero ho heard of
his fiither’s death, and young Alfred’s accession
to the title ; but not wishing to disturb his bro-
ther, he said, of whom lie had been always fond,
he kopt himselt and his claimns in abeyance, un-
til news of his death, too, came o him, and
that he had died without leaving any chil-
dren bebind hiw, Ho was told this by one Au-
drew Bogle, an old negro servaut of his uacle's,
Sir Edward Doughty; and on hearing it he de-
termined to come right to England with
his wife and child, and claimed the title and es-~
tates which were his by right. How the case
will turn remaing to bo scen, but which way so
cver it goes, it will form in the future, s now
in the present, a cause célébre.

The Smyths of Ashton Court bad a fight for
their possessions. There was sumething of quite
old-tige high-handedness in the way in which
“Sir Richard Swmythe,” accompanied by bis
solicitor, Mr, Rodham, waited upon Mr. Way,
the uncle and guardian of the young heir, de-
manding the keys of the mansion, and the in-
stant discharge fthe servants, and giving them
all two hours for preparation and departure,
That first interview cnded by both claimant and
solicitor being handed over to the servants, and
“deposited outside tho house”—a mild peri-
phrasis for being “kicked out of the bhouse.”
Mr. Rodbaw would not have more todo with the
matter, but Mr, Catulin, another solicitor, would,
The tenantry had notices not to pay their rents
savo to himself, as # Sir Richard’s” agent; and
Sir Richard and his fawily affected quite courtly
pomp at Bristol where they lived ; which was a
slight change in the condition of a man twho,
but a year ago, had been a pauper. Allsorts of
rurzours were afloat concerning wills and legal
documents of supreme importance ; and on the
last day of Trinity Term, 1853, Mr. Cattlin serv-
ed Mr., Way with a writ of ejectment, at the
same time iuforming the family solicitore tust
*ho was in possession of a will under te. seal
and signature of Sir Hugh Smyth, which render-
cd the titlo of his client, Sir Richard Smyth, iu-
disputable.” “Sir Richard,” it mustbo observed,
claimed to be the old man's heir by a first and
secret marriage. Also, there was a brogch, »
scal, & portrait, and a pigtail. Mr, Bovill, the
plaintiff’s counsel, made out a capital case, But
after Sir Frederick Thesjeger hagd bandled it,
the case collapsed. By skilful cross-examination
he brought out these startling facts: that the
so-called Sir Ricbard Samyth was in truth nei-
ther more nor less than the son of old John Pro-
vis of Warmiaster ; that he bimself had bad the
name of Jage Gookin (plaintifi°s grandmother)
cograved on the brooch; that he_himsel, too,
had ordercd. the seal with the Smyth arms, and
the motto, ¢ Quicapit capitor,” the fuulty vowel
slipping inta the Jegend ordetected , that be had
tampered with, writings, and forged, the docu-
ments; and that, being inexpert, he had written
the will,.dated 1823, on parchment prepared io
& certain only too.modern way , and that he had
sent the will to himself through_ Frederick
Crage, His last proof, s pigtail two et Jong,
with which ho said he had been -horn, as was his
son—~thougb his was only six inches long—was
not held conclusive agaings the evidange offraud
and forgery , and the jury brongbt, bim in guil-
ty, and the judgoscntenced Lkim to twonty years’
transportation. The forged will, the Bill, the

.
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jowels, tho picture, and the pigtail were nll im-
pounded, and aro still in tho possession of the
family. Tho suit cost the Smyths ncarly six
thousand pounds; but they have tho pigtail to
shiow for their money,

GENUINE LETTER OF TUHANKS.
TIHE following epistle, for the geunuincness
1 of which wo (4l the Yeur Round) huve
nuthority to vouch, bears no date, but is known
tv bave beeu written about the year 1770,

[t is an interesting, because authontic, ovidence
uf’ the sociul positivn of tho ¢ Parson” i s by-
gune day ; who was hat in haud to his pateon ;
wlio_thought it in no wiso derogatory to his cloth
to, dffle in tho servaut’s ball, to pay court to thy
housckeeper,aud make love tomy judy's “wowman,”
vt even to marry her, with my lady’s counten-
anco and approval. A social position admwably
deseribed by Macaulay,

As concerus the letter itself, the mingled
simnplicity and servility of the good man, its au.
thor, his gratitude for fuvours conforred, and bis
heen eye towards bonefits to come, his presenta-
uon of his family after the tushion of wodern
wendicants of n lower class, his protixity and
tautology (frightfully suggestive of the sermons
under which such of his parishioners as uuder-
stood Euglish—they were, probably, few, for he
was s Welsh parson—groaned on Sundays), theso
points, and other humorous touches of churacter
:‘lclf-iliscloscd, make the letter very curious and

roll,

Reverend and Worthy, Indulgent and Com-
passionate, Bounteous and very Valuable Sir.

The present you have sent me has laid me
under un obligation to writo rather sooner than
Intended ; and if 1 was not to scizo the very
hirst opportunity that offered to return you thanks
after tho reception of so considerablo a presont,
I should be guilty of such a piece of insensibility
and ingratitude as tho very stones (to allude to
tae dialect of Heaven) would become vocal, aud
rise up and upbraid me ; especially asa fow grate~
ful expressionsmay be so casily uttered without
any expense obtained, and the Icast that can be
rendered to any person by whom a favour is
bestowed, No oneismore ready to acknowledge
4 benefit, nqy perhaps, less able to make a reta-~
Liation, than mysclf. I have it 1n my heart to
Jo as much, and in my- power ta do as little, as
any man living ; however, as far as the efficacy
and value of thankful and affectionate expres.
swns oxtend, I am free to do the uttermost, and
if 1t was possible for a shect of paper to contain,
vn tho one hand, and if it was not altogother
unnccessary on tho other, I would give you as
many tbanks as the clothes contan threads.

I thank you, dear sir, for the handsome and
very valuable black coat,I thank you-for the
genteel blue coat, I thank you for the neat cloth
breeches, I thank you for the pieces you have
scnt 10 repair them with, I thank you for the
beaatiful wig, I thank you for payieg the cavri-
ago of the svholo ; Ishall forther add that, by
the present, you have animated and heightened
my affoctions, which your former bospitable be-
havionr had hefore enkindled. Shall I tell you
I constantly and fervently pray for you, and am
daily forming & thousand w :hes for your present
and future welfare? Dear siryl need only say
you have wor my heart by your favonrs; I bless
God for what you-have done for meyand nm
surely to conclude from this imstauce of your
bounty that you will-be a great friend to me and
my family. -Dear sir, J thank you, and-again 1
tbank you. - On-Saturday last1 received your
parcel. Immediately I.had my bair cut off, that
I might have the honour on the Sabbath to ap-
pear in your wig ; -and ;being - desirous - to wesr
the black coat buce, for your sake, went to tho
meeting in it. -My ‘Jody Was never so genteelly
arrayed since it came out of the haads of its
Croator ; the clothes fitted me woll, nnd looked
gracefully. upon me. . Dear gir, I thark you, and
again I thank you... .- - . . S

Was proud to tell Mr. . Ashworth -what s pre-
sent you had sent me; Mr...Ashworth scemed
quite pleased. Indecd, ifanybody who.lad scen
me in my pegged - amd dirty- apparel two yoars

ago, had scen me last Sabbath so deceatly cloth-
ed in your things, would have been apt to think
m) the reality of one of Ovid’s Metamorphoses,
there being so striking o differonce botweon my
pnst and my present appoarance.  Dear sir, I
thank you, aud again [ thauk you. To couclude,
dear sir, you say in your last letter, “ I bave
sent you some clothes, it you will not refuse
them.” Dear sir, what do you mean? [ am
sucprised at your expression. If you had sent
mo an old puir of shoes or stockings, should have
been obliged and very thankful for them, much
moro so for a prescut so large aud richas yours,
the value of which I so well kaow, and [am
persuaded thoy wera uever youtrs for ton pounds.
Denr sir, if at aay time you have an old garinent
to spare, hat or anythiog elso, I shall receive it
with thanks, und my family enjoy tho benetit of
it. What follows | am aghawed to write, yet
must own that your preseat would lave bcon
moro complets if you bad obliged me witha
waistcoat alopg with it, having not one praper
to wear with the coats you buve sentme, they
being so valuable, and fit me so well, it would
be a pity to break them for that, I have notbing
to add but an expression of the sincerest and
most prevailing concern for your real happiuess,
and am, dear Sir, what I shall always be proud
to call mysclf, and my wife and boys with me,
your bighly benofited and greatly obliged and
bumble Servants,
Jouy & Mary, Tuoxas & Jouny Burr.

P S.  Tho hand, spelling, and composing, am
sonsible, is wretched, timo buing sbort, matter
great, tackle bad, and obliged to write in
haste.

As I have had wy bair cut off, and at a loss
for a cap, if you have one to disposo of, either
silk or velvet, shall be very glad of it.

« THE BEST MAN WINS HER.”

CHAPTER 1.

1D away in the loveliest part of Perthshire,
nesthing among the often-sung Braes of
Balquhidder, lies Loch Voel, upon “the shores of
which Rob Roy lived and died; and where, in
tho quict lonely kirkyard rests ¢ Clan Alpin's
omen and her aid.” ‘[here are M'Gregors still
in the clachan of Balquhidder, M‘Gregors who
speak with glistening eyo and heightened col-
our of the chief, and amougst whom no tales are
so poprdar as those which treat of the wild days
when the clan with the ¢ name nameless by day”
was at once the terror and protection of the
country. Every child knows the story of the
feuds between the M‘Larens and the M‘Gregors,
and how the Stewarts of Appig, coming to help
their kinsmen, werc met by tho clansmen at the
clachan, where Rob Roy challenged any one of
the Appin to single combat, cager, by ever such
personat hazard, to avest the horrors of a battle.
They will tell you, too, how the great Duke of
Athol exhausted his time and patience trying to
catck Rob Roy; and the story of the funeral,
when Lady Glenfalloch, thinking ber brother
was slain, sprang upon the Duke, and, dragging
bim from his horse, gave him such a taste of the
tenderness of the M‘Gregors that he tack timely
warning and rutired, leaving Rob to bury hir
mother in peace and quiet.

Some ten years ago a descendant of Rob Roy’s
Helen M¢Gregor, wa3 the beauty of Balquhid-
der. Helen was a fair, blue-syed,-golden-haired
lassie, with whom life hatl beeu one long laugh,
and to whom the world scemed t0 bear neither
frowns nor clouds. Her father, Tam M‘Gregor,
was o farmer, and well-to-do for his station ; bis
sons helped -him op the hills, and Helen was a
tidy hand-in: tho house, quite ~»!a to take many
cares from her mother's shoulder.
> «Their cottage stood away from the clachan,
pear the- foot of Meal-mach. A lovely little
steading it ‘was too, with high greyrocks on ono
sideron the other ah oak and birch wood, amoug
the branches of which the soft summer breezee
when they- had Kissed the-lakeinto o ripple o
delight, would-sigh, and whispor their p'easant

' songs of brightar and warmer lands.

Tamw'g cottage had served the wants of mauy
a generation of M‘Gregors, hore a littlo and there

a littlo being added, as the ownor’s family in-
creaged or his fortunes prospered, The thatch
was matted together by a floucishing growth of
various plants, wallflowers and house-leck pro-
dominating, Roses and boney-guckle flonrished
in the narrow border, and, clustering round the
widdows, met goy und thriving geraniums,
votive offcrings from the gardener at Glonbuc-
kio, who was one of Helen's many admirers.
Helen, being fancy-free herself, was wont to
make a joke about love; aud not caring for
fairs or gatherings, escaped much of the gossip
which attaches to other givls, Yet, quictly as
tho littlo inaiden lived, she could no wmore avoid
lovers than can the violet hide away her trea-
sures from the bee, *“Lovo will vonture in whar
ho darna weet be scen,” and accordingly Helen's
lovers were neither fow nor slack in making
theic way to the furn; while, much to thogirl's
discotnfort, her mother took pride in courting
the stalwart well-to-do 1ads who would take a
place by the ingle nook, and while talking to
the farmer of the ewes, wool, and mackets,
would hopo to catch a stray glance, kinder than
usual, from Helen : who however, went on with
her spinuing as if no oyes were seekiug bers, and
there were no such thing a3 love or waoing. And
maoy a lud doubtless thought with Hobbie Elli-
ott, that ¢ whirling « bit of stick wi’a thread
trailing to it” was but poor and tircsomne
work.

Oae man came oftencr than the rest, so often
that it waa whispered about that Helon and
Duncan wero courting, nor did Duncan attempt
to deny wbat he wished in his inmost heart
was true, Ho bad loved Helen long, and bad
only waited for a furm to enter tho list openly.
Now he had a farm and decent house to take a
wife to, he thought the right time had come ; and
soon, secing ho had the goodwill of both father
and mother, ho was content to wait patiently
until some bappy day whea Helen’s heart would
wakon up and his love meet its roward. And if
Duncan was pationt, it was because, never having
Joubted his success, ho experienced a sort of gra-
tification in beating down his passion, or antici-
pating from a distance the timo when Helen
would spin by his own hearth, and pay him back
tenfold for what sho mado him suffer now.

