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HISTORY OF THE WAR

BETWEEN GREAT BRITAIN AND THE
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA,

DuriNG THE YEARS 1812, 1813, aAnp 1814.

CIHAPTER XIV.
For some time before the expedition against
Fort Mcigs and Fort
Stephenson, of which
the result was so dis-
astrous, General Proctor had found himself
scriously embarrassed by the difficulty of
finding food for the large number of Indians
who had flocked to his standard. The stores
of provisions along the Detroit, which would
have amply sufficed for the demand of his own
troops, and even of the Indian warriors, were
soon exhausted by the necessity of providing
food, as well for these claimants, as for the
families of the Indians. Other circumstances,
too, conspired to increase the difficulty : the
absence of the militia from their homes had
materially diminished the supply to be ex-
pected from the spring crops, as these had,
in & great measure been neglected. The
American command of the lake precluded all
hope of supplies by water, and transportation
ofstores by land, adequate to meet the demand,
was altogether out of the question. The only
hope, then, lay in the arrival of such reinforce-
ments from the Lake Ontario fleet as would
enable Captain Barclay to open the navigation
of the lake to the “ritish. The expectation of
all was directed to this point, but neither

Situation of General
Proctor in the west.

guns nor men appeared, meanwhile the exi-
gence became hourly more pressing. The
Detroit was, however, launched, the forts
werc dismantled to meet the emergency, and
these lumbering guns were fitted in the best
manner possible to suit the ports of the
Detroit, or as we should rather have said-the
ports were fitted to receive the guns, To
complete still farther this botching business.
the other four vessels were stripped of part of
their armament to complete the equipment
of the Detroit. Fifty seamen had arrived
from Ontario to man the five vessels, with an
intimation that no further assistance could be
afforded, consequently, General Proctor was
compelled to complete the manning of the
flect by a detachment of the 41st regiment.

With a flect manned and armed in this
manner, Captain Barclay feund himself com-
pelled by the pressure of circumstances
to sally forth upon the lake on the 9th
September, to meet a well-provided and
almost doubly superior force, The result
may be easily anticipated, on the momning of
the 10th, the ficets met, and after a bloody
and hard struggle, during which, in spite of
of all advantages, victory secmed to declare
herself on the side of the British, the whole
British squadron was captured~—Captain Bar-
clay's letter gives & truthful account of the
affair,

His Majesty’s late Ship Detroit,
Put-ir Bay, Lake Erie, Sept. 22d.

Sir,—The Iast letter T had the honor of
writing to you, dated the 6th instant, I in-
formed you, that unless certain intimation
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was received of more seamen on their way to
Ambherstburg, I should be obliged to sail
with the squadron, deplorably manned as
it was, to fight the ecnemy (who blockaded
the port,) to enable us to get supplies of pro-
visions and stores of every description; so
perfectly destitute of provisions was the port,
that there was not a day's flour in the store,
and the squadron under my command were
on half allowance of many things, and when
that was done there was no more. Such
were the motives which induced Major-gene-
ral Proctor (whom by your instructions I was
directed to consult, and whose wishes I was
enjoined to execute, as far as related to the
good of the country,) to concur in the neces-
sity of a battie being risked under the many
disadvantages which I laboured, and it now
remains for me, a most m¢lancholy task, to
relate to you the unfortunate issue of that
battle, as well as the many untoward circum-
stances that led to the event, No intelli-
geuce of seamen having arrived, I sailed on
the 9th instant, fully expecting to meet the
enemy next morning, as they had been seen
among the islands; nor was I mistaken;
soon after daylight they were seen in motion
in Put-in-bay, the wind was then at S. W.
and light, giving us the weather-gage. I
bore up for them, in hopes of bringing
them to action among the islands, but that
ilitention was soon frustrated, by the wind
suddenly shifting to the south-east, which
brought the enemy directly to windward. The
line was formed according to a given plan, so
that each ship might be supported against
the superior force of the two brigs opposed
to them. About ten the enemy had cleared
the islands, and immediately bore up, under
easy sail, in & line abreast, each brig being
also supported by the small vessels. Ata
quarter before twelve I commenced the ac-
tion, by giving a few long guns; about a
quarter past, the American Commodore, also
supported by, two schooners, one carrying
four long twelve-pounders, the otheralong 32
and 24-pounder, came to close action with
the Detroit; the other a brig of the enemy,
apparently destined to engage the Queen
Charlotte, supported in like manner by two
schooners, kept so far to windward as to ren-
der the Qneen Charlotte's 20-pounder carron-
ades useless, while she was with the Lady

-

Prevost, exposed to the heavy and destrue-
tive fire of the Caledonia and four other
schooners, armed with long and heavy guus,
like those I have already described. Too
soon, alas! was I deprived of the services of
the noble and intrepid Captain Finnis, who
soon after the commencement of the action
fell, and with him fell my greatest support:
soon after, Licutenant Stokoe of the Queen
Charlotte, was struck senseless by a splinter.,
which deprived the whole country of his ser-
vice at this very critical period. Provincial
Lieutenant Irvine, who then had charge of
the Queen Charlotte, behaved with great
courage, but his experience was much too
limited to supply the place of such an officer
as Captain Finnis, hence she proved of far
less assistance than I expected.

The action continued with great fary until
half-past two, when I perceived my opponent

-drop astern, and a boat passing from him to

the Niagara (which vessel was at this time
perfectly fresh,) the American commodore,
seeing that as yet the day was against him,
(his vessel having struck soon after he left
her,) and also the very defenceless state of
the Detroit, which ship was now a perfect
wreck, principally from the raking fire of the
gun boats, and also that the Queen Charlotte
was in such a situation that I could receive
very little assistance from her, and the Lady
Prevost being at this time too far to leeward
from her rudder being injured, made a noble
and alas! too successful an effort to regain it,
for he bore up, and, supported by his small
vessels, passed within pistol shot, and took a
raking position on our bow; nor could I pre-
vent it, as the unfortunate situation of the
Queen Charlotte prevented us from wearing ;
in attempting it we fell on board her. My
gallant Lieutenant Garland was now mortally
wounded, and myself so severely, that I'was
obliged to leave deck. Manned as the squad-
ron was, with not more than fifty British sea-
mep, the rest & mixed crew of Gmduns
and soldiers, ‘who were totally uanuunted
with such service, rendered theloss-of officers
more sensibly felt, and nevcr in any action
was the loss more severe; every officer
commanding_ vessels, and their seconds, were
either killed or wounded so severely. 8 to be
unable to keep the deck. Lieut. Buchan, of
the Ltdy Prevost, bebaved most nobly, and
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did everything which a brave and experienced
officer could do in a-vessel armed with twelve
pound carronades, against vessels carnying
long guns. I regret to state that he was
severely wounded. Lieut. Biguall, of the
Dover, commanding the Hunter, displayed the
greatest intrepidity ; but his guns being small
{two, four, and six pounders) he could be of
much less service than he wished. Every
officer in the Detroit, behaved in the most ex-
emplary manner. Lieut. Inglis-showed such
calm intrepidity, that I was fully convinced
that, on leaving the deck, I left the ship
in excellent hands; and for an account
of the battle, after that, I refer you to
his letter which he wrote me, for your in-
formation.

Mr Hoffimeister, purser of the Detroit, nobly
volunteered his services on deck, and behaved
in 2 manner that reflects the highest credit
on him. Iregret to add, that he is very se-
verely wounded in the knee. Provincial Lient.
Purvis, and the military officers, Lieutenants
Garden, of the Royal Newfoundland Rangers,
and O’Keefe, of the 41st regiment, behavedin
a manner which excited my warmest appro-
bation; the few British seamen I had behaved
with their usual intrepidity, and aslongas1
was on deck, the troops behaved with & calm-
ness and courage worthy of a more fortunate
iasue to their exertions. .

The weather-gage gave the enemy a prodi-
glous advantage, as it enabled them not only
to choose their position, but their distance
slso, which they did in such s manner as to
prevent the carranades of the Queen Char-
lotte and Lady Prevost from having much
effect; while their long guns did great
execution, particularly against the Queen
Oharlotte. Capt. Perry has behaved ina
most humane and attentive mavuer, not only
to myself and officers, but to all the wounded.
Ltrust that although unsuccessful, you will
approve of themotiveg that induced me to sail
under somany disadvantages,.and that it may:
be hereafter proved that under such circum-
stances, the honor of his Majesty's flag has;
not been tarnished. T enclose the list of kil-
led and wounded.

T have the honor to be &o.
(Signed)
R, H. Barclay, Commander,
andlate Senior officer.

In our notes,* Commodore Perry’s official

letter will be found. This letter we have

very little fault to find with, except that it
contains no allusion whatever to the bravery
evinced by Capt. Barclay and his-very infzrior
force. This inferiority will at once be seen
when we give the weight of metal-thrown by
the American guns, and their number of
men, in opposition to the Britsh force.
Americans, British.
Weight of metal....lbs 928..........450
No. of men..ceeceees..b80..........845

Commodore Perry's acknowledgment of
this circumstance, although it might have
lessened somewhat his claim to a Nelsonic

® . 8. Schr. Ariel, Put-in-Bay,13th Sept. 1818,

Sir,—In my last, I informed you that we had
captured the enemy's fleet, on this lake, I have
now the honor to give you the most important
particulars of the action :—On the morning of the
10th instant, at sun-rise, they were discovered
from Put-in-Bay, where I lay at anchor, with the
squadron under my command. We got under
weigh, the wind light at S. E. which brought us to
windward ; formed the line, and bore up. At
fifteen minutes before twelve, the enemy com-
menced firing ; at five minutes before twelve, the
action commenced on our part. Finding their
fire very destructive, owing to their long gun
andits being mostly directed attheSt. Lawrence,
made ssil, and directed the other vessels to
follow, for the purpose of closing with the enemy
—every brace and bow line being soon shot
away, she became unmanageable, notwithstanding
the great exertions of the sailing-master. In this
situation, she sustained the action upwards of
two hours, within canister distance, until every
gun wag rendered useless, and the greater part
of the crew either killed or wounded. _Finding
she could no longer annoy the enemy, I left her
in charge of Lieut. Yarnell, who, I was convinced,
from the bravery salready displayed by him,
would do what would comport with the honor of
the flag. At half past two, the wind springing
up, Captain Elliot was enabled to bring his
vessel, the Niagara, gallantly into close action ; I
immediately went on board of her, when he
anticipated my wish, by volunteering to -bring
she schooners, which had been kept astern by
the lightness of the wind, into close action.