The bonest folk in Baiquhidder called Holen
8 lucky lassie, and watched the courting with
genoral inte -*, not unmixed with envy, for
Duncanwas ~s of the handsomestand steadiest
of the young a.- more than that, and what
perhaps went even further among the girls, Dun-
can was the ohawmpion wrestler, runner, and
hammor-thrower, and twico bad ho carried off
prizes from the Braemar Gathering. Duncan's
courting had made ne further impression upon
Helen, when the Gatbering of 185—drew on.,
All the world went to Braemar that year, and
Dauncan, much to hisown surpriseand the indig-
nation of the Balquhidder people, was beaten
both in wrestling and throwing by a new-comer,
a young man who, by his superior style of dress
zud mauger of specch, was evidently from a dif-
ferent part of the country, if not indced of & dif-
ferent mank in lifo to that of the irate young
Highlander; and when standing hot and angry
after bLis last failure, ho was by no means com-
forted by sceing Helen's cheeks redden before
the glances of the victor, who cap in hand, in-
troduced himself to Tam M‘Gregor as tho son of
his old fricnd, Niel Lesley, and saying that he
bad come to the Gathering on bis way to Bal-
qubider, bis father having told him of the sheep-
farming there, and how, for auld acquaintance’
rake hemight be lucky enough to get his lesson
ia the management of flocks from Tam himseif, a
lesson he meant to put in practiceas a farmerin
Avystralia, Tam wag pleased to find his friend had
nos forgotten him, nor was he proof against the
compliment neatly offered to his farming skill,
Morcover there is never a lack of hospitality
among the Celts, and Tam made his young friend
welcome to the best his housoafforded 8o long as
ho liked to stay. . e -

Nicl was a fair-haired, blue-eyed man, tall and
light-limbed, but with the moscles and sinews
of & prize-fighter, Ho bad becn at tha High
Schoo! in Edinburgh, was well-up in modern

| topics, aud ehio to bold forthupon subjeets which



aid

rarely 1eacned the cars of the mhaltants of the
Rraex, except when the shooting ~casun brought
down the great tolk, and the great totk Lrought
ther senvants . then pobtics, parbaments and
the court were furmbarly drsenssed e every
RUTIS T

Niel was noadier, ather m work, or play, or
tave,  Evertlung he set lus hand to he bd m the
manier, we are told, that 1 sure to suceeed, So
no wonder that, falling 1 love as hedid at onee,
he roused what poor Duncan had watched aud -
wiaited for m vam . und, waking up the sleepmyg
bewrt, brought the love-hght into the sweet
hazel eyes, that softened and drooped now as
they had never doue before any man’s gase.
There was no guestion ot love speech between .
the *wo, and yet, betore the smmmer came, Helen
had tound out what a ditterent place love could
muke the wortd.  There bad never been such
hieather on the hills, or bracken and wild roses ;
on the braes, as now bloomed: the love-filter |
wasg acting, and nature took tone, as it always
does, from the heart,

# How honni¢ you're groviue Nelly, said -
Tam one day, as Helen came mamng up the
grass, her hair escaping from the sky-blue snood, .
the gay cotton short gown coming halt-way down
thestriped hindsey petticoat, which was just short :
enough to show her neatly-clad feet and shapely
ankles, coquettishly arrayed in bright stockings, -
with elaborately-embroidered clochs, *¢ What's
cotne to the lassie, wife 7 She s breakw' the hearts
v’ half the Inds in the pluee  There's Duncan,
puir lad, fient @ sunle be'lf gie now, but gonys ;
+s dour——'

+ ¢ Wheesht, futher !’ cried Heler, shutung lus
mouth with a rasy little palm. + slere’s Duncan
comin'.” :
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things rased agamst Mel's character.  Thero 1t was nearly s month since the day Niel bad
was onesmall ray of comfort left—a cotley dog | been carried home from the Crag. Night bad
she tud geven Mael had disuppeared the sume day | just come, stitl, wann, and almost like twilight,
he was missed. Je must be abive it Moss was ;| Tum was smokmg hie pipe proparatory to bis
with ham, and it be had run away, as the people , early bed-tune, the women folk were knitting,
sard, he would =carcely tahe such a contmual | and Niel, Iying upon a couch tho lnied’s gisters
sting 1o s conscience as the tathtel dog wust | had seut him, was reading * Rob Roy " aloud,

he,  No, m spite of the deadly tears that would
at tumes overwhelm ber, Holon held tast by hope,
lnding her anviety as best she could by getung
avay amongst the Wlls, and wandering ubout
where she would meet no one to ity or condole
with her,

The filth day had come., it was o busy time,
too, for they were gathering the tlocks ott the hills
previous to the shootins ~eason, and so it came
about that Helen fel) .« with o flock in a lonoly
pass in the road to Len Ledi, and eager te escape
the shepherds, she scrambled up the bas 3 and
hid herself namong the whins.

Dowa the pass cameo the sheep, Hlling the air
with their voices, stopping now and then to snatch
a mouthtul of heather, Presently, glancing away
to the hill-side, Helen caught sight of a dog
bounding down over scaur and bush; but not
until it was nearer and, diverted by the sounds
in the glen, had turned aside end takon its stand

muteh to Tam's perplexity, whointerrupted many
I umes with desuncintions against tho text. Sud.
|donly tho opened doorway was dackened, and
! Duncan stood in the entry.

“ Welcome, Ind,” cried Tam. ¢ Ye're jist in
. time to hear the havers they buik folk pit i
! prent aboot the M*Gregors. Read that again
Niel, that whar he says—-"

But Duncan interrupted hine,

* I didna <ross the door to hear lees read, |
ciin to speak aboot ales, to toll yo"~waud lus
voice grew louder and hoarser as he spoke~—* to
toll ye that ano ye liked weel is & leor, We're
(&’ flea's here,” ho said, in a different voice,
looking round.

“ Ay, ay, man. Sit doon,” said Tam, taking
his pipo out of his mouth, and turning to have
a better look at Duncan. ¢ Why, what ails ye,
man

“ Vickle ails me, Tam M‘Gregor, and I cam

upon a rock along the foot of which the sheep | on a grousome errand. I hae come to tak’ awa*
were passing, did she recognise uer old colley, ! ye're fuith in man for evermair, and to shame a
the very Moss she had given Niel. Helen's hoart . hypocrite wi’ the fair truth.”

leapt to her mouth as she leant forward to watch i
¢ Niel; Tam glanced at him too.

the dog, who, falling mto lus old trade, stood
yelping and howling over the flock, waking every
echo 1 the pass, and rousing o perfect storm of

. bleating,

Helen tried to wlustle, but her lips were shak-
ing and dry. Then she called hit by nawme. The
dug came rushing up to her, and wus soon whi-

Helen laid down her knitting and drew nearer
Niel's face was
crimson, and his cyes, all dilated and eager,
[ stared up at the great wild-looking man glower-
ing down upon him, who went on speaking.
I 4 Niel says he slippet doon the Crag.
didna slip. An enemyem——"
¢ Stop him, Helen 1" shouted Niel, trying to

He

As she spoke Duncan stalked up to the door. | niug at ier side, ticking her hands and face. As ! get up, but failing, he pushed the girl towards

11 was casy to sce thatsomething had gonceagmnst |

were thrown on with a carelessness unlike former ;
duy g, aud his cyes, restless and blvodshot, turued |
uneasily to Helen, as he made some common-
place remark to her father concermng the !
weatker.

Helen's colour deepened.  Something wn the
man’s eyes struck hke o kmte to ber heart, and
lay there ranhling, making the hot blood
~pring to her face, and the hand that had been
o her tuther's mouth clench fiercely as it to beat
back some burst of angering mdignauon, But
the flush taded the uext moment, and a shudder
shook her from head to foot, tor Niwel came in
feom the nll, and as he turned the corner of the
bedge, and Duncan’s eyes fell upon lum, Helen
saw the thick black brows drawn, passionately
together, the big veins start hike knotted cords,
and tho strong teeth set hard in the nother lip.
Bhe saw this, and even then her heart sank with
an undefined fear; but it was not unul some
dvys afterwards, when the braes were rmging
with the mysterious disappearance of Niel Lesley,
that the full significance of that look was reveal-
ed to her,

CHAFTER 1.

Mary and various were thereports direnlated,
until by the expiration of four days they all set-
tled down into onc strong yudgment aganst Niel
~—a judgment which Helew’s out-hwrst of grief
and pale stricken face unwittingly strengthened ;
and it was firmly believed that Niel, having
won her love, had grown tired of her, and, to
rid bimsefs of . 2r and kis debt of gratitude to
her father at once, had made & moonhght thitung.
Puncan openly took little part in all that was
said, -~ much 3o that those busy people who are
alwag., in all ranks. looking after their neigh-
bours’ affairs began to hold tum up as an exampie
of unselfish gencrosity, There was one, however, |
10 whora Ins silence had a dufferent signification, |
sud that was Helen, who, from the day thoalarm |
was given, had remembered that afternoon when |
she saw, as plainly as is written m black and

soun as she could see anytbing clearly through

hidden amongst the thick wool.  llelen recogat-
sed the ribbon. it had once been hers; and she
kuew no hand but Niel’s could have tied it there,
ind——-But suddenly sho ceased thinking. She
had unfastencd the string, and found a hittle bit
of white calico, and read on it, written In bloed,
the words ¢ Help ! Riever's Crug)

Helen cannot tell to this how she got home:
but 1o hittle more than balf an hour the clachan

was deserted, and men and womea were all on !

their way to the Rewver’'s Crag, a barren rock
among the mountsns, from which it was sanl a
Cumberland reiver bud been flung in the old
days. The miles of moss and mwrland were soon
crossed, and by >vening Niel Lesley wasrescued
trom a living death, and safe, but not sound, at
Taw M‘Gregor's. Sound, poor lad ! they whisper-
ed, he never would be again.

# He had slipped over the Crag, and in going
down had caught at a whin-bush, which checked
the impetus of his descent, and instead of going
to the bottom of' the cleft, he had fallen ona
ledge.  Hero Moss had followed, but it was the
fourth day before hie could get the faithful dog to
leave him. and bear home tidings that might save
him.

Such was the account Niel gave, and such
was the story that met Duncan as he cane home
goux Callander, winther hie had gone carly in the

ay.

Time passed on, and the shooting season
brought muny a visitor to Taws cottage, for
Niel's story was the romance of tho year. He
was still unable to walk, but his health was all
nght, and the doctors said he might get strong
agam in ume. Niel never complained, nor could
he, with such a nurse as lielen fluttering round
bnm, propping him up with fragrant pillows
stuffed with fresh-gathered heather and bracken,
gathercd too, by the little hands that were so
strong and ready with their Iabour of love, It was
only w iien pamn kept hun restless at night that the
thought of heing a cripple for lifo crushed him,
and brought out all the training given by a good

thie grain: the expression of lus tace, the tono of | the tears that weroe blinking her: sho saw that a |

his voice, this very guitwere changed | s clothes | Llue ribbon was tied round Moss's neck, nearly |

white, the hatred unto deats stamped n Dun- | mother, and thostanoh religious feoling inherent
can's face. iShe alone, watchiug us none otber | 1n almost every Scoitish heart, the spirit that
could, beard thempaucnt manoer ot speech and § gave the world what Alexander Peden called
saw the strange look that had come upon the ** the praying folk,” who carried their religion
man's face ; and a hornible susp:cion and dread | triumphantly through those terrible days when
filled her mind, harder to bear wan all the cruol | a bloody scaffold was thought 2 good shelter,

Duncan. * Stop him, for God’s sake! Thelad's
mad. Ho doeen’t know what he's saying, Don't
listen to bim, Tem. He's a fine fellow, and you
all hear mo say it. Duncan, man, shake bands
with me, aud do go quictly nway, and lot well
alone.”

Duncan’s answer was to drop down upon lus
kuees by Niel's side, and, covering i3 face with
his hands, sob aloud.

 Na, ug, Nicl, 1 cauna let aidne. . maun
Ptell them.  Let me bLide, lad; its tha firgat
l place. Ard whan 1 hae your fomgiveness 1l

gang on my knces to the Almighty; but L can-
na ask Him tiil I bao confessed my sin.”

“Well, let e tell jt, Duncan,” said Niel,
gently laying his hand upon the kueeling man's
shoulder,

“No! cried the other, sternly; “I’ll no get
the warst. Tam aud Holen, I am a murderer, or
as bad, for I had the thocht in my heart to take
his life. Niel cut me oot wi’ yon, Nelly, Mad
wi’ jealousy, I said we'd gang to the Reivers
Crag and fight, and the best man shall win ye.
Niel wad hardly gang till T telt him I'd ca’ him
through the country-side for a coward, and then
he went. But whan [ got to the top o' the Orag
the dicl got possession o' me, and catchin’ him
unawzre 1 hurled him ower, thinking deed men
tell nae tales. I never thocht o the colley.
Whan 1 heerd tell he was fund, I was like to
gangmad. Every fut I thocht was a pollis;
but whan the days passed, and Nfel never tauld,
it was war than o', The hot burniv’ coals were
heaped on my heed, burnin' and smotherin’ ¥’ the
brain, till this gloaming the thocht cam to mak
a clean breest, and then gang awa’ whar I'd
nevor see o kenaed face till tho day o® judgment.
Oh! Niel man, ye 1en what loving her is; but
evei you cannatell what my heart was, £nd how
neither bluid nor aamnation were ony worth if
I could only ha' won her here. Yo canny for-
gie me, Nelly lass, for I haemade him o cripple,
but just say, ¢ Duncan, I'll ask the Liord to for-
give ye,” and I'll gang awa’ content.”

Tam wag tho last to hold out his hand of for-
givoness; but he, too, did soat last, and then
Duncan went away.

Uon tho top of the bank ho turned, and, cap
in hand, stood looking at tho cottage. «Pur
lnd! he's prayin, 'mayhs)” thogght Mrs.
MtGrogor, wwho had followed her o}d favourite
to the door, )

Two years afterwards, and a few weeks anvr




1867.)

\ie! and Helen wore mariied, a lotter cano to

tho former—n letter written by & comrade of

Duncan's, and then they knew for the ficst time
ihat ho bad enlisted, and, going to India with
wne of the gallant vegiments afterwards mick-
nanted *¢ Sir Collin's petticoats,” the poor broben-
hearted lad hud found the death he coveted be-
tore the walls of Tucknow, and was lying mor-
1ally wounded in the hospital, where hedictated
lus fiest and last letter to Niel, bidding bim good-
bye, aud telling him to tet the Balquhidder fulk
kuow the true story of the Riever's Crag.
I. D. Fsyrox.

TOO TIMID.

You look inte my face a3 if
You had anger in your heart:
Pray speak, and toll e i § havo
In wuking it~ part,

You say you loved me.  Ay! mdeed?
You loved mo as you loved your hiv;
And only walited time to ask
That 1 might be your wife,

Y ou waitod time, sir!  Know that bune
Furns liguid heat to frozen cold;

Withers fair lowers and rots ripo ftut,
And cianges young to old.

How sliould T know your love, forsooth?
Your hand was atways loose and eluil,

1t nevor closed aud sent through wine
A swift electric thrill,

HHow should I know your luve torsvoth?
You nover struck oue fervid blow
Upon tho red door of my heart;
Your knocking was too low.

How should I know your love, forzeoth?
You stood too fur, and never came

To lot the love-tire of your eyes
Set my thoughts all a-tlame.

) ou »tayed too long, another spoko
And showed his love, a costly thiug,

I1e¢ lookew . , divedat. Nowl wear
Upow this haud tho ring.

1t you had spokon as he spoke

I might bave answered to your clann,
But now too late. .And not to we

But you belougs tho blame.

Learn witdom, sir. A wonan sces
All that 8 mnan myy dare to show,
You shiowed mo nothing, Now, good-bLye,
1 leave you here, and go.
AN

REVIEWS.

Sowina tig Wixn. A Novel, by E. Lyun Lin-
ton, author of ¥ Lizzie Lorton, of Greyrigg,”
&c. Now York : Huarper and Brothers; Mon-
treal: Dawson Bros,

The volumes of whicl the above is an Aweri-
cau roprint, have desorvedly had a consulerable
rua in England. Mrs. Linton is without doubt
one of the cleverest lady writers of fiction, and
we know of no novel published this season
which contains more carcfully drawn chiaracters,
a move skilfully constructed plot, or better con.
position generally. There is a striking orginality
displayed throughout the whole tale. Stock
incidents are carefully eschewed, the conversa-
tions detailed are neither too witty nor too dull
for the dramalis personce, who act like real men
and women on the stage of life, and not like
the mere wire-drawn puppets of tho convention-
al novelist. The character of the horoine is so
far clevated above that of her busband, that no
hand bat that of & woman would have drawn
two such portmits, of which the male contrasts
so unfayourably with the female. The story
etails the married life of & woman, apparently
happily bat really nohappily mated, whose
depth of character is only brought ta light by a
series of events all natural and simple enough
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"in themselves, but which are fruught with the
most important conseyuences, Originally casily
directed, on account of the lovinguess of her dis-
position, she was in danger of becoming a mere
slive to the caprices of her husband, with whom
she had lived tor many years survounded by evi v
lunary, but in utter isolation from the world,
when o casual visit paid t¢ her by a poor re-
lation <hanges the whole c.arent of her ewist-
ence. To uvoid her poor =cla ong, her husband,
who is a morbidly sensitive and jealously vxaet-
ing character, hurries her olt’ to the country
where the main incidents occur which make up
the whole interest of the story. Here they arc
thrown into coustant contact with Marcy Tre-
mouille, n wealthy creole, who is the wickea
heroine of the novel; with linrvey Wyndham,
" the flashy 2aprincipled Bohemian, who ¢ventual-
ly 15 the cause of considerable trouble among
wany of the characters; and with Gilbert
Holmes, the * leonine ™ aad # granitic” hero,
whom fsola Aylott welcomed as n brother dwing
the troubles of her marricd life, and finally nc-
cepts as her husband, after the unhappy St.
John has died ina lunatic asyinm. The threads
of the plot are complicated rather than entang-
led, and it would be wrong to spoii the reader’s
pleasure by anticipating ay of the story. The
chiaracter of Jane Qsborne, the heroine’s poor
cousin, though undoubtedly much exaggerated,
i3 extremely interesting. Rough, untidy, bearish
even at times, but at any mte always honest,
teuthiful, and desivous of doing her duty, she is
surely treated rather cruelly by the author, when
she is fett at the end of the book still plodding
wearily on #s a writer for the daily press, doing
'a man’s work for woman's wages, and almost
treated as aman by all about the oftice, while
sho has a true woman's heart in reality, which
under the intluence of love might have subdued
hier whole nature to something more teminine,
and less repulsive.

The wily creole, as sleck and as treacherous
. us » panthber, is sketched with a skiltul pen, Her
' hatred and jealousy of Isola only hasten on the
| denoucment which bestows final happiness on
the latter, and we can desire Miss Tremouille no
more luckless fate than to be wedded to the
schemer who secures her fortune. How Jane
Osborn, gencrally gifted with the keenest in-
sight into peoples’ characters, could have been
almost bhndly mfatuated with the superficial
Wyndbam, can ouly be accounted for on the
priuciple that love is blind,

There are incidents essentially comic even in
the most serious parts of the book, which shew
how well the observant writer knows of what
a tangled web life is composed. We would
especially iustance the scene where Jane Qs-
born brings St. Jon Aylott the baby, when he
i3 surrounded by his new fric -ds in the country;
and also the scene in which old Aaron Wilson,
the gardener, claims the same aristocratic gentle-
man as his grandson, and offers to lend him his
slender store of savings. It is not very casy to
see how the titie of the novel i3 strictly appli-
cable to the tale, but when we have little tofind
fault with but the title, it assuredly speaks well
for the work.

M13z RAVENEL'S CoNVERSION FROM SECESSION TO
Lovarry. A Novel by J. W. De Forest.
New York : Harper and Brothers, Montreal :
Dawson Bros.

No two buoks can possibly be more unlike
than the English story of which we have just
written, and t*» Amcrican novel of which we
are about to write. There is only one acciden-
tal point of resemblance. In both books there
is a creole hieroine, corrnpt, seductive, unscrupu-
lous aud cat like. But the delicacy and refine-
ment both of thought and language which
claracterize the work of the English author aro
here lacking., There is evidence of a certain
power in the book which would warranta belief
that tL.. writer could preduce » less hasty and
more worthy monument of his literary skill . but
i be were to be judged simply by this novel, his
name would nat raok high, evea among the
third rate writers of scugational tales. It is cer-
tainly not a book for the perusal of any hat the
strongest-minded fumules, and even weak-mind-

245

ed gentlomon will bo sure o speak ill of it. Tho
plot is scarcoly worthy of tho namo of plot.

Miss Ravenel, a blue-oyed and graceful blonde,
of cighleen, is a South Carolinian, Hor fither
has been for twenty years a Professor in tho
Medical College of Now Orleans. When the war
broke out between the North and Suth, he
came nortbward with his daughter, considering
the insurrection of the South to be * a stupid,
barbarous Ashantee rebellion.”  His feelings are
not shaved in by his dawglter, Lillie, who s
traitor to tho Republic, and an enthusiatic advo-
ciate of secession. Ou their coming to the city
of New Boston (as tho author is pleased to call
it) they becamo acquainted with two gentlemen
whe play the principal parts in the drama of the
story. Une is named Edward Colbourne, n
young law-studont with whose futher Dr. Raven-
el had proviously been acquainted ; the other isa
Lieatenant-Colonel Cartor, & brond-shouldered,
brown-oyod, and brow 1-moustached man of the
world, & vweur of shoat thirty-fve. With the
lntter Lillie, greatiy to her discredit, falls gra.
dually i '5,(. It must bo remembered, as tho
writer is careful to tell us, that ¢ she knew littlo
or nothing about the Colonel's various naughty
ways. Imher preseuce he never swore, nor got
the worse for liquor, nor alluded to scenes of
dissipation, At church he decorously put down
his head while one could count twenty, and made
the responses with a politeness meant to be com-
plimentary to the parlies addressed.” The seader
hus now o specimen of the style of the book,
Another may be found at the bottom of p. 104
which is worded in o still more objectionablo
manner, and which we thereforo refrain from
quoting. Finally, the unfortunate Lillic persuand-
ed her futher to allow hor to accept the debauched
Colonel, and blinded by love she warricd
him. He performs prodigies of valor in the fiold,
and her worship of her hero of course increased,
\While they are all agair staying at New Orleans
we are introduced to Lillic's aunt, o Mrs, Larue
(the widow of the late Mrs. Ravenel's brother)
a French creolo of about thirty, who still preserves
tho witchery of her charms. It is with ¢his
womuan who had done her utmost to further
Lillie's marciage with the Colouel, when she
found thatshe had no chance with him hersel,
that the fast man of the world is guilty of a dis-
graceful intrigue. This is at length discovered
by Dr. Ravenel, who accidentally gets possessior
of one of Mrs. Larue's letters to the Golone), fix .
ing the day and hour for & clandestine meetin',.
Being very much distressed athis discovery, Dr
Ravenell retires to his bed-room seriously ind s-
posed. His daughter goes to find him, and ner
cye falls upon the fatal letter. She reads it and
falls senseless on the floor. On her rzcovery
from a_gevere illness, she i3 taken North by ber
father, who in the meantime communicates his
intentions to the Colonel, requesting bim never
to force himself again into his wife's presence.
Cauter soon after died in the hour of victory, the
same hard worldly man that he had ever been.
in the end Colbourne having turned soldier, and
also distinguished himsclf greatly, is united to
Lillic whom he has never ceased to love and
pity ; and the repentant woman, now a convert
from secession, enjoys all happiness with the
one whom she so foolishly rejected in the first
ingtance for a fire-eating and besotted Hercules.
Some of tho war scenes are no doubt described
with considerable vigor; and as the South is
spoken of in terms of the foulest abuse, the book
will of course command the admiration of a
numerous class of readers: but thoe tone of its
morality i3 so low, and its style altogether so
fast that we can hardly recommend it for gener-
al perusul. Thebook is, we nced not say, neat-
ly printed and prettily bound: but the proof
reader has not done his duty very faithfully, We
meet with argumentem ad hominem tiwice, and
are startled at p. 350 by tho author's speaking of
« the virt clari et venerabili, who gathered at Bos-
ton to cclebrate the obsequies of John Quincy
Adawms.”

The Leeds Corporation havo adopted a steam
stone-breaking machine, which performs its work
very well, and reduces the cost from 154, per
ton to 3d. or 4d. The machine breaks 100 tons
of limestone per day.
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LITERARY GOSSIP.

The friends of tho late Mr. C.IL. Bennety,
the comie arusy, who lor some time past had
been one of the iltustrators of Punch, have put
torth an appeat on behalt of his family.

Mr Dickens, it is expected, will soopn perisit
te United Stutes, and give u series of readings
trom his own works in the chief cities.

Ve Carlyle s retuened to Euglaud oo
Mentone, but Lis health Las not bocn buncuited
by his stay in the suith of Diaace.

By cummand of the Lmperor ot the Feench,
certain ofticers of the Impenal Navy atud of the
Hydrographic Service stre o be seat to different
parts of the globe tur the purpose ot determm-
g, by astrononucal observation, a number of
fundatnental mertdians, liom whielr the  geos
soaplucal pustln of utlicd places may be ageer- §
taied aud venfied.

Lord Romully, Master of the Rolls, has written
to the Luncs to say that the Euglish State Pa-
pers recently discovered 1 the ofd city library
of Philadelplna have been received in London,
very much to the satstaction of her Majesty's
Government. Lord Romaly deseribes These pae
pers as of very great tustorieal interest and po-
litical consequence.  Nothing conld have been
more courteons than the action of onr Awmericau
cousins m ths matter: aud we hnve uo doubt
that Lord Romlly’s Ietter will be to thew ' a
very pleasant ackuowledgment.

The Publishers’ Circulur, in summarizing the
report on the English publishing trade <outsi-
buted by Mr. W. I Brookficld to the cataloguce
of the British section of the Paris Exlibition,
says —¢ The exhitition of Liohs coanprises the
publieations in Great Britain for the year 180y,
and there appears little reasun 1o doubt that it
is practically complete.  Sowe iuteresting cous
siderations arise out of the mere nuwmber and
prices of the volumes It appears that any
curious person who desired to pusses a single
copy of every work ixsued from the British press
—cxclusive of periodicals—would have to ea-
pend about £1.500 peranmun  The number of
volutnes which he would have obtained last
vear for this sumn would bave been 4,752, that
Lring the number displryed.  The publishers
contributing these works are 184 in number, of
whom 141 are metropolitan, and 43 provincial.
Of the metropolitan, Dabliy furnishics 2, Elin-
burgh G, and London 133, Nothing can show
more clearly than this, the tendency of the great
metropolis 10 ahsorb all the publisting activity
of the United Kingdom. Edinburgh, Dublin,
and Glasgow still have their great publishing
houses : buteven Edinburgh which bas struggied
mapfully for its individuality in this respect,
now has its establishments in Paternoster-row,
and i3 consequently becowing more Cuckney
than Scottish. The volutnes contrituted frum
the provinces amount W 333, those from Dublin,
10 129~ from Edisburgh, to 279 and frou. Lon-
don 4,009  But, doubtless; many of the works
which are assigned to Dublin and Edinburgh are
veally produced in Lendan, and God their chief
sale there. Mr Brookfield caleulates thayy if
we strike out mechanical arts, commerce, dircc-
tories, agriculture and all that claim: byt slen-
der connection with literature proper, unt more
than half of the 3 572 valumes will remain to, be
classed with history, biogmphy, travels, prose,
fiction, poetry, a small porpoition of religivus
writing, and a few other kinds to which we
usually aseribe the name of literature [t s
estimated that of the tntal pumber of works ox-
hibited, 2,330 represent new publications, the
remainder being reprints.  Mr Brookficld gives
snme curious facts as to reprints of great stand-
ard English authors during the year  Ofthese
it appenrs there were two cditions of Chaucer,
tifteen of Shakespeare’s plavs and six of bis
smaller poems, two of Dryden, two of Butler,
cight of Milton, five of Yops, four of Thomson,
seven of Goldemith, three of Gray, thirteen of
Gorper, cight of Wondsworth, the same numbxr
of Moore, three of Shelley, and eleven of Byron.
Such information is, of course, neoessarily incom-
plete, beganse it affords no inde ¢ of the numbers
of copies so'd.

BIRDS OF PREY.

BY THF AUTIOR OF ¥ LADY AUDLEY'S SECRRT,” &c.
Continued from puage 215,
Baok the LFilth.
TIE HEIRESS OF THE HAYGARLIUS.
CHAPTER L—DISAPIOINTMENT,

O a1} places upon this carth, pechaps, there is
stone wore obaoxious tu the civilised juind than
Loundon in Octuber, and yet to Valeutine
Hawhehurst, newly arvrived from Ullerton per
North-Wesetrn Railway, that city seensed a3 an
enchauted and paradisaical region.  Were not
the westera suburbs of that  murky meteo-
polis inhabited by Charlotte Halliday, and might
Lie not hope to see hier.

I did hope for that enj yment.  He had felt
sunething  wore than hope  while speeding
Londonwards by that delightful cumbination of
a liberal railway management, a fust and yet
chieap train He bad beguiled himself with a
delicious certaintly,  Early the next wmorning—
orat auy rate as carly as civiliation permitted—
he would hie him to Bayswater, aud present
himself at the neat iron gate of Philip Skeldon's
gothic villa  She would be there, in the garden
most likely, his divinc Charlotte, so bright and
radiant 1 creature that the dull October morn-
ing would be made glorious by her presence—
she would be there, and she would welcome him
with that smile which wade her the most enchaat-
ing of womeu,

Sucl thoughts as these had engaged im
durinyg his homeward journey , and compared
with the dehght of such visions, the perasal of
daily papers and the consumption of sandswiches,
whereby other passengers beguiled their transit
scemed a puer amusement.  Buat, arrived in
the dingy streets, and walking towards Chelsea
under st drizzling rain, the bright picture began
to grow dim.  Was it uot more than likely that
Clhiarlutte would be absent from London at this
dizmal season? Was it not very probable that
Phbilip  Sheldon  would give himm the cold
shoulder ?