It was with unspeakable pain that X saw, zoon
after I got on board of the Nisgara, the flag of'
1theSt. Lawrence come down ; altbough I was per-
fectly sensible that she had been defended to the
Jast, and-that to have continued to make a show
of resistance, would ‘have been a wanton sacrifice
of the remains of her brave crew, Butthe enemy
was not able to take possession of her, and cir-
cumstances soon permitted herflag agsin to be
hoisted. At forty-five minutes' past' two, the
signal was made for * close action ;” the Nisgara
being very little injured, I determined. to pass
through the enemy’s line—bore up, and passed’
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victory, would certainly have raised him in
the opinion of every candid reader,

A careful examination of the circumstances
oonnccted with this affair, proves that Capt.
Barclay lost the day from two causes; the
first, that of not being in a position to take
possession of the St. Lawrence when she
struck ; the second, the unfortunate loss of
the few naval officers on board the fleet. This
fact was particularly dwelt upon in the
sentence of the court martial which was held
on Capt. Barclay and the surviving officers

and seamen. We transcribe the sentenoe
pronounced by the court, of which Admiral
E. J. Foote was president :

“That the capture of his Majesty’s late
squadron was caused by the very defective
means Capt. Barclay possessed to equip them
on Lake Erie ; the want of a sufficient number
of able seamen, whom he had repeatedly and
carnestly requested of Sir James Yco to be
sent to him ; the very great superiority of the
enemy to the British squadron; and the un-
fortunately early fall of the superior officers in

shead of their two ships, and a brig, givinga
raking fire to them, from the starboard guns and
to & large schooner, and sloop, from the larboard
side, at half pistol-shot distance. The smaller
vessels, at this time, having got within grape
and canister distance, under the direction of
Capt. Elliot, and keeping up a well directed fire,
the two ships, a brig, and a schooner and sloop
making a vain attempt to escape.

Those officers and mea, who were immediately
under my observation, evinced the greatest
gallantry; and, I have no doubt but all others
conducted themselves as became American
officers and seamen, Licut. Yarnell, 1st of the
St. Lawrence, although several times wounded,
refused to quit the deck. Midshipman Forest,
(doing duty as Lieutenant,) and sailing master
Taylor, were of great assistance to me. I have
great paig, in stating to you the death of Lieut.
Brook, of the marines, and Midshipman Lamb,
both of the St. Lawrence, and Midshipman John
Clark, of the Scorpion ; they were valuable and
promising officers. Mr. Hamilton, Purser, who
voluntecred hig services on deck, was severely
woundedd, late in the action. Midshipman Claxton,
and Swartwout, of the St. Lawrence, were severely
wounded. Onboard of the Niagara, Lieutenants
Smith and Edwards, and Midshipman Webster,
(doing duty a3 sailing master,) behaved in a very
handsome manner. Captain Brevoort, of the
army, who acted as a volunteer, in the capacity
of a marine officer, on board that vessel, is an
excellent and brave officer; and, with his
musketry, did great exccution. Lieut. Turner,
commanding the Caledonia, brought that veasel
into action in the most able manner, and is an
officer, in all situations, that may be relied on.

The Ariel, Lieut. Packet, and Scorpion, sailing
master Champlin were enabled to get carly into
action, and were of great service. Captain Elliot
speaks in the highest terms of Mr. Magrath,
purser, who had been dispatched in a boat, on
service, previous to my getting on board the
Niagara; and, being a seaman, since the action
has rendered essential service in taking charge of
-one of the prizess

Of Captain Elliot, already so well known to the
government, it would be almost supertluous to
speak :—in this action, he evinced his character-
istic bravery and jndgmem.; and, since the close
-of the action, bas given me the most able and
-gssential assistance,

I have the honor to enclose you a return of
the killed and wounded, together with a state-
ment of the relative force of the squadrons. The
Cuptain -aud 1st Lieutenant of the Queen Char-
lotte, and 1st Licut. of the Detroit, were killed.
Captain Barclay, senior officer, and the com-
mander of the Lady Prevost, severely wounded.
The commander of the Hunter and Chippewa,
slightly wounded. Their loss, in killed and
wounded, I have not been able to ascertain; it
must, however have been very great.

T have caused the prisoners, taken on the 10th
inst. to be landed at Sandusky ; and have re-
quested Gen. Harrison to have them marched to
Chillicothe, and there wait, until your pleasure
shall be known respecting them.

The St. Lawrence has been so entirely cut up, it
is absolutely necessary she shonld go into a safe
harbor ; I have, therefore, directed Licut, Yarnell
to proceed to Erie, in her, with the wounded of
the fleet; and dismantle, and get her over the
bar, as soon as possible.

The two ships, in a heavy sea, this day at
unchor, lost their maats, being much injured in
the action. I shall haul them into the inner bay,
at this place, and moor them for the present.
The Detroit is a remarkably fine ship; andis
very strongly built; the Queen Charlotte isa
much superior vessel to what has been repre-
sented ;—the Lady Prevost is a large, fine
schooner.

Ialso beg your instructions, respecting tbe
wounded ; I am satisfied, sir, that whatever steps
I might take, governed by humanity, would
meet your approbation ;—under this jimpression,
I have taken upon myself to promise Captain
Barclay, who is very dangerously wounded, that
he shall be landed as near Lake Ontario as
possible ; and, I had no doubt, you would allow
me to parole him3 heis under the impression,
that nothing but leaving this part of the country
will eave his life. There is also a number of
Canadians . among the prisoners—many whe
bave families,

I have the honor, &c.,

0. H. Pxray.
Hon. W. Jones, Sec. Navy.

The Return above alluded to by Commodore
Perry, admits the American loss to have been
twenty-seven killed, and ninety-six wounded—
total one hundred and twenty-three.
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the action. That it appeared that the preatest
exertions had been made by Captain Barclay,
in equipping and getting into order the vessels
under his command ; that he was fally justi-
fied, under the existing circumstances, in
bringing the cnemy to action; that the judg-
ment and gallantry of Capt. Barclay in taking
his squadron into action, and during the
contest, were highly conspicuous, and entitled
him to the highest praise ; and that the whole
of the officers and men of his Majesty’s late
squadron conducted themselves in the most
gallant manner; and the court did adjudge
the said Captain Robert Henry Barclay, his
surviving officers and men, to be most fully
and honorably acquitted.”

A great deal of bombastive ncnsense was
drculated by the American press on the
subject of Commodore Perry’s  victory,” and
loud was the crowing, but even this was not
recompense enough for a grateful country, a
resolution was therefore passed in the Senate
and Kouse of Representatives to the following
effect :

“That the thanks of Congress be, and the
same are hereby presented to Captain Oliver
Hazard Perry, and through him to the officers,
petty officers, seamen, marines, and infantry
serving as such, attached o the squadron
under his command, for the decisive and
GLORIOUS victory gained on Lake Erie on the
10th Sept., in the year 1813, ovER A BRITISH
SQUADRON OF SUPERIOR FORCE.”

In reference to the “ superior force® it is
plain that Congress had no grounds whatever
for this part of their resolution. No where in
Commodore Perry's letter will there be found
the slightest allusion to a “superior force,”
and Yankee commanders were not generally
backward in asserting their full claim, and
generally much more than their just claims,
to the admiration and gratitude of their
countrymen. Not even in the ready tool of
government, the official organ at Baltimore,
is there to be found such assertions as could
warrant the addition of this sentence. The
thanks of Congress were not, however, deemed
sufficient, so the following farther resolutions
were unanimously passed :

¢ Resolved, That the president of the United
States be requested to cause gold medals to
be struck, emblematical of the action between
the two squadrons, and to present them to

Captain Perry and Captain Jesse D. Elliot, in
such manner as will be most honorable te
them, and that the president be farther re-
quested to present a silver medal with suitable
emblems and devices to each of the com-
missioned officers either of the navy or army
serving on board, and a sword to each of the
midshipmen and sailing masters who so nobly
distinguished themselves on that memorable
day.

 Resolve?, That the president of the
United States be requested to present a silver
medal with like emblems and devices to the
nearest male relative of Lieutenant Jno
Brooks of the marines, and a sword to the
nearest male relative of midshipmen Henry
Lamb, and Thomas Claxton, Junior, and to
communicate to them the deep regret which
Congress feels for the loss of those gallant
men, whose names ought to live in the recol-
lection and affection of a grateful couniry,
and whose conduct ought to be regarded as
an example to future generations.”

From the last resolution it would appear
that Congress thought that honor and medals
were sufficient rewards for officers, but that
petty officers and seamen not being actuated
by the same high spirit, required something
more substantial. It was, therefore, resolved,
“That three months' pay be allowed, excla-
sively of the common allowance, to all the
petty officers, scamen, marines and infantry,
serving as such, who so gloriously supported
the honor of the American flag under the
orders of their gallant commanders on that

signal occasion.” .
This was a curious distinction to make in &

country like the United States, when by the
constitution all men are declared to be borm
free and equal.

We have seen how ihe American Govern-
ment rewarded their countrymen, let us now
enquire into the reward obtained by Captain
Barclay from his country, what recompense
was made to him for the noble and chivalrous
spirit which urged him to seek an enemy two-
fifths his superior. Captain Barclay’s appear-
ance at the Court Martial is represented te
have drawn tears from the spectators, se
mutilated was he. One arm he had lost
previously, the second was so badly wounded
by a grape shot, that it required artificial
support, besides this he had received several
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flesh body wounds. It will scarcely be believed
that, notwithstanding the flattering sentence
of the court, and the severity of his wounds,
Japtain Barclay was only promoted to post
rank in 1824, or nearly eleven years after the
action,
With the loss of the British fleet vanished
all prospect of supplies
cither of men or pro-
visions,and consequently
50 hope remained that cffectual resistance
eould be offered to the advance of the enemy,
or to his occupation not unly of the Michigan
territory, but also the western portion of the
peninsula. In fact Proctor wasat once reduced
to the necessity of abandoning all his posi-
tions beyond Lake Eric, and by this abandon-
ment he ran the farther risk of being deserted
by his Indian allies, Already had a vast
number of boats been collected by the Ameri-
cang, for the purpose of conveying the troops,
who had assembled, in the neighbourhood of
Forts Sandusky and Meigs, to the number of
ten thousand men, across the lake, now that
their success had left them undisputed masters
in that quarter, when General Proctor found
it essential to the safety of his troops to take
immediate measures for a retreat. A council
of war was held, and the Indian chiefs invited.
At this council, General Proctor, after an
exposition of the numerieal strength of his
force, of their position without provisions or
other supplics, and the impracticability of
procuring the actual necessaries for supporting
life, proposed that, as it was utterly impossible
to prevent the landing of the enemy in over-
whelming force, the forte of Detroit and
Amherstburg, together with the various public
buildings, should be destroyed, and that
the troops and Indians should retire on the
centre division at Niagara. It is much to be
deplored that this proposition was not acted
upon, and that General Proctor suffered him-
self to be induced by Tecumseth’s mingled
reproaches and entreaties to change his pur-
pose. Tecumseth's speech, which follows,
is said to have been delivered with great
energy, and to have produced the most start-
ling effect on his brother Indians, who are
described to have started up to & man, bran-
dishing their tomabawks in 8 most menacing
manner :—
¢ Father,—(he thundered,) listen to your

Consequences of Per-
rY's victory.

children, you see them now all before you.
The war before this, our Britlsh father, gave
the hatchet to his red children when our old
chiefs were alive. They are now all dead. In
that war our father was thrown on his back
by the Americans, and our father took them
by the hand without our knewledge, and we
dre afraid our father will do so again at this
time.