With these gloumny contingencics before bim
Mr Hawkehburst tricd to shut Miss Halliday's
image altogether out of his mind, and to con-
template  the wore practical aspect of his
affairs.

#1 wunder whether that scoundrel Paget has
come back to Loudon ?” he thought. * What
aw I to say 1o bim if he bas? If [ owntohaving
seen him in Ullerton I shall lay myself open to
buing questivned by him as to my own business
in that lucality.  Perhaps my wisest plan would
be to say nothing, and hear his own account of
himself I fully believe he saw me ou the plat-
form that night when we passed each other
without speaking.”

Horativ Paget was at huine when his protége
arrived e was scated by bis fireside in all
the domestic respectalnlity of a dressinggown
aud slippers, with an cvening paper on his kace,
a slim smokeo colvured bottle at kis elboaw, and
the mildest of cigars betwecn his lips, when the
traveller, weary and weather-stained, entered
the ludging-house drawing-room.

Captain Paget reccived hus fiiend very gra-
civusly, vnly muninuning some faint deprecation
of the young mau's reching overcoat, with jast
such a look of gentlemanly alarmas the lamented
Brummel may have felt when ushered into the
presence of & ¢ damp stranger.”

“1nd so you've come back at last, ® said the
Captain, ¢ from Dotking?"” He made a litie
pause here, and lovked at his fricad with o ma-
licious sparkle in Ins ¢yes.  * And how was the
old aunt 2 Likely to cut up for any considerable
amount, ch ? It could only be with a view to
that cutting-up process that you could conseat
to isolate yoursclf in such a place as Dorking.
How did yon find things?®

4 (), I don't know, I'm sure,” Mr. Bawkchurst
answered rather impatieatly, for hus worst sus-
picions were confirmed by his patron's menaer,
“ 1 only know I found it tircsome work
cnough.”

©® Ab, to be sure! clderly peoplo always are
tiresome, especislly whom they are unacquainted

with tho world. Therc is a perennial youtl
about men and women of the world. The scati.
wental twaddle people tatk of tho freshiness and
purity of a mind unsullied by communion with
the world is the shallowest nonsense,  Your
Madame du Deffand at cighty and your Horace
Waipole ut gixty are as lively us a girl aud boy,
Your octogenarinn Voltaire is the most agreeable
creature in existence. But tuke Cymon and
Daphae frow their flocks and herds and pastoru
valleys in their old age, and sco what sentie
bores and quavering imbeciles you would find
them.  Yes, [ have no doubt you found youc
Dorking aunt a nuisance, Tuke off your wer
overcont and put it out of the room, and then
ring forsomehot water.  You'll find that cogua
very fine.  Won't you have a cigac 27

The Captain extended bis russis-leather case
with the blandest smile, It was a very bandsume
case. Captain Paget was & man who could
descend into suine uuknowa depths of the sucial
ocean in the last stage of shabbiness, and who,
while bis acquaintance were cupgratalating
themselves upon the fact of his permaucnt
disappearance, would start up suddenly in au
uncxpected place, provided with every necessity
and luxury of civilised life, feom a wardrobe by
Poole to the last fasbionable absurdity i the
shape of » cigar-case.

Never had Valentine Hawkehurst found Ius
patron more agreeably disposed than ho seemed
to be this evening, and never had he felt wure
inclined to suspect biw.

¢ Aond what have you been doing while I bave
been away % the young man asked preseatly.
“ Any more promoting work ?”?

“ Well, yes, a little bit of provincial bustaess.
a life-and-ficc on a novel priuciple , a really
good thing, if we can only find men with per-
ception cnough to see its merits, and pluck
cnough to hazard their capital.  But promoting
in tue provinces i3 very dull work. I've becu
to two or three towns in the nidland districts—
Beauport, Mudborough, sod Ullerton—and have
found the same stagoation cverywhere.”

Nothiog could be more perfect than the sem-
blance of unconscious innocenco with which the
Captain gave this stcount of himself: whether
he was playing arart, or whetherhe wastelling
the cntire tiuil, was a question which even
a cleverer man than Valentine Hawkehurst
wmight have found himself unable to apswer

The two men sat till late, smoking and
talking, but to-night Valcatine found the
conversation of bis ¢ guide, pbilosopher, aud
fricnd " strangely distasteful to him. That
cynicel manner of looking at life, which not
long ago had scemed to him the only manuer
compatible with wisdom and experience, now
grated harshly upon those finer senses which had
been awakened in the quict contemplative exist-
cace he bad of late been leading. He had been
wont to cnjoy Captain Pagel's savage bitterness
against a world which had not provided bim
with a bouse in Carllon-gardens, and a seat ta
the Calinet, but to-night he was revolted by
the noble Horatio’'s tonc and manocr. Thosc
malicious sncers ngainst respectable people and
respectable prejudices, with which the Captain
interlarded all his talk, scemed to bhave a
ghastly grimness in their mirth, It was like the
121k of some devil who had once beenan angel,
and had lost all hope of ever being restored to his
angolic status.

* To believe in nothing, to respectadtbing, to
hope for nothing, to fear nothing, to consider
life as so many years in which te schemo and hie
for the sake of good dinners and well-made
coats~—surcly thero can bo no state of misery
more complete, no degradation more conscm-
cuate,” thought the young man, as bo sat by tho
ficeside smoking and listening dreamily to tus
companion, * Better to be Mss. Rebeces Hay-
gartb,narrow-mindad and cgotistical, butalways
looking beyond her narrow lifo to some dir 1y-
comprehended futare.”

He was glad to cscapoe at last from the Cap-
tain's society, and to rctire to bis own small
chamber, where he sicpt soandly edough after
the day’s fatigues, and droamod of the Haygarths
aad Charlotte Hslliday.

He was up oarly the next moraing; but, on
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descending to the sitting-room, he found his
utron toasting his T%mes before a cheerful fire
winle s gold hunting-watch stood opeu on tho
breakfust-table, and a couple of new-lad vgys
mide & pleasant wabbling noise in 2 swall
saucepan upon the hob.

« Yuu don't care for eggs, 1 know, Val, " sud
the Captain, as he took the saucepan from the
fob

He had heard the young man object tu an egg
of French extraction tou long severed feom ats
mative land ; but he kuow very well thut for
rural delicacies from a rehabie daeyman, at
wopence apicce, Me. Hawkeburst had no partic-
ular antipathy.. Even in so small 2 matier as a
new-laid egg the Captain kuew how to prutect
s own interest.

s ‘Fhere’s some of that Ituliu sausage you're su

fud of, dear boy,” he said politely, potnting to wy

iieel of some gmy{sh horny-looking compouad.
“Thauks; [ll pour out the coffve; theres a
Leack in these things; half the clearness of
coffce depends on the way 1 which 1ts poured
out, you 3ee.”

And with this assurance Captiin Paget Giled
ns own iarge breakfast cup with a carcful hand
and 2 tecuder solemuity of countenance. If ho
was atrifle less considerate in the pouring outof
the secoud cup, and if sume ¢ grounds” wnngled
with the sccond portion, Valenuue Hawhcehurst
was unconscious of the fact.

« Do try that Itahian sausage,’ sutd the Cap-
tain, as he discussed his second egyg, after pechng
ihe most attractive crusts from the Freach rolls,
and pushing the crumb to s protégé.

«No, thank you: it looks rather like what
vour shop-people call an old housckeeper; besides
there’s a little too much garlic i those compost-
tions for wny taste,”

« Your taste has grown fustidious, ” saud the
Captain ;* oue would think you wers going to
call upon some ladics this morning.”

« There are not many ladics ou my viswng-
list. O, by the way, how's Diana? Have you
seen her lately 27

« No,” answered the Captain promptly, 1
ouly returned from my provincial tour a day or
wo ago, and have bad no time to wastedancing
attendance upon her, She's well enough, I've
no doubt; and she's uncommonly well off 2
Sheldon's house, and ought to tinnk herself so.”

Haring skimmed his newspaper, Captain Pa-
grt rose and invested bimself w2 s overcoat.
fle put on his hat before tho glass over the
wantelpicce, adjusting the brim above his brows.
with the thonghtful care that disttngwshed his
performance of all those small duties which ho
owed to himself.

« And what may you be going to do tith
vourself to-day, Val ?” heasked of the young man,
who sat nursing his own konce and stating ab-
seatly at the fice.

« Well, Idon’tquite know,” Mr. Hawkehurst
answered bypocritically ; « I think I may go
as far as Gray's-ino, and look 1n upon George
Sheldon.”

¢ You'll dine out of doors, 1 suppose 2*

This was a polits way of telling Mr. Hawke-
hurst that there would be no dinaer for him at
home.

« [ supposo I shall. Youknow I'm not punc-
tilious on the subject of dinner.  Anything you
please—{rom & banquet at the London Tavern
to & ham-sandwich and a glass of ale at four-
peace? X

<t Ab, to be sure ; youth isrcckless of its gas-
tric juices. I shall find youathome when I como
in to-night, I daresay. I thinklmay dincinth
city. du plaisir.- -

« T don"t know about the pleasnre,” muttercd
Mr. Hawkeharst, * You're a very delightful
person, wy {ricnd Horatio: but thero comes a
crisis in a wano’s existence whean hebegins to feel
that he has had cnongh of you. FPoor Dianal
whata fatheri®

Ho did not wasto much timo on further consi-
deration of his patron, but sct off at onccon lus
way to Gray's-ina. It was too carly to call at
the Lawn, or he would fain have gono there be-
fore scekiog Georgo Sheldon’s dingy offices.
Nor conld he very well prescat himself at the
gothic villa without some cxcnre forso doing., Ho

went to Gray’s-inu therofore; but op his way
thitber called at o tavern near the Straud, which
was the head.quarters of o literary assuciation
Known as the Ragamuffins.  ffere he was fortu.
mite caough to meet with an acquitintance in
the person of o Ragamuflin in the dramatic-nu-
thu live, who was reading the morning's criti-
cismsona rival’s picce produced the night before,
with & keen cujoyment of every condemuntory
sentence.  From this gentleman, Mr. Hawke-
burst obinined a bus-tichet for a” West-end
theatre, and, acwd will this myatic dveument,
he felt himself able  prescat o bold counten-
ance at Me, Sheldon'’s door,

# Will she be,glad to see me uguin 2" he psh-
cd himself, ¢ Psbaw! I daresay she has for-
gotten me by this time. A furtnight is an age
with sume women , and 1 shvuld faucy Charlotte
Halliday juat une of thuse Laight Improssivaable
brings who forget casily. [ wondes whother
shie is really ke that « Molly  whose miniature
was fuuud by Mes. Haygacth in the tulip-leaf
cocrituire, or was the resenblance between those

two faces vnly a silly fancy of mine?’

Mr. Hawkeburst walhed the whole distance
from Clielsen tv Gea, 'o-inn, and it was midday
when be presented bimself befure Geocge Stel-
don, whu he found seated at his desk with the
clephantiue pedigree of the Haygacths open be.
fure him, aud profoundly absurbed in the con-
tent3 of & note-book, He lovked up from this
note-bovk as Valeutiue cntered, Lut did nut leave
off ciewiny the cud of his pencil as he mumbled
a welcome to the returning wanderer, It has
baen seen that ueither of the Shldea boutburs
were demonsteative mei.

After that unceremonivus grectiog, thelawyer
continued his persual of the uvte-buuk fur svue
migutes, while Valentine seated himself in a
clumsy leather-covered arme.chaic by the fice-
place.

“ \Well, young gentleman,” Mr. Sheldon ex-
claitned, a&s be clused hisbuok watha triumphant
snap, « I thiok you're in fur & good thing, and
you may thank your lucky stars for having
thrown you iuto iny path.”

8 My stars are not remarkable for their tucki-

ness in a general way,” answered Mr. Hawke-
hurst coolly, for the man bad not yet been born
from whom he would accept patronage. 1
supposo if I'm in for a good thiug, you're in for
A better thing, my deac George; so you needn't
come the benefactor quite so strong for my cdifi-
cation. How did you fercet out the certificate
of gray-eyed Molly's espousals 7"

George Sheldon contemplated his coxdjator
with an adairing stare.

« It has been my privilege to enjoy the society
of cool bands, Mc. Hawkchurst, and certainly
you are about the coolest of the lot—bar one, as
they say 1a the ting, Butthat isai cinild. 1
have found the certificate of Matthew Haygartl's
marriage, and to oy mind the Haygarth succes-
sion is as good as ours.”

¢ Ab, those birdsin the bush have suchsplen-
did plumage! but I'd rather have the modest
sparrow ia my hand. . Howerer, I'm very glad
our affiurs are marching. How did you discover
the marriage-lines 7

“ Not without hard Iabour, I can tell you. Of
cousse my wdea of a secret macrisge was at the
best only a plausible hypothesis, and I hardly
darcd to hug mysclf with the hope that it might
turn up trumps. Ay idea was based upon two
or thres facts, namely, the character of the young
wap, bis loog residence in Londoa away from
the ken of respeciable relatives and friends, and
the extraordinary stato of the marriage-laws at
the period in which our man lived.”

« Ah, to be sure!. That was a strong voint”

«J shonld rather think it was. I took the
tronble to.took up the history of Mayfai. mar-

riages and Floct marriages before you siarted for
Cllerton, and I examined all the evidence I
could get on that subject. I made myself fami-
liaz with the Rev. .ilexander Ecith of Mayfair,
who helped to bring clandestine marriages into
voguo amongst tho swells, and with Dr. Gayn.
bam—agreeably nickpamed Lishop of Hell—and
more of the same calibze; and the result of my
investigatiors convinced me. that in those days
8 hare-praincd young rzprobate must bave foand

it rather more dificult to avoid matrimony than
toachieveit. Ho wight be married when ho was
tipsy , ho mightbe married when hie was comatuse
from the effects of a stand-up fight with Mohatvks,
hiz name might be assamed by some sportive
pencdict of his acquaintnnco given to pructical
Jjoking, and he might find himself saddled with
o wife lie never saw; or if, on the other hand,
of an artful and deceptive turn, he might procure
a certificate of a marringe that had never taken
place,—for there were very few friendly offices
which the Fleet parsons refused to petform for
their clicuts—for a consideration,”

“ But how about tho logality of a Fleet mar-
riage 7"

“There's tho rub.  Before the New Marriage
Act passed in 1753 a Fleot marringe was indis-
soluble. It was an illegal act, azd the parties
were punishable, but the Gordian kuut was quite
as secure #s if' it had beea tied in the 1wost ortho-
dux manner, The great difficulty to my mind
was tho onus prebandi, The marriage might
have tahen place, the marriage might be to ull
intents aud purposes a good wiarciage ; but how
produce undeniable proof of such a ceremony
when all ceremonies of the kind were pecformed
with a manifest recklessness and disregard of
law? Even if I found an apparently good cer-
tificate, how was I to prove that it was not onc
of those lying certificates of marriages that had
never taken place?  Again, what kind of regis-
ters could posterity expect from these pazson-
adventurers, very few of whom could spell, and
most of whom lived in» chronicstate of drunken-
ness?  They married people sometimes by their
Cliristian nawmes alone—very often uader as-
sumed names. What consideration had they for
herrs-at-law in the future, when under the sooth-
ing influence of a gin-bottle in the present? I
thought of all these circumstances, and 1 was
half-inclined to despair of realising my idea of
an cacly marriage. 1 took it for granted that
such a sceret business would be more likely to
have taken place in the precincts of the Flect
than anywhere clse; and bhaving no pacticular
clue, I sct to work, in the first place, to examine
all available documeuts relating to such mar-
riages.”

It mast bave been slow werk.,”

¢ It was slow work,” answered Mr. Sheldon
with a suppressed groan, that was evoked by the
memory of a bygone .martyrdom. I ncedn’t
enter into all the details of the business,~the
people I had to apply to for permission to sce
this set of papers, and tho signing and counter-
signing I had to go through before I could sce
that sct of papers, aud the extent of circumlocn.
tion and idiocy [ had to cncounter in a general
way before I could complete my investigation.
Tho result was nil; and after working like a
galley-slave I found myself no better off than
before I began my search. Your extracts from
Matthew's letters put me on a new track., 1
concluded therefrom that there had been & mar-
riage, and that thy said marrizge bad been o
deliberate act on the part of the young man. 1
therefore set to work to do what I osghttohave
donc at starting—I hunted in all the parish re-
gisters to bo found within a certain radius of
such and such localities. I began with Clerk-
cawell, in which neighbourhood our friend speat
such hoppy years, accocding to that pragmati-
cal epistle of Mrs. Rebeeea’s, bat sfter hunting
in all the mouldy old charclies within & mile of
St. John's-gate, I was no ncarer arriving af any
record of Matthew Haygarth's existenge. So I
turned my back upon Clerkeawel), and went
southward to tho neighbourhood of the Marshal.
sea, where Mistress Molly’s father was at one
time immured, and wheoce I thonghtit very
probable Mistress Molly had started on her
carcer as a matron.  This time my guess was
alucky ouc. After bunting tho registers of St.
Olare’s, St, Saviour's, and St. George's, andafter
the expenditure of more shillings in donations
tosextons than I carc to remember, I at last
lighted on a document which I consider worth
thres thousand pounds 10 yoa-——and—a very doe
cent sam of moncy to me”

Lo be cortinuad,

gt MILExAN’S PARADISE.~Chalk Far:,
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: Need I say that I rushed frantically on to the
beach and secured the frightful hat, while Ted
, ' stood staring helplessly abovoe Jike an ntterfuol ?
'\, J B were bored to death, Ted and 1, and 1t To those who kuow us I feel it wust be yuite
'Y was at Overcourt. There was acircus - yppecessary 1o say so  But perbaps it muy be
lating library, to which no vne subscoibed, and 5 well to mention, that when 1 retnined, hat
which consequently did not cirenlate, there - jy hand, to the summit of the odiff; I found Ted
was u croquet-ground, with a totul absence of | ynd the pretty girl as tast friends s it is pos-
lioops, bulls, and mullets; there were little bouts gible to become in three minutes nnel a hall,
(possibly for rowing) with the bottuins out, | which indeed exceeds the time [ was away.
and there was a ghop whiclt sold worse cigues She thanked me in o very steady little voice,
than are to be found even at Boulogne. and ina set speech which 1 believe she had

Gentlemen, 1 appeal to you. Canl say more 7 composed during wy wbsence.

St being there for a week, and with nv money ¢ Very sensible of ber, too ; anything must be
10 tuke us clsewhere, there it was necessary 0 ) botter than listening to Ted’s drivellings, |
remmin. 1 trust 1 make this reasonably clear? | pever saw such a fellow ! Intelligent cnough

It was ovur nightly custom, and our oue ; with men, you have only to hand him over to &
amusement, tv walk up and down the only pro- | woman, and he undergoes transformation, ap-
menade of the place (for whom it sas wade has . pearing as idiotic as if hehad been borna down-
not yet beer discovered. Ted thinks for visi-  right fool. He always declares he wasn't, |
tors), smoking oursclves ¢ seedy.”  Ted, whu | don't know 1 should like to have asked his
did not care to give in twadverse circutastances, § ;mother.
used to try what siuging would do towards; We all say good-bye, for the little beanty
ealivening us, . ... i puts on her huge extinguisher (not a whit uglier

He composed a little song, really benutiful in { for having been in the water), and hiding as
its shuple truth nod carnest fervour. Here it as: y juch of her pretty fice as possible, makes au-
tother set speech sbout ¢ going home” and

o papu” aud giving me her hand at parcting
¢ (ehnming litde girl, but she needw’t have given
o t it to Ted—T am atruid she has not much discern-

There was not & girl in the place, ur we should  piont), takes possessian of her sister and
have allowed her 10 mihe W0 comspuests, there- | decamps, looking, the moment we lose her
by doing our little best to increase her girlish § yright fuce and pretty natural wanners, as pre-
vanity, and render her geuerally insuppurtable g posterous a little figare as one could wish to
at home. Such was the state of affairs of the ¢ gee,
first day ; but towards noon on the sccond day |« That's my style™ says Ted, with great
we saw a rainbow for onc thing—and, for an- | satisfaction, after watching her disappear in the
other, two giclish figures on_our walk, dressed | gistance. A jolly-looking girl, with a bright
both alike in brown carmelite dresses, LIOWD § wood-temnered fiee, and exes that look steaght
carmelite juckets made loose to the figure, and | 4 you with no sort of affectation of shyness,
large brovn salad-how)s for hats, neatly trimmed | yey without efitontery.  Too simple-ninded for
with brown ribbons. . ) i &t coquette, too natural for a prude.”

Anything more hidegus it is impossible tu | I remark. dryly, that that’s my  style” tou ,
imagine. Whence had the frightful appantions s hug Ted has become suddenly deaf, and doesn’t
come, and why did they haunt our only walh?; hear me. We agree, however, that Overcourt
We bad wished for gitls, like the bad queens 10 « yyproves on acquaintance, and cach of us has
the fairy tales, but—we appealed 1o eackether ; serions thoughts of visiting it again next year.
—had we wished fur such asthese 2 We both g
politely replied we had nut, and continued our | 2 1uSnl B B ot oy Mttle Dut-troc.
obscrvations at a safe distance. - I'll tell you y N Y )
what,” says Ted, after a short pause, “ I'm blest The neat day she dawns again upon our
if 'l yield up our walk to them, If they don't , horizon—with papa this time as a horrid clond
Yike our ging there, they can Jo the other thing, | o play propricty—and with the little sister,
and go off. But Over ourt is nut like Londun who is also very pretty, but somehow uot so
and if we give it up to them, we shall have no- | taking. not so piquant and original. Ny litile
where 20 go ; besides, even then we should meet | beauty bas been going n for personal adorn-
at chureh.” ments. The c.urly browa hair is all ticd up with

Quite so. Always considerate, Ted is. 1 am ; # long blue ribbon to match her eyes, and floats
not virtuons wyself, but 1 admire virtue in | upon the brown carwelite; the salad-bowl is in
others, particularly in Ted, aud should thunk at shape agan, even though the shape is atrocious,
wicked to put any difficulties in his way, when | aud ls.mmmcd with blue nibbons like tbose in
he is ready to sacrifice himself, So down we | v hait, .
go to the sea, under thie delusion that we are The little lady ss not troubled with shyvess:
going to astonish them, even as they had ‘shc introduces us to “ papa,” who doesn’t even
astonished us, though, we flattered ourseives, in | prefend to look glad to know us, but remarks
a rather different manuer A propos of nothing, unless, indeed, it be the

Not atall. They Jooked—not at s, but a | blinding glare of the sun upon the cliff, that he
their hateful bronn carmelites, very much as if { thinks ¢ t1s gaing *> rain.®
they didn't like them, and dusterously gave the ¢ e tell hunwe d a't, oth politely, of course,
salzd-bowl, which were doing service for hats, | but both at the 3 me tuoe, 50 that it is quite
2 pull which made them, if anything, uglier | iwpossible -t} to hear cither of us, which,
thxn they were before.  But they took no more  bis pretty daughter pereaiving, looks wickedly
notice of us than if we had been n couple of | Up atme.
caterpillars, Very foolish of ber, if she had only known it.

Very slowly we watk along (Ted putting on § I can never answer for wyself what I may or
his Regent-street airs), throwing less und less § mmay not do with & pretty girl glancing up at
cxpression into our cycs every time we pass | me Witk innocent blae eyes, curiosly sparkling
them. They are, or appear to be, utterly un- | with & wickedness that belongs not to the sweet
conscious of our presence. face and laughing rosy mouth. The oddg, I fecl

] begin to think Ted's 2 most upmeamng | guiltily, are sadly in favour of my Kissing her
countenance. there and then, though papa plays propriety like

So the morning passes, untal it scems that wo | a strict old dragon  Fortupately (that is, for-
arc fated not to sec their fr ses, they keep thew | tanately for our future intimacy, not fortunately
so religiously turncd away. When suddenly | as regards present gratification), Ted chimes in,

LITTLE BLUE BEYES.

Aud sow anotler day is done;

And whet we s¢0 to-1norrow s sun,
We'll know another day’s begun,

Let’s hope that, tov, will soon be doune.

The king of Spain’s daughter came to visit me,
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the wind, which had before been helping these
girls, now sides with us, and blows ono of the
salad-howls over the chiff into tho sca.

And there is the damsel all forlorn. Such
a pretty girl, such a Lright piquaat litdo face,
such a charming addition to Osercoust, which,
after all, is not 50 bad—under certain condi-
tiopa.

and, by causing her to drop her cyes, delivers
me from a sin, or banishes it to an unknown
future.

How intimate we all grew in the course of
tbat long summer wmorning Long before its
close, “bluc oyes? hiad revexled to me many
charms besides her pretty face and natural un-
uffected ways, It didu't do to treat her to our

iJune 2

usuul common-place talk ; sho saw through
ut onee, and quictly showed that she did so m ¢
few quaint remacks very prettily turned.  She
was not in the least clever in the light of snying
sharp things. She was tov thoroughly Kmd.
hearted to be sarcastic, and her quant httle
speeches were as natural to her as —as Ted
clumsy blundering ways are to him, A mod
amusing little blue cyes, and well versed
the provincial stuall-talk of the place.  Autony
other things, she told us of a ball to be given ut
Harwich, to which buth she and her sister had a
! great wish to gu, unly they dulu't feel quite suse
ol their dress.

* Yuu sec,” she went on, * we have nothig
here bat these brown carmelites, vnd 1 dout
think they wonld look very well”

1 3idn't think so either, but I wam't gowg
to tell her so. T praised the hideous attire, and
pronounced it, with the addition of a few urtu-
tic touches (I haven't the least sdew wht f
meant), just the thing for a dunce.

Ted put in kis oar, fully agreeing with me
*¢ Besides,” lie ndded, ¢ you mustn’l be 100 be.
witching, your papn wouldn't like 1t; such
pretty daughters are s horrid responsibiluy,
without your trying to make things worse.”

# Seriously, thoughy said blue cycs, * you
think we can go as we sre??

We assured her with perfect gruvity that we
- thought so,"” and the pretty fuce hrightened
directly.

« It won't matter much, after all,” she swd,
“at the sea-side. And we can put on our hair.
cloth bodiel, which will take off 2 little of the
heaviness.”

“We stood aghast,
hodies ?

1t wouldn't do, however, to show onr igno.
rance, $o we said, ¢ Yes, that would do nicely,”
and the thing was considered settled.

It was agreed that we should mecet them at
the ball. Bluc eyes was there before us, and of
course papa and the little sister also, but they
were as nothing to us.  Blue eyes was there
her thick white haircloth body; a great im-
provement on the brown carmelite, stilt incon-
sistent with the gay ocenc around her.

Fortunately for her, however, she was pretty
enough to wear what she liked, or rather i tins
case what sbie had. She knew no one, and her
father was very particular, and wonldn't iet ber
dange with everybody, or nearly everybody, who
asked her.  He got bher a few partners through
“oue of the naval officers stationed at Harwich,
and whom he knew; but beyond this, and us,
he laid his ¢ veto.”

Ted and 1 were in our clement. We danced
cvery dance with her after the first or so, and
cach waltz was better than the last, She wasa
most indefatigable little dancer, and several
times nearly caused me to give in, though she
was light enough in all conscience, and a mere
nothing to hold.

But with Ted it was different.  The dear boy
danced till he was frightful to look- at, and
would have shamed a boiled lobster that had
any sort of selferespect left o him; vet still he
would not give in, and the wicked httle sprite
had no compassion,

1 began to be afraid that Ted would have a
fit, aud that blue cyes would be the cause of st
Ted always times things so ill. It is pot as if
fic had a room to himself to have one of his fits
in. In an uncomfortable bed at midnight, ina
double-bedded rootn, there should be I, sleepless,
with Ted groaning borribly, aud sprawling at
full length on the floor, like somo hideous over-
grown frog. Clearly, then, I must puta stop to
it

What were harcloth

So I go up to them, and—smiliog at his
partner—tell Ted he witl make himself unwell.
and will bo quite knocked up in the morning.
and I awiably propose to bluc eyes that J bo al-
Towed to finish this cternal waltz,

Ted 'aoks refractosy and stubborn, though
steaming ; and blue eyes, very quiotly, declines
the exchange.

Blue cyes prefers Ted !