“Summer before last, when I came for~
ward with my red brethren and was ready to
take up the hatchet in favour of our Uritish
father, we were told not to be in & hurry—
that he had not yet determined to fight the
Americans,

“Listen! When war was declared, our
father stood up and gave us the tomahawk,
and told us he was now ready to strike the
Americans—that he wanted our assistancey
and he certainly would get us our lands back,
which the Americans had taken from us,

¢ Listen! You told us at the same time to
bring forward our families to this place—we
did se, and you promised to take care of
them, and that they should want for nothing,
while the men would go to fight the enemy—~—
that we were not to trouble ourselves with
the enemy’s garrisons—that we knew nothing
about them, and that our father would attend
to that part of the business. You also told
your red children that you would take good
care of your garrison here, which made our
hearts feel glad.

“Listen! When we last went to the
Rapids, it is true we gave youlittle assistance,
1t is hard to fight people who live like ground-
hogs.

¢ Father—Listen! Our fleet has gone out ;
we know they have fought; we have heard
the great guns ; but we know nothing of what
has happened to our father with one arm.
Our ships have gone one way and we are
much astonished to see our father tying up
everything and preparing to run away the
other, without letting his red children know
what his intentions are.  You always told us
to remain here and take care of our lands; it
made our hearts glad to hear that was your
wish. Our great father, the king, is the
head, and you represent him. You always
told us you would never draw your foot off
British ground ; but now, father, we see you
are drawing back, and we are sorry to sce our
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father doing so without secing the enemy.
We rust compare our father's conduct to a
fat animal, that carries its tdil upon its back,
bist when afrighted, it drops it bétween its
tegs and runs off.

“Listen Father!—The Ameficans have not
yet defeated its by land; nieither afe We sure
that they have doio so by water; we there
fore wish to remain hdre, and fight our
should they fmake théir appearance.
If they detent us we Will then retrest with
our fathier.

¢ At the battle of the Rapids, last war, the
Aincricins certainly defeated us; and when
we retreated to our Tathier’s fort at that place,
the gatés were shut against us. We were
afraid that it would now be the case; but
instead of that we now sce our British father
prepating to march out of his garrison,

“Father! You have got the arms and
ammunitior which our great father sent for his
red children. If you have any idea of going
away, give them to us, and you may go in
welcome, for us. OQur lives are in the hands
of the Great Spirit. We are determined to
defend our lands, and if it is his will, we wish
to leave our bones upon them.”

The scene that ensued is described to have
been of the most imposing character. Rich-
ardson’s account says—* The Council room
was & large lofty building, the vaulted roof of
which echoed back the wild yell of the Indi-
ans, while the threatening attitude and diver-
sified costume of these latter formed a striking
contrast with the calm demeanor and military
garb of the officers grouped around tke walls,
The most prominent feature in the pxcture,
bowever, was Tecumseth. Habited in a
close leather dress, his athletic proportions
were admirsbly delineated, while alarge plume
of white ostrich feathers, by which he was
generally distinguished, overshadowing his
brow, aad contrasting with the darkuess of
his complexxon, and the brilliancy of his black
and piercing eye, gave & singularly wxld and
terrific expression to his features. It was evi-
dent that he could be terrible.”

After some opposition General Proctor pre-
vailed on Tecumseth ard his brother chiefs to
duserit to a second proposal, viz, to retire on
the Moravian village, distant nearly Half- -way
between Amherstburg and the outposts of the

centre division, and there await the approach
of the enemy.

This course of action having been decided
oh, the troops were immediately set about de-
stroying the fortifications, and various public
buildings in Detroit and Amherstburg, and
these places presented for some time a scene
of cruel desolation. All stores thit it was
deerned impossible to move were committed
to theflames. The work of demolition having
been completed, and the bagpage waggons
and boats sént on in advance, the troops com-
menced their march; and never was a march
set cut on, under more dispiriting circum-
stances.

The situation of the men was deplorable
in the extreme; they had been for some time
on short allowance; and even their pay had
not been regularly received. Arrears were
due, to some for six, and to others for nine
monthis. A Canidizn winter was fast ap-
proaching, and few of the troops had blan-
kets; to all greatcoats were a luxury quite
unknown. The same privations which they
had experienced during the winter of 1812
were, therefore, likely to be doubly felt during
the coming season. To all these real hard-
ships was joined the painful certainty that the
families of many of the militia were exposed
to similar privations at home,

Under these circumstances, the troopscom-

menced their retreat towards the end of Sep-
tember, and proceeded up the Thames, ariver
navigable for small cra€t, up which the boats
had already preceded them. On the 27th
the American fleet, *composed of sixteen
vessels of war and upwards of oaie hundred
boats,” received on board General Harrison’s
divigion, and latded it, cn the afternoon of the
same day, at a point three miles below Am-
herstburg, which post was reached just three
days after it bad been evacuated by the
British.
The two armies, numerically considered,
stood thus—The British retreating force con-
sisted of about eight hundred and thirty men,
exclusive of five bhundred Indisns; the Ame-
ricans mustered fuily flve thousand men.

‘We have adopted James's statement of the
Anmerican force, as he seems to have been at
muchi troiible in airiving atsomething like the
tristh.  * The niimber of Ameérican troops,™
says James, “with which Genéral Harrison

4
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so0 sanguinely expected to overthrow General
Proctor’s army does not appear, either in
Gencral Harrison's letter or in any of the Am-
erican accounts, minute as they are in other
less important particulars, Perhaps, by put-
ting together such items of numbers as, in
the general plan of concealment, may have
escaped the notice of the different editors,
we shall get within oNE or Two thousands that
landed below Amherstburg * without opposi-
tion.””

By following out this plan, James has ar-
rived at the number which we have adopted
above.

The British movements were extremely
slow, as they appear to have been encum-
bered with a very unnecessary amount of
baggage, and, when they arrived at the
Moravian village, the pursuing party was but
a few leagues behind.

This village, situated on a small pluin,
offeved every facility for defence, being skirted
on one side by a thick wood highly favorable
to the operations of the Indians, and on the
other by the Thames, while immediately in
front, a deep ravine, covered with brushwood,
and capable of being commanded by artillery,
presented an obstacle peculiarly unfavorable
to the passage of cavairy, of which a large
portion of the advancing columns consisted.

It is impossible to understand the motives
which could have induced General Proctor to
abandon his original plan of making a stand
at this point, and withdrawing his troopsinto
the heart of 2 wood. It could scarcely have
besn that he expected by this means to render
the cavalry, of which reports averred the
major portion of the pursuing force to consist,
comparatively useless, as, had even General
Proctor been ignorant of the material out of
which the American cavalry was formed, the
Indians were not in the same state of ignor-
ance, and there can be very little doubt but
that this very point was discussed at the meet-
ing, when Tecumseth urged the impolicy of a
retreat,

In General Harrison's despatch* he says,

® From major-gen. Harrison to the American
aecrelary at war.
Head-quarters, Detroit, Oct. 9th, 1813,
Sir,—In my letter from Sandwich of the 30th
ultimo, I did myself the honor to inform you that
I was preparing to pursue the enemy the follow-

the American backwoodsman rides better
than any other people; a musket or rifle is
no impediment, he being accustomed to
carty them on horseback from his earliest
youth, The Indians knew this as well as
General Harrison, and it is not probable but
that they put General Proctor in possession of
the fact—so acute an observer as Tecumseth
was not likely to leave his commander in the
dark on so important a point. The British
regulars on the other hand were just as ill
suited for this irregular kind of bush fight-
ing, whexe their tactics and previous training
would be useless, as their opponents were
the reverse. Taking, then, all these points
into consideration general Proctor’s manceuvres
are'more and more difficult to be accounted
for, especially when we remember that all
his former operations had been marked by
decision and clear-sightedness. Richardson
who was present at the battle, says “on the
5th, at one o'clock in the afterncon, we were
within two miles of the Moiavian village, but
in defiance of that repeated experince which
should have taught us the hopelessness of
combating a concealed enemy, the troops
were ordered to defile into the heart of a
wood, not very close it is true, yet through
the interstices of which it was impossible for
the view to extend itselfto a distance of more
than twenty paces, much less to discover ob-
jects bearing so close a resemblance to the
bark and foliage of the trees and bushes, as
the costume of the Americans; whereas on
the contrary, the glaring red of the British
troops formed a point, in relief, on which the .
eye could not fail to dwell.”

James does not seem to consider the
position to have been unfavourable. He says
‘“this position was considered an excellent
one; as the encmy, however numerous his
force could not turn the flank of the British,
or present a more extended front than
theirs,” we are rather pleased to be able to
bring forward even so slight & palliation as
James’ opinion, of that unlucky affair, we
have not been able to find in any other in-

ing day. From various causes, however, I was
unable $0 put the troops in motion until the
morning of the 22nd inst., and then to take with
me only about 140 of the regular troops—John-
son’s mounted regiment, and such of governor
Selby's volunteers as were fit for a rapid march,
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stance, even the shadow ot an excuse offered.
Christic says ‘this disaster to the British
arms, seems not to have bean palliated by
these precautions, and the presence of mind,
which, even in defeat reilect lustre on a com-
mander. The bridge and roads in the rear
of the retreating army were left entire, while
its progress was retarded by a useless and
cnmbrous load of baggage, Whether the
omission sprang from an erroneous contempt
of the enemy, or from disobedience of the
orders of the commanding officer is not well

understood.” We are however anticipating,
as we have not yet given an account of the
battlo, if we may so call it

The disposition of the troopsis a point disputed
One author asserts that theline formed an ob-
tuse angle; Thompson, that the line was
straight.  Christie strange to say gives a8
Proctor’s position, the identical one which
we have been lamenting that he did not oo~
cupy. Richardson was present on the
occasion, as he was taken prisoner on the
field of battle; following him, therefore, we

the whole amounting to about 3500 men. To
general M*‘Arthur, (with about 700 effectives) the
protecting of this place and the sick was com-
mitted; general Cass's brigade, and the corps of
lieutenant-col. Ball were left at Sandwich, with
orders to follow me as soon as the men received
their knapsacks and blankets, which had been
left on an island in Lake Erie.

The unavoidable delay at Sandwich was at-
tended with no disadvantage to us. General
Proctor had posted himself at Dalson’s, on the
right side of the Thames, (or Trench) 56 miles
from this place, which I wasinformed he intended
to fortify, and wait to receive me. He must have
believed, however, that I had no disposition to
follow him, or that he had secured my continu-
ance here, by the reports that were circulated
that the Indians would attack and destroy this
place upon the advance of the army, as he ne-
glected the breaking up the bridges until the
night of the 3nd instant. On that night our
army reached the river, which is 25 miles from
Sandwich, and is one of four streams crossing our
route, over all of which are bridges; and they
being deep and muddy, are r. .dered unfordable
for a considerable distance into the country,
The bridge here was found entire; and in the
morning I proceeded with Johnson's regiment to
save, it possible, the others. At the second
bridge, over a branch of the river Thames, we
were fortunate enough to capture a lieutenant of
dragoons and 11 privates, who had been sent by
general Proctor to destroy them. From the pri-
soners, I learned that the third bridge was broken
up, and that the enemy had no certain informa-
tion of our advance. The bridge having been
imperfectly destroyed, was soon repaired, and
the army encamped at Drake’s Farm, four miles
below Dalson’s.

The river Thames, along the banks of which
our route lay, is a fine deep stream, navigable
for vessels of a considerable burthen, after the
passage of the bar at its mouth, over which there
is six and a hall feet of water.