After al), whatis Ted ! A gentleman by bicth
and position, it is true, and .wusing cnough
withal ; Lut sarely blue cyes, like all other girls,
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thiuks most of looks, and heio  Hatter myseit [ ‘ liquor traflic iu Scotlund. As a boy, he was
do come in. I am of the average height, slight, | clever at figures, but clover at littlo else; and
dark, and of preposessing appearanco; decidedly | he scemns to bave been almost ludicrously de-
better-looking than the general run of men; , ficient on the side of imagination. It 15 abso-
while Ted is ridiculously tall and broad, of the ; lutely on record that afier ascending a mountain
true Suxon type, with flufty yellow hair, blue | he “forgot 10 look at the view which ho went
eyes, shining white teeth and all the rest of it. . on purpose to see,” As he said himself, with
It i< impossible,, no girl in her senses coald pre- . characteristic frankness, “I just sat down a
fer Ted, ; litde and ate my cake, and came down again.”
Yet—atter supper—on the staies? . e might be indifferent to such things when a
This i3 what huppened after supper on the | boy in the Scottish Iighlands, but they struck
stairs. ! home to his heart amid the loneliness of Africa.
Blue eyes, looking (very properly, too) mor- | At nineteen Mackenzie camne into residence at
wlly ashamed of herself, sitting on the cdge of & , Cambridge. His fame as a clever young Scot-
most uncomnfortable step, with one little band | tish mathematician had preceded him; and he
clasped in Ted’s, who was spooning in the most was looked upon, accordingly, as one of those
starming mananer (alarming at least to any one , terrible Northern invaders who, likeMr. M'Nivon
who knew how his fits were usually brought | of Aberdeen in the present year, come, see, and
ou), and finishing up by a deliberate offer of conquer—desperate, dogged, determined men,
marringe. i Who can live if needful upon a crust, and who
Blue eyes then made ons of her absurdly for- have gone through a rigorous courseof training
mal litttle speeches, bringing in * papa™ threo , int their own land, from whbich the spirit of an
times : and finally ended where she might as | Eton boy would shrink with well-bred horror.
well buve begun —by accepting Ted. i In January, 1848, accordingly, Mackeuzie was
Bat I was resolved to give ber an opportunity. ; Second Wraogler,
Yuung, poor litttle thing, and inexperienced! | At Cambridge, both before and after be took
Next morning, ou the sands, I coutrived to | holy orders, Mackenzie's was essentially a busy
meet her, and delicately hinted at the stato of , life.  He was interested in athletic sports, and
wy feelings towards her. thereby giving her n was bimself a boating man; and hence he
chance of an escape from Ted, if she were so in- i gradually acquired an influence amongst all
cliaed.  Apparently she was not 5o inclined, for | classes of undergraduates. The must earnest
she seemed unusually dense, and carefully mis- ; Siudent could not despise & man who had been
understood me the whole time. When [ bad , Stcond Wrangler, the most fidgety coxswain on
quite tinished, she told me what hed happened the river had a certain respect for his broad
vn the stairs lost night, and demanded, in her | shoulders and strong arms, the most spintusl
pretty imperious little 1manner, to be congratu- of dcroteps reverenced one who laboured so
iated ; # papa ” having interposed no objections, | zealously in all Christian work. Nearly six feet
Congratulate her! Blue eyes cngaged, and ; high, excellently well made, with a countenance
not1o me! I looked unutterable things at Ted | Winning, if not handsome, and small but bright,
whea be joined us, but that young man paid ; quick, resolute eyes, Mackeazics was a familiar
aut the sinallest atlention to me. I looked at | hgure for many years at Cambridge, and was

bluceves, She seemed very happy. very welcome to all kinds of people. A calm

How to account for this, now? Take Ted, . and prosperous carcer scemed before him, but

when she might have taken me? And yet in her | gradually, as be meditated upon the future, the
nght mind! § can only account for it, on the , nissionary spitit—that spirit which s the chi-
sapposition that she had never heard of his fits. , valry of religion—arose within lum, Mackenzie’s

] “I T8 all very well for you to laugh. sir, but

Nor indeed had I myself ever heard of lus having |
gy other it than & love-fit: only, when that
was on him, in the height of that everlasting |
valtz, he looked as if he were fit to full into any
rumber of other fits—and (though [ am greatly
attached to him) [ wish he bad.

THE ADVENTURES OF BISHQP!
MACKENZIE

—

LIVINGSTONE'S COMPANIONS,

_it's no laugliing matter, though, I s’poze,
the longer we lives the more we sees.  I've seen
many things in my day, but what I've scen
lately beats everything clse hollow ; for I never
44 expect to sec a bishop a-taking outoanchors
and a-hanling in o'cables, and & ship managed by
tke likes o' you and wme. sir.” Thus spoke o
gruff old quactermaster to a missionary on board
the Nittle steamer Plouncer, then drifting almost
belplecsly between the castern coasts of Africa
and the Qomnoros Islands. The bishop was
Markenzie 1 Doctor Livingstone was with him,
and almost ¢verybody clse on board was down
with fever. The stoker held ont longer than
mast, but at length he too felt ill; aud then, to
the unspeakable astonishment of the ancient
mariner already quoted, to his other labours the
tishop added that of tic stoker, and was seen
to emerge from the cngine-room as black as a
sweep—ne had been stoking for several hours,

A bishop of this kind was likely to meet with
a good many adrentures on his way through the
world, and 10 bear Nirazelf, whether in good or
etil fortane, in a sufficiently resolate and cner-
gete manner  In trath, Mackenzic’s life will
always be worth the telling ; and, thanks to Dr.
Livingstone and Dean Goodwin, the materials
for 2 sketch of his career are ample,

Mackenzic wasbornoat Portmore, Peebleshire,
on the 10th April, 1825, and was & youager
brother of the Forbes Mackenzie whose name is

mind was soon made up, and iu 1855 be sailed
to Natal, with the rank of Archdeacon. He

249

the wilderness, wo must not rushly ussume that
hia clforts were therefore altogothier wasted.,
After many tedious delays, he set off from Cape
Town with  hiz compamons for the Zambesi.
The first sight of that famous river was to him
and all his staff o atter disappointinent.  Sad
indeed was the chunge trom the hold and glori-
ous congt-hine between the Cnpe and Natal to
this dull and sundy shore, fringed with man-
grovea and dwarl palm; and the naval officers
who accompanied him, men not inclined to
exaggerate diflicultics, openly ridiculed the idea
that the Zambesi could ever be made sunable
for commerce on an extensive scale. However,
there might be some comfort to be got from the
doctor, whose httlo steawmer, the Pioneer, was
safely wawng for them, as they thought, mside
the bar. There, sure cnough, lay the Pioneer,
and there, sure engugh, was Livingstone, but he
had not expected them for months o come. In
fact, when the bishop shot across the dangerous
bar to mect him, he at once declared he would
do his utmqst to help them, but that they came
at an awkward time. On the whole, had they
not better join him in going up the coast to
another niver, the Rovuma? Their ultimate
destination was the highlards of the Suiré, a
tributacy of the Zambest; but 1t was more than
likely, the traveller thought, that the Bovuma
would lead them directly to that country.
Mackenzie gravely disapproved of the plan; but
it was not for hum to contend against the
superior experience of Livingstone, and he yiel-
ded.  The controversy need not be revived. The
goud dishop 1s dead ; there seems but too much
reason to believe that Lavingstone has also fullen
a victim to # the fatal fascination of Africa.’
Suflice it that the discussion, conducted on both
sides with admirable spirit and tewmper, erded in
a determination to try the Rovuma,

They tried the Rovuma accordtngly. An
Euglish naval vessel, the Lyra, took them to the
mouth of it. Says Mackenze, ¢ had formed
some acquamntance with all on board the Lyra.
Rowley also knew them all—I1 mean sailors as
well as officers—and the cheer they gave us
from the nigging, when our boat had pulled off
from the ship's side, makes my heart leap to my

flung himself into his new work with chinracter- | mouth still by the mere remembrance.? Stifung

istic ardour, and with that Kind of geninl

enthusiasny which was his special chann. Pray-
ing in Kaflir kraals—riding through swollen
rivers to preach at distant stations—he was in-
cessantly occupied, bt it seemed as though no
amount of toil conld cither shake hiz iron con-
stitution or dishearten bis zeal.  His house was
burnt down ; ho quictly sct to work and bailt
arother. A man not to be casily beaten, was
this archdeacon; anda one, too, who had a
marvellong power of winnag the love of his
neighbours. The soldicrs coted him the finest
parson ever known, tht Kuffirs got to consider
themselves as members of is family. Troubles
he had about church matfers, bat in the prac-
tical part of his vocation b taughed at thevery
idea of difficulty.

Meanwhile, there had been g-owing up in,

into the little Pioncer, they went up the river,
whose waters at first were broad and deep. Even
whea difficulties came, the great charm of a
strange land was still strong upon Mackenzie
and his companton, Ruwley. Un both- banks
t:ere were luxuriant woods ; in the lustre of a
sunshine never scen in Furope, flamingo and
pelican and ibis flitted by : a thousand new types
of lifo surrounded them on every side: and at
evening, when the great sun was setting over the
distant hills, and the shadows deepened, and the
air grew keen and fresh, thoy sat upon the deck
of their littic steamer, night after night, their
hearts full of wonder and love and adoration.
The Rovama was a failure. The channel
proved to be both shallow and uncertain; the
Pioncer was perpetually getting aground ; and
the natives whom they saw assured them thatas

England & new interest in Africac Christianits. | the rainy season was now nearly over the river

The return of Dr. Livingstone scenied to stir the | wounld mpidly get lower.

heart of the whole uation, and when the great
explorer, though himself a Preshylerian, ap-
pealed to the old Universities for help, everything
that was generons and manly in Oxford and
Cambridge responded to the chord he strack.
{t was at this juncture that Mackenzie revisited

1t was possible, of
course, for Livingstone to bave pusbed on by
land—but in that casc all prospect of & mis-
sionary settlement would vamsh; sud, accord-
ingly, the doctor was stanach to Ins resolve of
carrying his fricnds back again, and trying what
could be done with the Zumbesi. It was on the

England, ho wasalmostimmedintely recognised | return journey that the fever broke ont amongst
as the proper man to head the expedition that the party, and that the bichop excited the adm-
was being organised , and, readily accepting that | ration of the old quartermaster whom wo have
charge. with all its glory and all its danger, bey already quoted. However, the attempt on the
forthwith began to {mavel over England, adress-; Rovama was & clear blunder, and they had in
ing public mectings and collecting funds. many ways to pay forit, For jnstance, touch-

It was a forlorn hope that Mackenzic was, ing at the Comeros, they found that there was
leading, at the best,  Livingstone. to be sure, , no vessel 1o take them back to tho Zambes:,
had mised an expectation that commerce and, and they had to risk the transit in the little
Christianity might go band-in-hand, bat the Pioncer, Livingstone himself acting as skipper.
great teavelier was himsell over sanguing, and | Fortunately, the weather was calmj but

at any rate, the resonrces at the disposal of the
missionaries were pitifully and pathetically in-
safficient for the work before them. Even
Mackenzie, before many months had gone by,
perceived theso tenths; bat for himself his path

popnlarly associated with the vegulation of the | was clear, sad if it Ied bim to'nn early death in

the poor little craft could only take abouta
third of their stores, and their futare sources of
supply were desperately uncertsin. Through
all troubles and difficalties, Mackenzio retsined
his cheerfulness; and as for the fever, hi» vigo-
rous constitation so quickly threw it o [ that
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ever afterwards he was prone to under-estimate
the real danger of the disease. Rolling along
with her heavy burden, the Pioncer reached the
mouth or the Zambesi, and forthwith Living-
stone drove her at the Bar  The huge rollers
were trampling in from the south, with a rush
and a rour, and with seething of foam. As for
the doctor, his nerves were iron ; but presently
the leadsman cried, “ A quarter two,” imme-
diately afterwards, % A quarter 'ess two .” and
then, ¢ A quacter one.” They d missed the
channel  What was 10 be dons ? There was no
help for it Livingstone put ner right abont;
she answered her helm splendidly, scudded back,
uand anchored that night five miles from the
shore It was a close shave. But next day, in
calmer weatlier, the sttempt was repeated, and
an entrance into the river was cffected safely.

If was on May Day that they entered the
Zambesi; and they steamed on with infinite toil
and difliculty, at first past groves of mangrove
trees, and then hetween vast plains of gigantic
grass from six to cight feet high, with here and
there a palm, and here and there a climp of
trees around the house of some Portuguese set-
tler ; and then by-and-by, they caught a distant
glimpse of the great mountain Morumbala, gol-
den in the sunset, snowy-white at morning with
its clouds of vapour; and so, by degrecs, into
a pleasanter land, well timbered, and then, by a
sudden turn, into the river of their hopes, the
Shiré—ecntering which, their troubles were re-
newed  They were constantly getting aground
on sand-banks, and getting off by wmeuns of
hawsers, at which the bishop was the first and
lustiest to pull. It took them four-and-twenty
days to do twelve miles; but at length they
reachied the highlands in which it had been de-
termined to establish the settlement. TLanding,
they marched towards it in a notable fashion.
Mackenzie ays of the doctor, # Livingstone was
tramping along with a steady, heavy tread,
which kept me in mind that he had walked
across Africa;” and Rowley says of the bishop,
“ }e went onwards with his detachment—pas-
tora! staff in onc band, and a gun in the other .
and as we turned to have a Iast look, we saw
the bishop marching on with huge strides after
the bearers, the gun depressed, and the pastoral
staff elevated and well in view.”

Two braver men never 6ct out upon an cnter-
prise more heartbreaking and forlorn.  All over
the land two curses had spread—tbe curse of
savagery and the curse of slavery. Mackenzic
struggled against them both; but though his
noble courage sustained him to the last, his
shrewd Scotiish sense must soon have perceived
what a desperate task lay before him. On this
very march they met with Portoguese slaves
carrying their captives to market, with the hor-
rible slave-yoke fastened round their necks.
Flesh and blood could not stand ijt; they fell
upon the slavers and rescued the unhappy na-
tives, who were positively startled whea they
found that they had not exchanged one slavery
for another, but bad been rescued to hfe and
liberty by kindly, unsclfish men. And so mat-
ters went on, more and morc hopelessly. Living-
stonc had to leave the missionary party, and
then Mackenzie, nlready commatted to o warlike
policy, had to march out with s clergymen,
and do battle against native slavers. There was
a sharp fight; the bishop agmin dejivered the
captires, and « for one little thing (a gitl named
Dauma), we could find no carrier. so after she
had trudged along some disjance, the bishop
shouldered her and carried her into Magomera,”
the settlement. It was all beautiful, no doubt;
but it was hopeless.  They did what they could
building a “ Palace,” for instance, at which
Mackenzic, as usual, laboured hardest of all, so
that # day by day yousax him with axe, spade,
or pickaxe working as hard as any laboring
man in England.®  They founded a church;
they were good, kindly, generons, salf-sacrificing,
devoted, if ever men ere in this world; but
around them still stretched the wide wast desert
of barbarism, the summer monthg went by ; the
aatamn came, no rain as yet had fallen, but al-
ready they heard the rolling of thunder inces-

santly reverberating amongst the hills. At Iast
Mackenzic had to leave Magomers, to keep lus
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tryst with Livingstone at Malo, the place where
the little River Rtuo falls into the Shiré.

Not a year had passed since his consecration
at Cape Town; and, hoping against hope, he
wag writing home to England fur help~notably,
to the Oxford and Cambridge University Boat
Clubs. T'o the end he was fuithful and enthu-
siastic; and now the end was near, Living-
stone, it had been areanged, was to go down in
the Pioncer, and bring up one of Mackenzics
sisters, hiz own wife, and some other lndies. Two
days before Christmas the bishop set out upon
his journey , and by this time there were fever
and famine in the settlement itself. Accom-
panied by o gallant clergyman who had come
out to join him, Mr. Bucrup, and by three na-
tives, Mackenzie found the journcy down harder
than hie had fancied. The mountain streams were
now swollen by heavy rain, the clothes of the
whole party were wet night and day, and at
length, winlst pushing in a canoe through Ele-
phaut Marsh on the Shicé, the frail craft uverset,
Theie medicines were rendered utterly worth-
less, their ammunition was also destroyed or
lost. Still pushing on, they reached the rendez-
vous, ouly to find that Livingstone hind left it
and gone down the river some days before. The
prewise time of lus departure was uncertrin , and
so they waited, daily and hourly looking out
for the returning smokc of the Pioneer. It was
the 10th of January, 1862, when they reached
Malu, and in a few days the bishop, hariag no
longer the excitement of travel to sustam him,
fell seriously ill.  Esen his bodily encrgy failed
him , Jday after day he sat lisdessly in lus teat.

Then, longing for his sister, he told Burrup
that he thought it would break his heart if she
did not come. When such & man talked of his
heart breaking, everything clse must needs have
been broken alreads. In a day or two more he
was donn with the fever, and they had nota
single dose of medicine left. By the 24th he
was incapable of collect2d conversation; his
mind began to wander.  On the 31st he died.

Oser his grave Livingstone, returning, planted
a crogs, and now, who shall plant a cross over
the grave of Livingstone ? Both had their faults
and crrors—ULoth the dead lishop and the heroic
traveller whose death is still uncertain, yet, as
we Jooh thirough the long roll of noble lives that
Africa hias cust ug, we shall find, perchance, that
these two were the noblest of them all. Nor
shall we rashly and hastily say that cven such
sacrifices were in vain.

AN OLD WHALER'S YARN.¥

u ID I like the life? and if I had my time

to live over again would I make the same
choice 7 Well, Miss Waven, 1t's about this. Its
just the finest thing ont—so long—as you have
—no fluttenings here,” and he laid his hand on
his broad chest. ¢ But when a man’s ghip ceases
to be wife and child and all tho world to him, it
is anather thing altoglier; my advice to him is,
he'd better give up whaling.”

So spoke Captain Harding, erst South Sea
whaler, now, these teo years past, gentleman of
England, living athomeat easc. Captain Hard-
ing s sitting in my brother Henry’s drawing.
room after dinner sud abeavy day'ssport among
the turnips—the captain commonly usesan im-
mense double-barrelled gun’which has in old
times brought down monkeys many

Captain Harding is not after our received no-
tion of a sailor; he is sufficiently brond, but
tnuch 0o tall with it; a pale-faced man with a
full white beard, ke is rather bleached and aged
than bronzed by his foreign cxpericnces—ffty-
five, he looks sixty—also, instead of the sailor’s
roll, he hag an crect, military carriage, partly to
be accounted for by his five years' serrice in our
local volunteers, of whom hie i3 o most cfficient
officer; only occasioually he orders the piping
of all hands instcad of the assembly, and all taut
in heu of dressing up,

* Jtis pot to say there is any choice in the
matter,” continued Captain llarding, * Let a

® This is what it profosses to be, an sfler~dinner con-
vereation.

boy but have the sea fever on him—not the sham
thing, that a montl's consting voyage will cure~ §
but the real thirst for the sen, for foreign adven.
ture, and he'd best be let go. T for example,
shouldu't have made half a man at home—nor,
however—"

“ You are n man and a half,” interposed my
brother, heartily.

% In size you mean ?" and the captain laughed
cnjoyably, « Well, my father was in a large
way of busiuess, but he had little capital—t
should bhave doue nothing at the hum-drum,
mill-wheel bfe I musthave been bound to.  Bu
he consented that I should go to sea, and 1 tat.
ter myself I did make a good whaler.”

s Self-reliance is the best lesson in the world
for a boy,” zaid Heury, sententiously. o
“qtis, itis. Jack and I, Mrs. Waven, were
turned out of the nest to make room for a second

brood, and what way we have made has been W

agawst wind and tide”

“ But there arc very many dangers attendinz |
whale fisluag, are there not?” I asked—* sharks §
and all sorts of things ?"’

¢ \We get used to them, Miss Waven, we just
getused to them. ¥ have scen men sitting with
bare legs over the gunwales of the boat, and a
shark come sheer up, and make a snap for them,
times outof mind. fle comes with a switt mo.
tion, as you have secen a pike. Sharks dont
often of intention attack & man. When e s
about a whale they’ll occasionally take a neat
piece out of Ins leg by mistake for the whales
flank. In my thirty years' expurience I have
not known many wmen killed by them.  And 1
cvery way fatal accidents are less frequent than
you would imagine. A lot of menabout a whale
just remind me ofa lot of bluebottle flies about
ajoint of meat.  You strike here and there and
everywhere as sharply and as fiercely as you
like—the chances aro they’'ll all escape you. It
is precisely thus with the whale's frantic strokes.
Jack was less fortunate in this respect than I
He lost two of his officers in one voyage. Par-
ley—you know Parley of our town, Miss War-
en ?—his brother was one.  The whale brought
down its tail on the boat, and he was crushed to
death as you would crush a gnat.  The other
fellow lost lus Iife about two mounths after
much the same way.”

* Notw, when you set out on & voyage,’ Ienry
asked, “ what would be your particular destina-
tion ??

 Just where oy judgmenttook me. Yoused,
1 was differcntly situated to most masters. }
was allowed more discretionary power. [ had
in fact, a sort of roving commission. My owa- J
ers would say, ¢ there is your ship, Harding—
eversthing, we think, in her that you'll require
for four years. Now sail as soon as you lke, }
and let us hear from you ad often as you cso.
Whatever luck you have, guod or ill, don’t scrupie
to write—we shall be glad to hear! Thenl
would be gone from three to four years, accord-
ing tomy degree of success. For the monthsof
our own sammer we would cruise in the Japsn
seas; for the Antarctic summer in the Aust-
lian seas. For six years, through coming howet
between whiles, I entirely escaped winter ”

« And how do you find the whales, Captain
Harding 77 inquired my sister.

¢ My wife thinks you fish for them with a rod
and a line,” laughed Henry, * and & worm at
end.”

“ We find them, Aes. Warven, by their spoot-
ing. With the first of daylight, « look out is
told off, and kept going, relicved at duc inter-
vals, until pight. Sometimes we go {wo months
without even secing a whale. Then agais, !
once killed cleven in one day. But they were
shoal whales, and the whole eleven not worthso
much ns as one good-sized swale whale, A fair
sized male whale is worth five hundred pounds,
and some large ones bringin a3 much as *
thousand. When you havg scéured a large
whale, it saves a gread deal - trouble if
you can get it closc up by the ship. Ths
is done by jawboning Fim—-work often falling to
my share

% Why to your shara 77 )

“Because 1 wag always good in the water
Yon take a rope snited to the purpose, and make
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a good running noose, as you eall it, in it. You
stand with this noose well advanced in your
right hand, so as to avoid cntanglement , your
steersman brings the boat immediately over the
spot where the whale is gone down; your best
man—the man with the readiest cye and most
reliable nerve—stands lance in hand, prepared
to pin any too curious shark; at the right
moment you leap into tho water, and diving,
fasten the noose on the teeth of the whale. You
kuow the jaws of a lnrge whale are from six-
teen to cighteen feet in length; the teeth are
about six iuches long, and a foot apart. You can
get a capital purchase on these, and the thing
1 done in & minute,!

“Rather yon than me though,” said my bro-
ther,

The caplain, like all truly brave men, was
modest, * Oh,” said he, nafvely, all you want
18 to calculate befure you go down, Only eay
1 have to do thus and thus, and thus, and when
the thing is to be donc you will have twice the
confidence and twice the dexterity, The dgpger,
of course i3 the sharks. The rope fixed, it is
easy towing to the ship,” P

“But don't you often get your boats smashed
in,” asked lenry.

“Qh yes, that's an affair of frequent occur-
rence, and if you are cngaged with a whale to-
wards the end of the day, & source of cxtreme
danger, For, of course, there is no twilight ic
those equinoctial regions,—now, broad deyhght,
five minutes hence, darkness. You getstovein just
as  the suden darkness sets in, and the
chances are you perish. For by the moraing,
the ship, quite ignorant of your whereabouts,
may have drifted miles out of sight. Now I did
see a brave thing done once in an affair of this
kind. You knovw, ladics, or more probably, you
do not know, a whaler's boat— thereare thres or
four of them to a ship—is some thirty fect long
and as thin as a lath—" :

“Thin as a lath!” exclaimed Henry.

¢ Three cuts to the inch plank, in fact.”

“But I should bave thought you could not
have had them too strong—so as to resist the
strokes of the whale.

¢ The stoutest boat made to handle wouldn't
do that; so these answer in that respect as
well ; and they are much more convenient for
lowering from the ship and for repairing. Thirty
feet long as they are, you and J could carry oncon
our two shoulders with case. When a boat is
stove, we right sido it, lash the oars crossways so
as to make a wide raft-like surface,—there are
ropes expressly affixed to the sides of the boats
—and all sit down toawait assistance. Of course
we are stationary; but thus sitting down, the
weight of our bodies is not more than a pound
or two on tho boat; the water nearly supports
us; if we stand up the boat sinks immediately.
I once so sat—the water breast high—for three
hours. Bless you, it's a, luxurious position in those
climates—provided yoor cowmrades look like
cventually coming to your assistence. Well,
on the particular occasion I have in mind, we
fell in with a large whale late in the day. We
were working in an extended line—the two
other buats some long way to the right—with
the ship at least three miles to lceward. We
are stove in, and, as Coleridge has it, ¢ at one
stride corncs the dark.’ The ship is miles away,
the other boats far beyond hail, there docs not
appear & hope of salvation. Then ono man gets
up from among us and says he will swim for it.
He docs not propose trying for tue ship, that is
quite out of the question. But bo points out how,
in order themselves to reach the ship, the other
boats must at some one spot come within three-
-, sarters of & mile of us, and he hopes, in spite
of the sharks, in spitcof the darkness,.to happen
upon their path, when he will bring them to
ouraid. Orer the side the man went, and we
waited and waited, and listcned and listened, and
in no very long time weheard the grateful plash
of oars, and they brought us all off safely. Ido
call that o brave fellow. Our passive endur-
anco was of a very different quality, It was
touch-and-go both for him and forus. I never
had a ncarer—except once, perhaps, when
n whale, with a clever back-stroke of his fi,
100k my left eyebrow sheer off to the bone,” and

the captain pointed to a very visible scar, "t A '
trifle further, Miss Waven, and [ should not be
here to tell the tale, that I should notas [ ama
man alive,”

“ Yes,” said my brother, ¢ there is something
very adwmirable about thatman'sact. Mr. Kuvan-
agh might have remained in Lucknow with the
other beave men and women, but he went out ]
and won the Victoria Cross. Ah! sailors are |
subject to so much exposure, a little excess may
be forgiven them.”

¢ Now I'll tell you. Iam fifty-five, and I was
thirty years at sea—I was never screwed more
than twicein my life, Once when I was a boy,
and somtbody who ought to have known bcl—‘
ter gave me some doctored stufl; and,
again on the occasion of my joining my second
ship. T had something to remember thatlast by. |
As I weat on board, a mate says, ¢ Harding, how
arc youold chap 7" # Rightas a trivet,”says I, |
“right as a trivet.” And it passed into a by-
word among them—Harding’s being rightasa
trivet. It is a Suffulk saying, you kuow. I had ,
a plan of my own with my crews. I found spirits |
in that climate did not agree with me, nor, in-
deed, any fermented liquors. So for myself [,
prepared a mixture of best Scotch oatmeal and
water—the water simply poured over the oat-
meal, about a pint to & spoonful. I found it
very nourishing as well as thirst-satisfying.
Now if I had gone to my men, and in 30 wany |
words recommended it to them in the place of
grog, they would have turned up their noses.
But by putting & pail of it on the deck, and
makiog a point of helping myself from it, in less
than no time I had them following my example,
and soon, like me, they would drink little else.”

“ It isa strango life," said the captain passing
his hand meditatively over hishair. * When you
get into the seas where the compass dips per-
pendicularly, you ecxpect the strange thungs
though. Now 'l tell you™—his favourite pre-
face.—* My brother Jack went to seaa year
Iater than I'; consequently, our spells at lfome
timed differently, and we lost all reckonings of
cach other. I bad notseen bim for twelve years,
and I did not even know in what ship he was.
I was second mate, or chief mate, I forget which,
in the ship Eclipse, and it was in the Australian
Seas.” There isa certain pacticularity in the form
sailors speak of their vessels. “1 was at the
look-out. Ireported a sail, nod the next min-
ute I sighted a whale. The captain would not
bear down on the latter lest the other ship should
observe it and, being nearer, forestall us. But,
in spite of our caution, in oely lowering the
boats, they perceived our object and fotlowed
our example ; reaching the whale first, of course
it became their lawful prey. As the boats near-
ed cach other, I sung out, ¢ Halloa, that'sJack :°
meaning the officer in charge of the stranger's
boat. I had notseen him for twelve years; bat,
bless you, I knew his build in aminute; Justas
I spoke the whale indulged in a few antics, and
they were all throwa into the water.  We were
pulling to their assistance, when it happened
that another whale spouted to the right. ¢ Bye,
bye, Jack,' I shouted, with & wave of wy hand,
the boat's head wus brought round, and we
were offafterit iua trice. We did not sce one
another agaia for cleven months. Now if you
had to tell that in a book I doubt whether you'd
get believed. ¢A pretty brother for you,' said
Jack, telling the tale only a few weeks ago to
alot of gentlemen, ¢We had not seen each
othier for twelve years, and then heleft me strug-
gling in the water to goaftera whale.'! ¢ Quite
right too, I replied. ¢ You'd bave done the same.’
¢That I shonld,’ he said, ‘for thc whale was
worth fire hundred poands, aund I know I was
not—at that time;” Of course I knew he was in
no d:\’ngcr', & whaler is, or ought to be, amphib-
ious.