The baggage of the army was brought from
Detroit in boats, protected by three gun-boats,
which conmodore Perry had furnished for the
purpose, as well as to cover the passage of the
army over the Thames, or the mouths of its tri-
butary streams; the bank being low and the
country generally (prairies) as far as Dalson’s,
these vessels were well calculated for that purpose

- Above Dalson’s, however, the character ofthe riv-

er and adjacent country is considerably changed.
The former, though still deep, i3 very narrow,
and its banks high and woody. The commodore
and myself, therefore, agreed upon the propriety
of leaving the boats under the guard of 150 in-
fantry ; and I determined to trust to fortune and
the bravery of my troops to effect the passage
of the river. Below a place called Chatham,
and four miles above Dalson’s, is the third un-
fordable branch of the Thames; the bridge over ,
its mouth had been taken up by the Indians, as
well as that at M‘Gregor’s Mills, one mile above.
Several hundred of the Indians remained to dis-
pute our passage; and upon the arrival of the
advanced guard, commenced & heavy fire from
the opposite bank of the creek, as well as that of
the river. Believing that the whole force of the
enemy was there, I halted the army, formed in
order of battle, and brought up our two 6-pound-
ers to cover the party that were ordered to cover
the bridge. A few shot from those pieces soon
drove off the Indians, and enabled us in two
hours to repair the bridge and cross the troops.
Colonel Johnson's monuted regiment, being upon
the right of the army, had seized the remains of
the bridge at the mills under a heavy fire from
the Indians, Our loss upon this occasion was
two killed, and three or four wounded; that of
the enemy was ascertained to be considerably
greater. A house near the bridge, containinga
very considerable number of muskets had been
set on fire; but it was extinguished by our
troops, and the arms saved. At the first farm
above the bridge, we found one of the enemy’s
vessels on fire, loaded with arms, ordnance, and
other valuable stores; and learned they were a
few miles a-head of us, still on the right bank of
the river. with a great body of Indians. A$
Bowles' Farm, four miles from the bridge, we
halted for the night, found two other vessels and
alarge distillery filled with ordnauce, and other
valuable stores, to an immense amount, in flamesg
it was jmpossible to put out the fire; two 24-
pounders, with their carriages, were taken, and
a large quantity of ball and shells of various
sizes. The army was put in motion early on the
morning of the 5th. I pushed on in advance
with the mounted regiment, and requested go-
vernor Shelby to follow 28 expeditiously as pose
sible with the infantry. The governor's zeal,
aud that of hia men, enabled them to keep up

\J

with the cavalry;and by nine o'clock we were at

Arnold's mills, having taken in the course of the
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may safely record that the British were
drawn up in line, in a wood, not a very great
distance from the Moravian settlement, with
the Indiuns on the right, and a six pounder
on the left,

The whole British force thus drawn up
dmounted to four hundred and seventy six.
Originally it aumbered about eight hundred
and forty—bat of these one hundred and
seventy four had been just captured in the
batteaux, and nearly one hundred and

seventy were either in the hospital or were
on duty guarding the baggage.

The American force, even by their own
admigsion, mustered tvelve hundred cavalry,
nineteen hundred and fifty infantry, and somne
one hundredand fifty Indians, thus, exclusive
of officers, out-aumbering Proctor’s force
seven-fold.  General Harrison drew up his
forces in two lines, #nd commenced the at-
tack by a simultaneous charge on both British
and Indiaus, in both cases the first eharge

morning, two gun-boats and several batteaux,
loaded with provisions and ammaunition.

A rapid bend of the river at Arnold’s mills,
affords the only fording to be met with for a con-
siderable distance ; but upon examination, it was
found too deep for the infantry. Having, how-
ever, fortunately taken two or three boats, and
some Indian canoes, on the spot, and obliging
the horsemen to take a footman behind each, the
whole were safely crossed by 12 o'elock. Eight
miles from the crossing we passed & farm, where
& part of the British troops had encamped the
night before, under the command of colonel War-
burton. The detachment with geueral Proctor
was stationed near to, and frouting the Morgvian
town, four miles higher up. Being now certainly
near the enemy, I directed the advance of John-
gon's regiment to accelerate their march for the
purpose of procuring intelligence. The officer
commanding it, in a short time, sent to inform
me, that his progress was stopped by the encmy,
who were formed across qur line of march. One of
the enemy’s waggoners being also taken prisoner,
from the information received from him, and my
own observation, assisted by some of my officers,
X soon ascertained enough of their position and
order of batile, to determine that which it was
proper for me to adopt.

I have the honour herewith to enclose you my
general order of the 27th ult. prescribing the
order of march and of battle, when the whole of
the army should act together. But as the num-
ber and description of the troops had been essen-
tially changed, since the issuing of the order, it
became nccessary to make a corresponding alter-
ation in their disposition. From the place where
our army was jast hal.ed, to the Moravian town,
4 distance of about three miles and a half, the
voad passes through a beech forest without any
clearing, and for the first two miles near to the
river. At from 2 to 300 yards from the river, a
swamp cxtends parallel to it, throughout the
whole distance. The intermediate ground is
dry, and although the trees are tolerably thick, it
isin many places clear of undcrbrush. Across
this strip of land, their 1eft appuyed upon the
river, supported by artillery placed in the wood,
their right in the swamp, covered by the whole
of their Indian force, the British troops were
drawn up.

The troops at my disposal consisted of about
120 regulars, of the 27th regiment, five brigades
of Kentucky volunteer militis-infantry, under his
excellency governor Shelby, #vetaging less than

600 men, and colonel Fchneon’s wegiment of
niounted infantry, making, in the whole an ag.
grepate something above 3000. No disposition
of an army opposed to an Indian force can be
safe, unless it is secured on the flanks and in the
rear. 1 had therefore no difficulty in arranging
the infantry conformably to my general order of
battle. Geuneral Trotter's brigade of 500 men
formed the front line, his right upon the road,
and his leit upon the swamp. General King's
brigade as a second line, 150 yards in the rear of
Trotter's; and Child’s brigade, as a corps of re-
serve, in the rear of it. These three brigades
formed the command of major-general Henry;
the whole of general Desha’s division, consisting
of two brigades, were formed en pofence upon
the left of Trotter.

Whilst I was engaged in forming theinfantry,
I had directed colonel Johuson’s regiment, which
was still in front, to form in two lines opposite to
that of the enemy ; and upon the advance of the
infantry, to take ground to the left; and, iorm-
ing upon that flank, to endeavour to turn the
right of the Indians. A moments reflection,
however, convinced me, that from the thickness
of the wood, and swampiness of the ground, they
would b¢ unable to do any thing on horsehack,
and tha. there was no time to dismount them,
and place theiv horses in security; 1 therefore
determined to oppose my left to the Indiang, and
1o break the British line, at once, by a charge
of the mounted mfantry; the measurc was not
sanctioned by any thing that I had seen or heard
of, but I was fullv convinced that it would suc-
cced. The American back-woodsmen ride better
in the woods than any other people. A musket
or rifle is no impediment, they beirng accustomed
to carry them on horseback irom their earliest
youth. I was persuaded, too, that the enemy
would be quite unprepared for the shock, and
that they could not resist it.  Conformably to
this ides, I directed the regiment to be drawn
up in close column, with its right at the distance
of 50 yards from the road, (thatit might be in
some measurs protected by the trees from the
artillery,) its left upon the swamp, and to charge
at full specd as soon as the enemy delivered their
fire. The few regular troops, under their colo-
nel, (Paul,) occupied, in column of sections of
four, the small space between the road and
the river, for the purpose of seizing the
enemy's artillery: and some 10 or 12 friendly
Indians were directed to move under the bank.
The crotchet formed by the front line and
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was repulsed, but a second decided the fate
of the day, the British troops giving way first,
and the Indians retreating on seeing the fate
of their alli¢s, we now take up Richardson.—
The result of an affair, aghinst a body of
such numerical superiority, and under such
circumstances, may easily be anticipated.—
Closely pressed on every hand, and princi-
pally by = strong corps of mounted riflemen,
the troops were finaily compelled to give way
and, completely hemmed in by theirassailants,
hHad no other alternative than to lay down
their arms—about fifty men only, with a sin-
gle officer of the regiment, (Lieut. Ballock)
contriving, when all was lost, to effect their
escape through the wood. General Proctor,
mounted on an excellent charger, and accom-
paniced by his personal staff, sought safety in
flight at the very commencement of the action
and being pursued for some hours by a
detachment of mounted Kentueky riflemen,
was in imminent danger of falling into their
hands.

The main body of the enemy, who had by
this time succeeded in breaking through our
centre, and had wheeled up, in order to take
the Indians in flank, now moved rapidly upon
us in cvery direction; so that the resistance
the light company had hitherto opposed,

was now ulterly hopeless jof any successfal
result. Persuaded, morcover, from the sud-
den cessation of the firing in that direction,
that our centre and left, (for the wood inter-
cepted them from aur view) hal been over-
come, we, at the suggestion and command of
Licutenant Ilailes, the only officer with ug,
prepared to make good eur retreat, but, in-
stead of going deeper into the wood as we
purposed, we mistook our way, and found
ourselves unexpectedly in the road ; when on
glancing to the right, we beheld, at a distance
of about five hundred yards, the main body
of our men disarmed—grouped together, and
surrounded by American troops. On turning
to the left, as we instinctively did, we saw a
strong body of cavalry coming towards us,
evidently returning from some short pursuit,
and slowly walking their horses. At the head
of these, and dressed like hismen in Kentucky
hunting frocks, was a stout elderly officer
whom we subsequently knew to be Governor
Shelby, and who, the moment he beheld us
emerging from the wood, gallopped forward
and brandishing his sword over his head, cried
out with stentorian lungs, * surrender, surren-
der, it's no use resisting, all your people are
taken, and you had better surrender.” There
was noalternative. The channel to escape had

general Desha's division, was an important point
At that place the venerable governor of Ken-
tucky was posted, who, at the age of 66, pre-
serves all the vigour of youth, the ardent zeal
which distinguished him in the revolutionary
war, and the undaunted bravery which he main-
tained at King's Mountain. With my aide de
camp the acting-assistant adjutant-general, cap-
tain Butler, my gallant friend commodore Perry
who did me the honour {o serve as my volunteer
side de camp, and brigadier general Cass, who
having no command, tendered ne his assistance,
I placed mysclf at the head of the front line of
infantry, to direct the movements of the cavalry,
and to give them the necessary support. The
army had moved on in this order but a short
distance, when the mounted mea received the
firc of the British line, and were ordered to
oharge; the horses in the front of the column
recoiled from the fire; another was given by the
euemy, and our columu at length getting into
motion, broke through the enemy with an irre-
gistible force. In one minute the contest in
front was over, the British officers secing no
hopes of reducing their disordered ranks to order
and our mounted men wheeling upon them, and
pouring in a destructive fire, immediately surren-
dered. It is certain that only three of our troops
were wounded in the charge. Upon the left,
however, the contest was more sevcre with the

Indians. Colonel Johnson, who commanded on
the flank of his regiment, received a most glling
fire from them, which was returned with great
effect. The Indians still further to the right
advanced, and fell in with our front line of in-
fantry, mnearits junction with Desha’s division,
and for a moment made some impression on it.
His exccllency governor Shelby, however,
brought up a regiment to its support, and the
enemy received asevere fire in front, and a parg
of Johnsons regiment having gained their rear,
they retreated with precipitation.  Their loss
was very considerable in the action, and many
were killed in their retreat.

I can give no satisfactory information of the
number of Indians that were in action; but there
must have been considerably upwards of 1000,~
From the documents in my possession, general
Proctor’s official letters, (a1l of which were taken)
and from the information of respectable inhabi-
tants of this territory, the Indians kept in pay by
the British were much more numerous than has
been generally supposed.  In a letter to general
De Rottenburg, of the 27th ult., general Proctor
speaks of having prevailed upon most of the
Indians to accompany him. Of these itis cer-
lt:in that 30 or 60 Wyandott warriors abandoned

im.

Tho number of our troops was certainly greater

than that of the cnemy; but when it is recols
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been closed by the horsemen in the wood, as
well as those in the road, and a surrender was
unavoidable. We accordingly moved down
to join our captured comrades, as directed by
Governor Shelby.

The most serious loss we sustained on this
occasion was that of the noble and uunfortu-
nate Pecumseth. Only a few minutes before
the clang of the American bugles was heard
ringing through the forest, and inspiriting to
action, the haughty Chieftain had passed
along our line, pleased with the manner in
which his left was supported, and seemingly
sanguine of success, He was dressed in his
usual deer skin dress, which admirably dis-
playcd his light yet sinewy figure, and in his
handkerchicef, rolled as a turban over his brow,
was placed a handsome white ostrich feather,
with which he was fond of decorating himself|
either for the IHall of Council or the battle-
field. He pressed the hand of each officer as
he passed, made some remark in Shawanee,
appropriate to the occasion, which was suffi-
ciently understood by the expressive signs
accompanying them, and then passed away
for cver fromour view. Towards the close of
the engagement, he had been personally op-
posed to Colonel Johnson, commanding the
Amcrican mounted riflemen, and having

lected that they had chosen a position, that
effectually secured their flank, which it was im-
possible for us to turn, and that we could not
present to them a line more extended than their
own, it will not be considercd arrogant to claim
for my troops the palm of superior bravery.

(Ilere follows an ecconium upon the officers
generally.)

Major Wood, of the engineers, already distis-
tinguished at Fort-Meigs, attended the army
with two 6-pounders. Having no use for them
in action, he joined in the pursuit of the enemy,
and with major Payne of the mounted regiment
two of my aides de camp, Todd and Chambers,
and three privates, continued it for several miles
after the rest of the troops had halted, and made
many prisoncrs.

I lcft the army before an official return of the
prisoners. or that of the killed and wounded was
made ot It wag, however, ascertained that the
former amounted to 601 regulars, including 25
officers.  Our loss is seven killed, and 22
wounded, 5 of whom have sincc died. Of the
British troops, 12 were killed, and 22 wounded.
The Indians suffered most, 83 of them having
been found upon the ground, besides those killed
on the retreat.

On the day of the action, six pieces of brass
srtillery were taken, and two iron 24-pounders

severely wounced that officer with a ball from
his rifle, was in the act of springing upon him
with his tomahawk, when his adversary drew
a pistol from his belt and shot him dead on
the spot. It has since been denied by the
Americans that the hero met his death from
the hands of Colonel Jobnson. Such wasthe
statement on the day ot the action, nor was
it ever contradicted at that peried. Thero is
every reason to infer then that the merit, (if
any merit could attach to the destruction of
all that was noble and generous in savage life)
of having killed Tecumseth, rests with Colonel
Johnson. The merit of having flayed the
body of the fallen brave, and made razor
strops of his skin, rests with his imme¢ *ade
followers. This too has been denied, but de-
nial is vain.

No affair during the
whole war led to such bit-
ter recrimination as that
at the Moravian town. The first and princi-
pal cause of thiswas the general order issued
by Sir George Prevost, which reflected very
severely on the 41st regiment. It is difficult
to apportion the censure which the document
deserves, or to ascertain whether Sir G. Pre-
vost or Gen. Proctor is the more blameworthy .

Discussion _relative
to the affair at the
Moravian town.

the day before. Several others were discovered
in the river, and can be easily procured. Of the
brass piecces, three are the trophies of our revos
lutionary war; they were taken at Saratoga and
York, and surrendered by general Hull. The
number of small arms taken by us and destroyed
by the cnemy, must amount to upwards of 50003
most of them had been ours, and had been taken
by the enemy at the surrender of Detroit, at the
river Raisin, and colonel Dudley's defeat. I
believe the enemy retain no other military troph
of their victories than the standard of the 4
regiment. They were not magnanimous enough
to bring that of the 41st regiment into the field,
or it would have heen taken.

You have been informed, sir, of the conduct
of the troops under my command in action. It
gives me great pleasure to inform you, that they
merit also the approbation of their counwry for
their conduct, in submitting to the greatest pri-
vation with the utmost checrfulness.

The infantry were entircly without tents, and
for several days the whole ariny subsisted upoa
fresh beef, without either bread or salt.

I have the honour to be &c.
W. H. HARRISON,

General John Armstrong,

sccrctary of War.

P. S. General Proctor escaped by the floed
ness of hiv horses, escorted by 40 dragoons, and
a number of mounted Indians.
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General Order, Head Quarters, Montreai—
Nov. 24th 1813.

His Excellency the Commander of the
Forces has received an official report from
Major General Proctor of the affair which
took place on the 5th October, near the Mo-
ravian village, and he has in vain sought in
it for grounds to palliate the report made to
His Excellency by Staff Adjutant Reiffenstein,
upon which the General Order of the 18th
October was founded—on the contrary, that
statement remains confirmed in all the prin-
dipal events which marked that disgraceful day;
the precipitancy with which the Staff Adju-
tant retreated from the field of action, pre-
vented his ascertaining the loss sustained by
the division on that occasion; it als6 led him
most grossly to exaggerate the enemy’s force,
aund to misrepresent the conduct of the Indian
‘Warriors who, instead of retreating towards
Machedash, as he had stated, gallantly mnain-
tained the conflict, under their brave Chicf
Tecumseth, and in turn harassed the Ameri-
can Army on its retreat to Vetroit.

The subjoined return states the loss the
right division has sustained in the action of
the fleet on Lake Erie, on the 10th September
and in the affaiv of the 5th of October, near
the Moravian village, in the latter but very
fow appear to have been rescued byan honor-
able death, from the ignominy of passing un-
der the American yoke, nor are there many
whose wounds plead in mitigation of this re-
proach. The right division appears to have
been encumnbered with an unmanageable load
of unnccessary, and forbidden private bag-

ge—while the requisite arrangements for
the expedition, and certain conveyance of the
ammunition and provisions, sole objects wor-
thy of consideration, appear to have been to-
tally neglected, as well as all those ordinary
weasures resorted to, by officers of intelli-
gence, to retard and impede the advance of a
pursuing enemy. The result affords but too
fatal a proofof this unjustifiable neglect. The
right division had quitted Sandwich on its re-
treat, on the 26th Scptember, having had
ample time, for every previous arrangement,
to facilitate and sccure that movement. On
the 2nd October following, the cnemy pursued

by the same route, and on the 4th succeeded
in capturing all the stores of the division, and
on the following day, attacked and defeated

With heart-felt pride and satisfaction the
Commander of the Forces had lavished on the
Right Division of this Army, that tribute of
praise which was so justly due to its former
gallantry and steady discipline. It is with
poignant grief and mortification that he now
beholds its well-carned laurels tarnished, and
its conduct calling loudly for reproach and
censure,

The Commander of the Forces appeals to
the genuine feelings of the British soldier
from whom he necither conceals the extent of
the loss the Army has suffered, nor the far
more to be lamented injury it has sustained,
in its wounded honor, confident that but one
sentiment will animate every breast, and that
zealous to wash out the stain which, by a
most extraordinary infatuation, has fallen on
a formerly deserving portion of the Army,
all will vie to emulate the glorious achieve-
ments recently performed, by a small but
high spirited and well disciplined division,
led by officers possessed of enterprise, intelli-
gence, and gallantry, nobly cvincing what
British soldiers can perform, when susceptible
of no fear, but that of failing in the discharge
of their duty.

is Excellency considers it an act of jus-
tice, to exoncrate most honorably from this
censure the brave soldicrs of the right divi-
sion who were serving as marines on board
the squadron on Lake Erie.  The commander
of the forces having received the official re-
port of Capt. Barclay of the action which
took place on Lake Erie on the 10th Sep-
tember, when that gallant officer, from cir-
cumstances of imperious necessity, was com-
pelied to seck the superior force of the ene-
my, and to maintain an arduous and long
contested action under circumstances of ae-
cumulating ilt fortune.

Captain Barclay represents that the wind,
which was favorable early in the day, sud-
denly changed, giving the enemy the weather-
gage, and that this imporiant advantage was,
shortly after .he commencement of the en-
gasgement, heightencd by the fall of Captain
Finnis, the commander of the Queen Chare
lotte. In the death of that intrepid and in-
telligent officer, Captain Barclay laments the
loss of his main support. The fall of Cap-
tain Finnis was soon followed by that of Lient.

it almost without a struggle.

Stokoe, whose country was deprived of his
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services at this very critical period of the ac-
tion, leaving the command of the Queen Char-
lotte to Provincial Lieutenaut Irvine, who
conducted himself with great courage, but
was too limited in experience to supply the
place of such an officer as Capt. Finnis, and
in consequence this vessel proved of far less
assistance than might be expected.

The action commenced about a quarter be-
forc twelve o'clock, and continued with great
fury until half past two, when the American
comwmodore quitted his ship, which struck
shartly after, to that commanded by Capt.
Barclay (the Detroit.) Hitherto the deter-
mined valor displayed by the British squad-
ron had surmounted every disadvantage, and
the day was in our favor ; but the contest had
arrived at that period when valor alone was
unavailing—the Detroit and Queen Charlotte
were perfect wrecks, and required the utmost
skill of seamanship, while the commanders
aud second officers of every vessel were either
killed or wounded: not more than fifty Brit-
ish scamen were dispersed in the crews of the
squadron, and of these a great proportion
had fallenin the conflict.

The American Commodore made a gallant,
and but too successful an effort to regain the
day. His second largest vessel, the Niagara,
had suffered little, and his numerous gun-boats
which had proved the greatest source of annoy-
ance during the action, were all uninjured.

Lieutenant Garland, First Lieutenant of
the Detroit, being mortally wounded, previ-
qus to the wounds of Captain Barclay, oblig-
ipg him to quit the deck, it fell to the lot of
Lieutenant Inglis, to whose intrepidity and
conduct the highest praise is given, to sur-
render His Majesty’s ship, when all further
resistance had become unavailing.

The enemy, by having the weather gage,
were enabled to choose their distance, and
thereby avail themselves of the great advan-
tage they derived in a superiority of heavy
long guns, but Captain Barclay attributes
the resut of the day, to the unprecedented
fall of every commander, and sccond in com-
rand, aud the very small number of able
scamen left in the squadron, at a moment
when the judgment of the officer, and skilful
exertions of the sailors, were most imminently.
called for.