¢« Tt ought to be a paying concern, and T sup-
pose it is7” said Henry. .

« 1t was, but it is not now. I never went a
voyage after I became master of & ship without
bringing home from fificen hundred to two
thousand pounds for my share of profits. But
now, what with goldficlds in California, and
goldfields in Now Holland,” (the name he
always used for Australiff) “yon can't keep

your crewa—men worth having, that is. A lot
of riff-rafl I daresay you could have; but they
are not the stuft for whalers, I left it ns soon az
I found bow the wind lay.” :

Tho captain told us much mnre worth know-
ing ; but this is all I remember with sufficient
distinctness.

1t was 2 rough night for his walk hiome, so
my brother lent ham an overcoat. It was of
rather peculinr fushion, and requred a littlo in-
genuity in the putting on. When, after & min-
ute of anxious examination, the captain announ-
ced that the ropes were all right wo could not
refram from smiles. Wyny Waves,

PASTIMES.
DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
1 A word signitying 1 Iy, 2
Ttaly 3 A tred, thie It of shioh'fs mocls quoted by

the poets, 4. Anaunimal. 5. An abyss. 6. An apor-
ture for cannou. 7. A town in England. 8, To invest.
9 An Emperor of Rume. 10, A feature of beauty,

The finals will namo a poet, and the initials one of

his poems,
CRYTOGRAPIL.

Az etq omyq futt m oxagp ar omzhme.
Dustf msniucof fiq et lnlu):f nxqe.
Gzlux fiy ykq 0agxp puctuzsquet.

¥1q rmoqo ar ftq odyt.

CHARADES.

14 Iam composed of 14 letters.
My 11, 3,3, 9. ), is what a seatry takes.
My 14,2, 7, 13, 19, {3 feartul.
My 5. 7, 3, 4. 6, 5, {3 a disturbance.
My 14, 12,9, 3, isa sound.
My whole isa Fronch saying.

RIDDLES.

1. The title of & well-known poem. consisting of nine
letters—contains the five vowels, a, o, 1, 0, and u, four
of them being together.

2. What word {s that sisnifying what cannot be
found, if dilferently du'ldc(ﬁmplics presence?

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

My last defies my first:
And let him do fiis worst,
Ay last will fight
For Qucen and right,
Against his causo so cursed.
1. Tho lads and lasses gaily play.
Aud pass with games their holiday.
Lo! from my shores the conqueror came,
Aund Earope trembled at his name.
The conqueror’s namo these hines will shuw,
The pride of Gaul, Brittania’s foc.
The warrier Greek to me returns,
His falthtul wife her suitors spurns,
Each day, to ago age I bestow:
1 take from none, Lalwaygs grow.
A Russian city stands beside
My icy current’s rolling tide.

DEGAPITATION.

Take fifty off, a fruit remains

1hat you may fancy for your paing;

Cut offmy hicad, and thcreds showx

A certain portion of your own;

Lut-back tho head transpose, and lo!

A certain farmer's sced 1 show;

My head then off, ana I proclaim

An aunimal, 'tis yours to namo;

My whole's a certain kind of gem,

‘Inat gloweth in a diadem. C.B. G.

ARITHMETICAL QUESTION.

A gentieman left $11,200 to bo dirided botween his
wite and threo daughters, in such a manner that the
proportion to each should be as+ to 3, to that” of the
ucxt younger. ltow was it divided?

ANSWERS TO GEOGRAPHICAL
ACUROSTIC &c. No. 92.

Acrostic—Bernadol{e—1, Brest; 2. Egypt; 3.
Rhine; 4. Nans, 5. Alleghany, 6. Derwent-
water; 7. Olaheite , 8. Toronto, 9. Tobolsk, 10.
Etna,

Square WWords—

B.NC.

©

o o =

RUCLID.

1. WHARF 2. SALT
HAGUE ALOE
AGENT LOSS
RUNIC TEST
FETCH

Decapitations—1. Finger-feinge-ring-gin-in ; 2.
Wasp-paws-asp-was.

Charades—1. Pomegranate, 2. Potentate; 3.
Kindness. . |

Ballles &§ Seiges—1. Inkerman ;2. Agincourt ,
3. Lucknow: 4. Camperdown ; 5. Delbi.

Lroblem—The numbers are 12 and 25.

Answers received will be given 1a our next,
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PO COKRESPONDENTS. |

Brutcus.—The motto Diew e mon droit whichl
fecompanies the royal arms of Great Brituin, is
aupposed to have been o war ery, and was used .
in Englund at least as early ag the time of Henry |
VI Jts origin has been ussigned to a saying
of Richard [, ¢ Not we but God and our right
bave vanquished France.

B. N, C.—We have hunded your note to the
Chess editor, the contribmtions are very aceept-
able,

J. B,
clined.

A Surscrmen, Toroxto—Will supply the
information in ournextissue. Your note reached
us but a short time betore going to press.

A. W, H.—The cldest son of a duke uses the:
second or some other title of the family by cour-
tesy, and heis addressed &s if he held the title
by luw, though in formal documents he 1s called
¢ ——FEsqro commonly called the Marquis or
Farl  (as the ease may be), '

ConovrrG.—0riginally, a fathom was taken us
the width to which the two outstretched arms
extended. i

MarTia, H.—The best advice we can give,
sou is to leave them alone. :

W. Y.—The geometrical mean of two gum-
bers is found by multiplying the two numbers
together and extracting the square rout of the .
product, thus the geumetrical mean of ¥ and
16 is 12, for 8 X 16==144, the square root of which
is 12,

“ Rotasay Casrts, Tonoxro."—Will reply in
our next. :

F. X —The Kob-i-nour diamund was fuwnd in
the mines of Golconda in 1550, and from that
time till it became the trophy of English valour,
passed in the train of conquest into the posses-
sion of numerous familics of native rulers, !

Apa Z.—The M S. was certainly mailed as
requested.  Will report in our next,

W, W.—There is no such journal piblished in
Montreal.

Geo. B.—Received—thanks! |

0. Cmxeracoxsv.—Respeetfully  de-

i

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

Sir Charles Lyell, in the new edition of his’
Principles of Geology, notices the discovery of :
live fish in some artesian wells sunk in the De- |
sert of Sahara. They were brought upfrom o
depth of 175 feet, and were not, like those of |
Adelsbrug. blind, but had perfect eyes. .

Wine aund other liquids are subject to con-’
sidernable loss and cven to changes which de-
teriorate them in consequence of the porosity of
the wooden casks in which they are kept.
These evils are prevented by drying and warm-
ing the casks. and then causing their interiors
to imbibe pure fused paraflin.

1

A specification has been filed by J. S. Nibbs, ,
of Warwick, numbered 21437, relating to im-,
provements in lamps. The invention consists in ;
torming a chamber for receiving the spirit, the,
volatile nature of which is contrulled by elevat-,
ing the top of the wick, which is broughtup,
through a tube made to represeat in appearnnce a;
candle,

The Iast scientific toy is in the shape of somc,
cigar-holders made of paper and quile, each,
showing a blank miedaliion, on which, however, .
a photograph is developed in a4 few moements,
when the holder is ased forits intended purpose. ,
It appears from experiment that the ammonia of,
the smoke is the developing agent, but the ex-,
aa t natare of the action has not yet been explam-
elt.

Tur NgroLs LATCH AND THR NERDLE Locx{.—-.I
We have heard  of the needic gun, but the,
needle lock rather took us by surprise. It is,
simple in its construction, as .t is composed of |
neither more nor less thaa steel wires—call,
them needle if you like—strang together on twe,
stomps atlached to the running apon which,
they revolve, and they require to be lifted by
the key to a position to admit of their being,

' Solutivn uf Probloin 6 was coirect.
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passed through certan holes s oa plate of brass'
and thus passing, carry the running bolt with
them, which catries the veal bolt,  The needles
move vbluguely. perpendicularly, laterally, and
in any direction . hence the difliculty in ruising
all the ncedles with an instrument siaultancous-
Iy to their 1eyuited positions o run thiough their
own apertures, and eseape the many traps set
for them in the shape of @ number of holes
pierced nearly halteway through the fence-plato
of the exact size to fit the needles.  Tu the move
expensive latches, as we liwve only been deserib-
ing the chenpest one, thete are protectors und
detectors,

CIESS, |

To CORRESPONDENTS,

Eenarey —In Prablem No 0, a Black [Pawn
should stand on Q X 2,

B N. C —We must apologi<c for not having correct-
ed the error 1 Problen No juearher. We takeovery
care in correcting the proof, but mistakes or otnissions
will sumetimes vccur, this being acase inpoint. Your
<ojution wus correct,

G GUST. Cacitatngs —No, Stsstill fantty . it can
be solved by htto K B sy . tdoned by B to v B 3,
&e. lave written.

1. P, Broe, Searvonti —The publication has been
madled to your address,

MEDICO, WaTERVILLE, ¢ E.—Excusge us for once,
Thauks for the
enclosures  Your previous Problem hasing as its ke
move Qto ¢ B85, adunts of asolution in firo as fol- |
lows. 1 Atto I Boch, 2 Rto K 5 date  Problem
No 71is faulty . y vur sulation, however, works equally
as well as theanthor's

PROBLEM, No. 73,
By Gro. K. CARCENTER, Tavnvrowy, N. Y,
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s G o Y AN
WITE,
Wilute to play and Mate an three moves.,

SOLUTION OF I'ROBLEN, No. 7).

;
A
A

7

BLACK. WIUITE.
T Ktite QB3 P takes Kt (best.)
2Rto QB2 p.aakes hit.

3 R Mates
'The author has averlooked a secand solution com-
mencing with h Bto K12
Game played between scon aud thrschfield. an the |
Berlin (.‘Yub.
Fvass' Gaunie

wWinrre, (Lo Biaon, JMirschaoid
11PtoK4. v 1 PtoK4 l
2 K Ktto BS. I 2QKttoll3

IBtoQ B4, 3 BtoyB 4. '
4 P o rLs, 4 Btahos Kt P
5110083 5RtoQItd !
bQBWwRY 6Ptoys !
Tl to Q4. « KRkttoB 3 ]
S P takes 1 ~ K Rttakes i
9QtQ5 S QR0 K" !
1u Q takes 2. 0 PtoQ 4.

11 B takes I*. 1L takes B,

2 QtoK 2 12 Castles @ R

13 Castles. 13 Q Bto Wtd.

13 BtoQ Kt2 14 B takes It

15 ¢ takes BB, ) 10 g takes Q.

16 1’ takes 16 Rttahes I° '
17 Ktto R I"RtoQ 8

18 QRtoQsq. 13K RtoQ=q f
19 1 takes R, t 19 1 takes K.

2 1°to QBS &J]{tol\tﬂk-.h.. i
21 KtoR Rq 12! Ketskna b 89

2 BB | 2 ROKtS

23 Btoh 3. . | ZBPwwQB4A.
231 Rto Q Kt e, , #¥BtoKS.

And must win, his1ast move iz very nest.

{Junte

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

What roufioters themost noisy tenant? ;e
voof of the mowth,

When ig a setmou hike a tound shot? When
it comes (rom o canon's moutl,

An Awmerican aptly described » gentleman'
park ns ¢ Nature without hee hair combed,”

Never zet yoursell up for a musician just be.
cause you have gotn drum in your ear ; nor be-
lieve you are cut out n school teacher merely
because you have a pupil in your eye.

‘I'ur: Lovpest Tmxe Gorse.—Bugle Trimming,
—Purch.

Cox. nv Mr. Cappre—Why is my wife likely
to beeome a good equestrian ?—Because she's
always on the nag.

Iryou are truly benevolent and charitable, per.
haps you will, when you seo n neighbour iu dis-
tress, ask some other neighbour to help him.

# Ax India-rubber ship* exclaimed an old sai-

Yor, -who hed been listening to a description of .

such s proposed invention. ¥ that would never
do, beeause it wounld rub out all the lines of Iati-
tude and longtitude, to say nothing of the equa-
tor!”

A Hixt~If your sister, while tenderly enga.
ged 1 a tender couversation with her tender
swectheart, agks you to bring a glass of water
from an adjoining room, you can start on the er-
rand, but you need not return.  You will not be
missed, that's certrin~—wo've seen it tried. Don't
forget this, 1ittle boy.

TasLe or INTerkst.—The dinuer table.

“ Poor Dick! how sadly he is altered since

his marringe!” remarked one friend to another.
—¢ Why, yes, of course,” replied the other;
** directly a man's neek is in the nuptial noose,
every one must sce that he's a haltered person,’

A #Pawgv” Scor.—A shrewd old Scotch
M.P. used to say the proper time for asking for
an appointment from a minister was just
before o critical division. On one occasion
he canght Canning in the lobby, and mumbled
out his queries whether the matter of the tide-
waitership at Dumdurum bad becn settled yet,
Tho Minister cannot attend to such business
until the great question is decided, and ends

the colloquy, ns he supposes, with, “and of

course, Mr. , We count upon your vote.”

Mr, —— caunot honestly leavesuch an impres- -

sion. * The fauct is, Mr. Canning, I amso con-
cerned for the fate of that puir {atherless Jaddie,
that really, unlessI feel sorc assurance, I can-

not get my mind into a proper train for consid-

ering so large a qunestion.”

' No Axiturr Durar.”—Iu former days, when °:

roads wero bad, and vehicles were almost un-

Known, an old laird was returning from » supper 5

party, with his lady mounted behind him on
horseback. On erossing the River Urr, ata ford
at a pointwhere it joins the sea, the old lady

reached his door, when of course there was
an  immediate scarch made. The party
who were despatched in quest of her, arcived
just in time to find ber remonstraling with the
advancing tide, which trickled into her mouth,
in these words, » No anther drap, neither het
nor cauld.”

; @ropped off, but was not missed until her busband ., ;

MEWS FOR TR NTRSERY.~W € aro informed that

an eaterprising American publisher {3 abont to ’

bring out a volumae of nursery literature, in
nhich the stories and rhymes of the ¢ exploded
old country ~ will be adapted to the tastes and
understandings of young America.
this e shall veoture on a version in prose of
Rampty Dumpty, - Hampty Dampty sot hisself
on o tall rail. Humpty Dumpty dropt of his.
pearch—ker-souash, And all the equipages,
and all the liscried menials of an ¢ffete monarch-
ical system was just & one- hoss affair as regar-

; ded the sottin’ of that uafort'net cuss on that

everlastin’ il agaic. ! Moral :—The skreckin
bird of Freedgm what roosts on the zenith, with
his bead tied up in the star-spangled bannet, ra-
ther kalklates that_monarchy is plaged ouf
some I"—Fun, .

‘
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