To the British scamen Captain Barclay be-

stows the highost praise—that they behaved
like British ssamen. From the officers and
soldiers of the regular forces serving as ma-
rines, Captain Barclay experienced every sups
port within their power, and states that their
conduct has excited his warmest thanks and
admiration.

Deprived of the palm of victory when al-
most within his grasp, by an overwhelming
force which the enemy possessed in reserve,
aided by an accumulation of unfortunate cir-
cumstances, Captain Barclay and his brave
crew have, by their gallant daring and self
devotion to their country’s cause, rescued it's
honor and their own, even in defeat.”

The 41st Regiment had uniformly behaved
50 gallantly that this severe censure appears
almost uncalled for, and this feeling secems to
bave pervaded all ranks. No official docu-
ment, relative to the affair, from general Proce
tor to Sir George Prevost is to be found, con-
sequently these are no direct proofs that Sir
George issued his orderin consequence of
General Proctor’s representations, still, irthe
line of defence adopted by General Proctor on
the couriemartial, subsequently held on him,
there were preaisely such statements brought
forward as would have been likely, had they
been previously made, to bave brought down
upon the troops the reprimand conveyed in the
General order—we should hesitate ¢o ascribe
to General Proctor this underhand proceed-
ing had he not so ungenerously endeavoured
on his court-martial to shift the blame from
his own shoulders to those of the troops un-
der his command. Whether, however, Sir
George Prevost issued kis general order, on
General Proctor’s representations, or not, we
cannot help feeling that this order was an
ill-advised one. From the facts clucidated
afterwards in the court martial, it became
apparent that the publishing of it was prema-
ture, and this fact seems only to render the
hasty conduct of the commander-in-chief
more reprehensible. It was clearly his duty,
before publishing a document, the tendency of
which was to cast odium upon a corps, which
he himself admits to have previously won his
warmest admiration—to have carefully con-
sidered all the information furnished him, and
to have distinctly stated whether it was in
the representation of their genersl that the
right Division was thus reprimanded.
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A cotemporary writes thug relative to the
affair, handling Sir George Prevost very
severely.

“«Well timed indeed, and witha befitting
grace does the insulting censure, contained in
the opening of the order, emanate from the
man who had previously made a descent
upon Sackett's Harbour, with & view of dos-
troying the encmy’s naval and military works
and who at the very moment of accomplish-
ment of the object of the expedition, and

when the Americans were retreating, turned-

and fled with precipitation to his boats, pre-
senting to the troops who were unwilling
sharers in his disgrace, the monstrous yet
ludicrous anomally of two hostile armics
flecing from each other at the same time—
‘Well does it become theleader, who, at Platts-
burg, covered the British army with shame,
sud himself with enduring infamy, by retiring
atthe head of 15,000 men—chiefly the flower
of the Duke of Wellington’s army—before a
force of Americans not exceeding as many
hundreds, and this even at the moment when
the commander of these latter was preparing
to surrender his trust without a struggle.—
‘Well does it proceed from him, who through
timidity and vacillation alone, at an earlier
period of the war, entered into a disgraceful
armistice with the enemy at the very moment
when General Brock was preparing to follow
up his successes on the Western frontier, by
sweepingthe whole southern border of the St.
Lawrence. Happily was it devised by the
suthority to whose culpable inattention and
neglect alone was owing the lots of our gallant
Barclay's fleet, and the consequent helpless-
ness of that very Right Division he has
hesitated not to condemn for a disaster attrib-
utable to himself alone. Nay, well and most
consistently does the sting issue from the
Commander of the Forces, who, on the acca-
sion of the capture of Detroit, and the victory
obtained at the river Raisin, ordered Royal
galutes to be fired in honor of conguests
which had beenachieved principally by the41st
Regiment, and whose remarks, evenpn the oc-
casion of theirunavoidable repulseat Sandusky,
convey rather a compliment than dispraise.”

‘What added materially to the severity of
the reprimand, was the high eulogy pronoun-
ced and most deservidly 50, on the officers and
seaman of Captain Barclay's flcet.

Christie’s observations on this unfortunate
affair, to be found in our notes,* are pertinent
and just, and throw much valuable light on
the affair.

#* General Proctor had, to this time, served with
honour and distinction in Upper Canada,and was
universally considered a brave and able officer;
bus his retreat, 1nd the events of this untoward
day, blasted his flame and at once ruined him in
the public estimation.—Some, however, were of
opinion that the severity of the general order, by
Sir George Prevost, on the occasion, was pre-
ruature, and a prejudition of the ease of his un-
fortunate brother in arms, who it was thought
‘before 80 complete 2 condemnation from his su-
perior officer, ought to have had the benefit of
a trial. 'This he ultimately did get, but not until
upwards of a year after the occurrence alluded to,
before the expiration of which, Sir George Pre-
vost himself, had fallen still lower than he, in the
public estimation, by his own inglorious retreat
from Plattsburgh,sore humiliating to the national
pride than even Proctor's affair, His retrcat and
discomfiture were of but a small and isolated di.
vision of the army, hitherto distinguished for its
gallantry, but which, by the loss of the fleet, be-
coming destitute ofits resources, had no other
alternative than a speedy retreat, or an imme.
diate surrender. He took his chance of the former,
The retreat, itseems, waeill-conducted; but was,
in fact, that of Sir George Prevost, taking all in
all, auy thing better? He advanced to Platts-
bur;,;h, at the head of an effective force of at least
‘twelve thousand troops, the elite of the army un-
der his command, recently from France and Spain
—men azcustomed to victory, and again warch-
ing to it, as they believed—well provided with
an abundant commissariat, and stores of all kinds,
and led on by experienced and able officers.—
These, however, on the naval defeat, (the loes of
the fleets being, in both cases, the immediate
cauge of retreat) he countermarched, to their in.
expressible humiliatior and disgust, without their
being allowed ouce to see, much less come in
contact with the enemy. A further advance,
after the loss of the fleet, was, indeed, out of tha
question; but nothing could justify the precipi-
tancy of retreat, sacrifice of public stores, and de-
moralisation in the army that took place in con-
sequence of it, The district of Montreal, was im-~
mediately in his rear, and at the short distance
of three, or at most four marches from Platts«
burgh, upon whizh he might, it is said, have fall:
en back at his leisure. It is, however, bug
justice to remark, time has materially worn down
the asperities with which Sir George Prevost
was also in his turn prejudged, with respect ta
this, to say the lepst of if, mast uolucky er~
pedition. o

Msjor.general Proctor being tried at Montresl,
in December, 1814, on five charges ppeferred
against him for misconduct on this:accasion, wen
found guilty of part of them, and -sentancad ¢
be publicly reprimanded; and to be auspende
from runk and pay for six months.” -It ‘was found
¢ that he did not take the proper measures for
conducting the retreat,"—that he had, **in many

instances, during the retreat, and In the disposi-
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The two defeats, Captain Barclay's and
General Proctor’s, {were productive of the
greatest benefil to the Americans, as not only
was the whole territory of Michigan, except
the port of Michilimacinac, reconquered, but
the whole of the western district lost also.

tion of the force under his command, been erro-
neous in judgment, and in some, deficientin those
energetic and active exertions, which the ex-
traordinary difficultics of his situation so par-
ticularly required.”—* But as to any defect or
reprouach withregard to the personal conduct of
major general Proctor, during the action of the
5th October, the court most fully acquitted him.”

His royal highness, the Prince Regent, con-
firmed the finding of the court, but animadverted
upon it rather severely, by the general order is-
sued on the occasion, dated, * Horse Guards, 9th
September, 1815,” for its ** mistaken lenity” to-
towards the accused, as the following extracts
will explain -~

“Upon the whole, the court is of opinion, that
the prisoner, major general Prosror, has, in many
instances during the retreat, and in the disposi-
tion of the force under his commaund, Leen erro-
neous in judgment, and in some, deficient in those
energetic and active exertions, which the ex-
traordinary difficuities of his situation so par-
ticularly required.

“The court doth, therefore adjudge him, the
said major general Proctor, to be publicly repri-
manded, and to be suspended from rank and pay,
for the period of six calender months.

“But as to any defect or reproach, with re-
gard to the personal conduct of major general

roctor, during the action of the 6th October,
the court most fully and honorably acquits the
said major general Proctor.

“His royal highness, the Trince Regent, has
been pleased, in the name, and on the behalf of
His Majesty, to confirm the finding of the court,
on the 1st, 3d, 4th, and 5th charges.

¢ With respect to the second charge, it appear-
ed to his royal highness to be a matter of sur-
prise that the court should find the prisoner
guilty of the offence alleged against him, while
they, at the same time, acquit him of all the facts
upon which that chargeisfounded ; and yet, that
in the summing up of their finding, upon the
whole of the charges, they should ascribe the
offences of which the prisoner has been found
guilty, to crror of judgment, and pass a sentence
totally inapplicable to their own finding of guilt,
which can alone be ascribed to the court having
been induced, by a reference to the general good
character and conduct of major general I roctor,
to forget, through a humane but mistaken lenity,
what wasdue by them to the service.

“Under all the circumstances of the case,
however, and particularly those which render it
ympossible to bave recourse to the otherwise ex-
pedient measure of re-assembling the court for
the revisal of their procceding, the Prince Re-
ienc s heen pleased to acquiesce in and con-

rm so much of the sentence as adjudges the
prisoner to be publicly reprimanded; and in

Pour comble de malheur, too, the services of
the Indians were lost ; and American editors
boast that General Harrison, after the battle
of the Thames, made peace with three thou-
sand warriors.

carrying the same into exccution, his royal high-
nees has directed the general officer, command-
ing in Canada, to convey to major gene:al Pro-
tor, his royal highness’s high disapprobation of
his conduct ; together with the expression of his
royal highness's regret, that any officer of the
length of service, and the exalted rank he has
attained, should be so extremely wanting in pro-
fessional knowledge, and deficient in those active
energetic qualities, which must be required of
every officer, but especially of one in the respon-
sible situation in which the major general was
placed.

*“His royal highuess, the commader in chief
directs, that the foregoing charges preferred
against major general Proctor, together with the
finding and 3entence of the court, and the Prince
Regent’s pleasure thercon, shall be entered in
the general order book, and read at the head of
every regiment in his Majesty’s service.

¢ By command of his royal highness the com-
mander in chief.

H. Garveer, Ad.-general”

—— e ——————
WORDS TO THE IRISH FUNERAL CRY.

Oh! joy of our hearts, why left you us mourning,
To sleep' neath the turf and to dwell in the
ave!
Why did you go without hope of returning
Todpc:n* our glad welcome!—Oh ! why did you
¢
Why did you die, and thy bouse filled with
plenty,
And the wife of thy youth and thy children all
there !
Why did ye go where thy love had not sent ye!
Av&).ur'neeu, Avourneen!—Oh! why did yow
ie!
Light of our eyes, the glad sunshine is glowing,
Bat cold is the gloom of the dark narrow house!
Sweet is the breath of the sumer wind blowing,
Acushla, Acushla—Oh! why did you die!
The house of thy dwelling is as still as the grave,
The wail of thy children floats witd on the air,
The dog waits thy comivg, the boat rides the
wave—
Wg_v did you leave us?—Oh! why did you
ie.
Q’er thy cold narrow house shall th> wail of her
SOITOW
Rise wide on the gale from the wife thou hast

left,
And the eyes of thy children shall wait for the
MOITOW,
To see thee returning—Oh! why did ye diel
Why did ye die when the world ¢id not grieve
thee—
And cach cherish’d blessing of life was thine
own—
When no joy had forsaken, no friend had de-
ceived theel
Gramachree, Gramachree!—why did ye die
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THOUGHTS FOR FEBRUARY.
MUMAN SORROW—HUMAN SYMPATEY.

The flowret’s bloom is faded,
Its glossy leaf grown serc;
The landseape roand is shaded
By Winter’s frown austere.
No Songs of joy to gladden
From leafy woods emerge:
But winds, in tones that sadden,
Breathe Nature’s mournful dirge

All sights and sounds appealing,
Through merely outward sense,

¥o joyful thought and feeling
Seem now departed hence,

But not with such is banished
The bliss that life can lend;

Nor with such things hath vanished
1ts trucst, noblest end

Enjoyments’ genuine essencs
1s virtuc's, gedlike dower;

Its most triumphant prescnce
llumes the darkest hour.

These lines of Bernard Barton recurred to us
28, seated in ane of the cars of the northern line,
we were rapidly whirled on our way citywards.
YThe shades of evening were falling upon a waste
of brown earth, partially covered with szow, and
interspersed here and there with a patch of
melancholy green.

As we tepeated the last stanxa, the determina-
tion we expressed, in our last number, that our
next retrospect should be of a brighter character,
set us seriously to consider what steps we had
taken to redeem that pledge. We reflected on
vur promise, snd, 88 the <old air was admitted
inte the car by the conductor’s opening the door,
we were reminded of the inclemency of the
season, and of the numerous poor families, strug-
gling agsinst the hardships to which poverty is
heir, in the city we were fast approaching. This
train of thought gradusily led s to the considera-
tion of Buman sorrow and Human sympathy, and
a bitter feeling of reproach rose and smote upon
the heart as we reflected how little, individually,
wobad endeavored to temper the wind to the
shorn lamb, by extending the cup of charity
sweetened by sympathy. Enach of these houses,
we thought, contains a family, and in how mauy
there are untended sick, and neglectad dying.

©h bow the heart sickened as itthought-over the
waet variety of haman suffering conceutrated in/
that spot wheve forty thousand inhabitants dwelt. |
‘We were now hurried past, first the Lunatic
Asylum, and sherty afterwards the Hospital,
Tere, ot least, we thought, charity -has -done
much %0 a'leviate tangible evils,and diminish-the

antidote for buman sorrow is the mere giving of
alms without sympathy. Philanthropists may
proudly direct our attention to institutions and
subscription lists as noble and substantial effects
of man's sympathy for the miserics of his fellow
man. This is well ; but no one can walk through
a city without observing how awfully the evils,
that can only be alleviated by the hand of private
charity, preponderate over all the good that can
be done by public institutions. Food may
relieve hunger ; medicine may assuage sickness;
money may convey warmth and plenty to the
abodes of poverty; but it is sympathy which
really smooths human sorrow, calms its dack and
troubled depths, and medicines the soul where
‘“lie the griefs that kill.”

We forget what writer it is who says, “strip
sympathy of the false charms with which weak-
ness and romance have adorned it, and what is
its real worth? Taken at its altitude, when it
operates as a practical principle, manifesting
itself by a thousand marked and unobtrusive
kindnesses, it is still a vain thing. It can merely
excite momentary gratitude and consolation.
Could the whole world weeping with us, lighten
our agony, when the hand dear to us a8 our own
soul has given its last pressure, and ig cold and
stiffening in our grasp?”

No, We feel that all that man can doisas
nothing, that it is Omnipotence alone which is
able to estimate fully the sorrows of the buman
heart ; Omnipotence alone which has power to
support the sufferer or to relieve the suffering;
but we also feel and know, that is not that which
is most apparent, that which may be told and
relieved, which makes up the bitterest portion of
humen suffering. Then it is that sympathy,
hand in hand with the consolation drawn from
the blessed truths of religion, proves ita efficacy
in ministering to human sorrow. Had the writer
of that passage been schooled by aflliction, or
had his heart been acquainted with the dark
realities of human suffering, he would never have
closed his meditations with this further passage,
«The efficiency of human sympathy in buman
sorrow is a beautiful fiction, and, .as such, let
poets and novelista coatinue to give it honor
due.”

As a contrast to this sentiment, I recallod to
mind some very app. Driate lines,—
1 lay in sorrow, deep distressed.:
My grief a proud man heard ;
His 1ooks wero cold, he gave mo geil,

But uot » Kindly word.

My sorrow paie’d ;—1 paid him bask

The.gold he gave to mo; \

sam of bodily suffering ; but alas, how sorryan
VOL. 1V.—1

Then stood erect and spoke my ‘thavks,
A2 blese'd his dharity.
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I lay in want, in grict and pain:
A poor man pass’d my way
He bound my head, he gave me bread,
He watch’d me night and day.
How shall I pay him back again
For all he did to me ?
Oh, gold is great, but greater far
Is heavenly Sympathy.

Our reflections were here interrupted by the
sudden stopping of the train, and a recurrence
10 business taught us that, in the month dedicated
to St. Valentine, gloomy thoughts should form
1o part of our meditations, To relieve, therefore,
somewhat their nature, we append an appropriate
article from Jerrold's pen, entitled :—

A PAPER FOR ST. VALENTINE'S DAY.
THE WAYS OF COURTING.
“Alas! and is domestic strife—
That sorest ill of human life—

A plague so little to be feaved,
As to be wantounly incurred ?”

We most of us know what Courtship is, and so
zan better judge whatit ought to be. With Court-
ship, society connects, as a matter of course, dn
endless string of sentimental wanderingsand fila-
gree work. Man, when Courting, scems to be
serving a most taxing and labyrinthian appren-
ticeship, with an employer, who is, in due time,
10 be superseded in command by the late appren-
tice. Where is the man who would not, with
pleasure, day after day, and night after night,
escort his mistress to balls, theatres, routs, &c.
&c.? And where the woman, who would, fora
moment, scruple to drag the blinded puppet after
her, to do all the fal-lal work required, when out
shopping, or in the ball room? This, really and
traly, appears to be the sum total of Courtship,

1t is astonishing, too, to notice the many vic-
tims who, wide awake, fall into the trap. The
women, with a multitude of examples before them
—with a certain knowledge of the appioaching
ehange—willingly, resignedly, find that change
theirs, They see the mistake of a near aud dear
friend—* an unfortunate match;” and yet, trusting
souls they think themselves safe. e is a differ-
ent sort of man—~so kind—so very attentive, Or,
if suspicion lurk about themfora while, they can’t
entertain it long ; ke makes another offer—ano-
ther vow of love—calls the cherished one a little
Venus—and she—poor weak heart, with a sort of
it-can't-be-helped resignation—becomes a wife,
and adds another to the liat of those devoted crea-
tures who hear the mornwng clock strike three,
twice a week, with cach time a firm determination
-of “ not putting up with it.”

It may not prove uninteresting or uselesa to
.qonsider for a moment the circumstances which
wmay have madeone of the aforesaid devoted crea-

tures of a great mistake. We will call our heroine
Miss Smith. With a peculiar and carnest wish
not to be considered personal, we do so—or, if
anybody will find in herself the original Miss Smith,
with a bland and courteouns smile, we can confi-
dently assure her, that the lady who sat for the
portrait was a next-door Smith. Or if, unluckily,
there should not be a Smith next door, the door
after that is a safe reference, Well, having christ-
ened our heroine, proceed we to the same task
with our hero: we have decided upon the senti-
mental cognomen Jones—and type shall be his
godfather. We are not going, be it well under-
stood, to work out here an elaborate plot, and so
give an uncartbly and impossible mystery to &
plain and everyday occurrence : it would be liks
putting bad varnish on a good picture—it may
look.the better to uneducated and superficial ob-
servers, but, to the learned and attentive, the bad
dressing will be an eyescore. Tobegin then:

MissClementina Smith and Mr. Milkwhite Jones
have met. They first saw each uther at a fricnd’s
house—at a ball; and, as Milkwhite waltzed with
the lovely Clementina, he felt that his sweet part.
nermust extend the term of agreement, and be-
come his for life. Poor fullew! Worse-fated
Smith! Each evolution but strengthened the
determination. And then Clementina! Who
shall attempt to paint her—who be rash enough
to vulgarise with ink the Smithiai charms? She
laughed and talked—talked and laughed: each
word, each smile, driving sense from the brain of
Jones. Mammas, with a brace of daughters te
marry—grandpapas, with grand dittos, also ripe
for matrimony—uncles, with orphan and ugly
nieces—all chuckled simultaneously at the per
fect conquest. Said we that all looked smilingly
uponthe Jovers? Apology isdue, then, toa black-
satined and jewel-bedecked group in a further
corner of the apartment. They, poor souls, looked
like sour milk upon the interesting scene. Not
out of envy—for they all had many offers in their
time—yet, strange to say, aot one had been
accepted. No! They had, for twenty years,
looked with scorn upon the male ~f mankind——
had withered, with a frown, the mu. ¢ presumptu-
ous of the sex. Some whispered that the art of
frowning had, by them, been learned so
early, and had been 80 zealously cherished, se
often practised, that, at five-and-twenty (some
fiteen years ago) the accomplishment sat upon
their brows, unmistakeable evidence of the further
attractions within, Leaving the reader to de-
cipher the feelings of the single bosom, whoes
cherished faculty was frowning, be it at once de-
clared, that in the minds of all those present as
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the eventful scene above depicted, a Smith bad
become a Jones!

The nest morning following the ball beheld
the postinan standing at the door of John Smith,
Esq. The said man of letters grinned knowingly
as the door opened; he handed a note to the
maid, and she smiled also, covered her greasy
fingers with an apron, and, with all the delicacy
she could muster, took the missive (gilded and
perfumed) between her thumbd and forefinger;
she again grinned a responsive grin to the grin-
aing postman, and closed the dcor.

The evening of the same day gave birth to a

somewhat similar scene without the gate of Prim-.
rose Lodge, the town and country house rented
by the senior Milkwhite Jones. A boy, dressed
in nethers and jacket to match, of that color
which comes under the peculiar denomination of
pepper and salt, responded to the summons of the
postinan, The opened gate discovered the page
of the Jones’ establishment in his second best:
which, as a facetious guest once remarked, time
bad despoiled of the salt, substituting the very
best black pepper. Leaning his backagainst one
post of the gate, and sliding his feet g0 as to prop
himself steadily across the threshold, the liveried
Jjuvenile surveyed the liveried figure of her Ma-
jesty’s deputy with complacency and; may be,
impudence. * Well, Walker, what's for us now ?
Master’s coming it rather strong in this railway
dodge, arn’t he ?” said the youngster. The post-
man smiled, but said nota word, “ Whatha’yer
got there, wrapt up in that out-and-out manner ?
Shares arn’t 8o walable as all that.” “No,” re-
sponded the postman ; ** nor them specs don’t find
such envelopes a3 this!” and the little man held
forth a lace-paper leiter. * I call that coming it
strong, if you like.” * My eyes! it just is,” said
the urchin, as heclosely examined the paper, * it
justis,” he again repeated, as he discovered a
flowered wafer, “Stay a minute, Walker; what's
this here on the vafer?” ‘A wialet, to be sure,
yer little mole; can't yer see that 2" retorted the
letter-carrier, as he rang the next-door bell.
% Little! little!” shouted the boy, touched at the
contemptuous allusion fo kis size. ** Come, you
arn’t 80 big neither, my fine feller ; so don’t you
tall.” Satisfied with this rebuke, the small do-
mestic closed the gate, and went to deliver the
fragrant letter to Milkwhite Junior, for to that
gentleman it was addressed.

Some half hour after the holding of the above
refined conversation, the junior Mi'xwhite issued
from his father's halls, evidently in high spirits.
Twenty minutes of the intervening time might be
traced in the whiskers and cravat of the devoted

young gentleman: and yet he did not blush—did
not, as he ought to have done, look as bright a
vermillion as the blooming scarlet-runner—seeing
the awful waste he had made of those twelve
hundred scconds, He thought of the captivating
Clementina; the wiles and smiles of that lovely
female; the beauty of her writing; the exquisite
sensibility of her heart. Herheart! How much
knew he of the light and bounding thing! How
could he tell, with such small experience, whciher
the soft and glowing substance which said it clung
to him, would not, like Indian rubber, upon the
slightest check, bound back and cling again else-
where ; find in its second clinging a like repui-
sion, only a weaker one ; till, poor toy! worn out,
each rebound being slighter than the one before
it, the shattered, forgotten, wayward bauble
might, friendless and alone, grow dead. Such
the coquette’s heart—such often her fate,

SONG OF THE HAT-TURNER.
DY ONE WHO MOVED IN THE HIGHEST CIRCLEE,

All round my hat I turn until Cm il O!
All round my hat, 'spite of Mr. Farraday :
And when anybody asks me the reason why it
turns 8o,
T tell him what from reason sounds far far away.

Some say the action’s rauscular, and some it is
galvanic,
While others call ithumbug in a scientific way :
And some there are assign it to ar ageucy Satanic,
And' vow the devil's in it if there’s not’ the
deuce to pay.

Yet all round my hat I still persist in turning,
Unheeding what the sceptical and scientific say:
And tho' perhaps a character for verdancy I'm
earning,
Pve nothing else to turn to for whiling time
away.

-

Disgustine ExmiBiTION.—A brute in human
shape lately undertook, for a triffing wager, to
devour (uncooked) 12 cabbages, 12 spring-greens,
2 ropes of onions, and 10 artichokes, We under-
stand that the only excuse given for this dla;ngb
':ng. performance was, that the fellow wasa ege-

rian,

PRESERVEs witBour SuGar.—Take turnips,
beans, barley, wheat, oats, rye, or clover, inany
proportion of acres; to these add a few young
plantations, and coppices, and do them in covers;
stock with hares, partridges, and pheasante, and
set keepers to watch, ut in rivers may be
preserved the same way. These preserves are
expensive ; but very filling: they fill the-County



132

THE CHRONICLES OF DREEPDAILY.

THE CHRONICLES OF DREEPDAILY.

No. XX,
Wasrkin TBE STORY OF LAIRD DREGHORN AKD
H1s NEPBEW 18 ADVANCED A STAGE.

Murtirord and busy were the preparations
which took place at the manaion house of Hun-
gry Knowes, on the morning after the visit of the
peerless Prudeuce M‘Thrift thereto, The diligent
peruser of these records will not have forgotten
that the laird and his nephew had entered into a
covenant to dine at G'en Skinflint on that day,
and David Dreghorn was determined that so far
a3 their equipment was concerned, no pains
should be spared in order to produce a * striking
effect,” to use the language of playhouse an-
nouncements. Garments which for long years
bad slumbered in the recesses of cabinets and
napery chests, were once more pressed into active
service, to the pestilent discomposure of sundry
colonies of moths who had indulged the Utopiah
dream that, through prescription, they had ob-
tained an unquestionable life-lease of the raiment.

[Mr Powhead here digressesinto a minute and
elaborated description of the costumes which the
thane of Hungry Knowes selected for the adorn-
ment of himself and his squire, Gavin Park. This
we deem expedient to omit, merely observing
that master and man, when rigged out, exhibited
a striking flavor of the crusty old geutleman and
antique servitor to be met with in almost every
comedy. As for John Embleton, it would appear
that he refused point blank to make use of any
portion of the antideluvian wardrobe. His avun-
oular relative strove hard to induce him to assume
a brocaded vest at least, with flaps extending to
the knees; but the young man declared that,
sooner than submit to the infliction, he would
follow the unsophiaticated example of the abori-
ginal Britons, and dispense in tolo with the super-
fluities of dress!]

As toe family chariot of Hungry Knowes had
been long on the superannuated list, lacaing, to
be candid, the somewhat indispensable locomotive
requisite of one of the hind wheels, it was re-
solved that the trio should accomplish their pil-
grimage to the hospitable region of Glen Skin.
flint on horseback. Mr. Thong, who was fortan-
ate enough to witness the cavalcade, certiorated
me that the appearance cut by the laird and his
henchman on this expedition was unique and
striking in the highest degree. It reminded him
of an equestrian burlesque which he had once
been cognizant of in a dircus, and, indeed, sundry
strangers who chanced to behold the phenomenon
concluded, without dubitation, that the pacty

formed the advance guard of a troop of peripa-
tetic mountebanks, John enacting the part of the
dandyfied master of the ring. The poor youth,
it is hardly necessary to add, keenly felt the ridi-
culousness of his position, and when asight-secing
old woman interrogated him ** whaur the tum-.
blers were ganging to haud forth,” he broke out
into a series of maledictions, which would have
done no discredit to the warriors who scrved
with Unele Toby in Flanders.

Long is the road which has no turnings, how-
ever, and in process of time the visitors fouzd
themselves in the dulce domwum of the represent -
ative of the M'Thrifc dynasty, That virtuous
maiden received her visitors with every mark of
distinction, and ere long they were seated at her
hospitable board. The word ¢ hospitable” here
must be understood in a somewhat limited accep-
tation. If the table * groaned"—as tubles scme-
times are in the habit of doing—most assuredly
it was not on account of the prodigality of viands
which it exhibited. A Trappist monk might
have partaken of every dish, then and there pa-
raded, without having materially iufringed upon
the austere simplicities of his gustatorial vows!
The thin and aqueous broth would have been de-
scribed by a Paisley shuttle compeller as ** muslin
kail.” When the guests were invited to solace
themselves with fish, their choice was limited to
the somewhat Spartanic relish of salted herring,
or “ Glasgow magistrates,” as they are termed
in North Britain. And as for the pudding, called
by a soaring flight of imagination, * plum,” if
raising bad beer deadly in their nature as the
fruit of the upas tree, the revellers would have
run slender risk of mortuary damage, seeing that
these condiments were few and far between ag
the visits of angels.

Though this signal frugality was not by any
means enthusisstically appreciated by John Eme
bleton, it entirely squared with the notions of his.
more thrifty uncle. That excellent economist
could not refrain from lauding the self denying
forethought displayed by the landlady, and arter
his heart had been opened by sundry libations of
whisky (for the extravagance of wine was not to-
lerated at Glen Skinflint), he openly proclaimed
that he could die in peace if he could behold sach
a model of prudence presiding over the destinies
of Hungry Knowes. Warming in his theme, the
laird rose from his chair, and dragging JFohn to
the immediate presence of Prudence {who strove
hard, though somewhat bootlesdly, to comjure up
a blush), joined the hands of the couple, and in-
voked upon their craniuma all the bleasings which
e could reckon up on the apur of the. moment!
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This feat accomplished, Dreghorn made a speedy
«<xit from the bunquet chamber, intimating that
< three spoiled sport,” and that he would be
more profitably employed discussing & pipe in
the kitchen?

I¢ is utterly impossible to describe the con-
steruation which pervaded poor Embleton at this
orashing and most unexpected eclaircissement
of his uncle's views and aspirations! If theidea
of his relative’s union with the kiln-dried Pru-
dence had been productive of signal discompo-
sure 10 him, what must have been this more
hideous and spirit-scunnering revelation? The
atmosphere, all of a sudden, appeared teeming
with endlessly multiplied images of Dorcas Ru-
bric, and the heiress of Glen Skioflint, and the
ripe and rotund beauties of the former contrasted
crushingly with the skeleton-like characteristics
of the latter. Venus, emerging fresh and spark-
fing from the amorous sea, and a mummy newly
disinterred by Belzoni fiom its resting lair of
three thousand years, could net have presented
a more emphatic and suggestive picture of incon-
gruity and disappointment! The * Hyperion
and Sityr” of that amiable but somewhat flighty
5oung prince, Hamlet, were not ** circumstances”
in comparison !

For a lengthened season John remained in his
brown, ot rather his black Study, utterly incom-
petent to realize the full honours of the ““fix” in
which he had been placed by the joint agency of
the Fates and his uncle. How long he would
have continued in his psycological maze it is im-
possible to say, had it not been dispelled after a
most practically physical fashion. Seeing that
there was no probability of the swain making the
preliminary advance, the nymph determined to
take the initiative in the campaign of wooing.—
Starting frcm her chair, Prudence threw her arms
around the shrinking neck of the Cataleptic
Embleton, and in tones not guite so dulcet as
those of a nightingale, professed that he had
won her young and unsophisticated affections!

If John Embleton had given way to his pri-
mary and most potent impulse, he would unques-
tionably have passed a doom of terrible import
on this maidenly demonstration, of his ardentadmi.
rer! Privation, however, had taught him prudence.
He realized the hopelessnessofhis condition, if he
should run counter to the schemes and behests
of his uncle—and though it went sorely against
his grain, he forced himself to mutter some un-
intelligible words complimentary to the withered
spinster, {rom whose contact he inwardly re-
coiled. ’

Thus it eventuated that when the Laird of

Hungry Knowes, his smoke being discussed, re-
joined the “ young” couple—as by anachronism,
(as far at least asone of the parties was concerned)
he styled them, all things appeared to be pro-
gressing according to his wishes, John might
have been a fraction more ardent, he opined, and
no great harm dove, but Hungry Knowes had long
learned to be thankful for microscopic mercies,
or in the words of the orthodox old song:
“Contentod wi little, and cantie wi mair!”

As uncle and nephew rode home that night, the
former expatiated might and main, upon the
multiform advantages which could not fail to
accrue from the conjunction of Hungry Knowes,
and Glen Skinflint. Such another estate as the
twain would form, would not be met with in bonnle
Scotland, and many & hiut, broad enough to be
called a command, did he throw out, to the effect
that the sooner the double union of lands and
bodies was carried into effect, the better. These
words fell upon the ear of Embleton, about as
genially as molten lead would harmonize with a
back, fresh from the operations of a cat o' nine
tails !

During the succeeding six months, nothing
occurred calling for special notice from the his-
torian. Miss M‘Thrift paid frequent visits to
Hungry Knowes and the Laird religiously took
care that the debts of courtesy thus incurred
suould be liquidated with the slightest possible
delay. Itis hardly necessary to add that when-
ever he shaped his course to Glen Skinflint the
hapless Embleton was constrained to accompany
him. This he did with the cognate aptitude and
relish, which a badger evinces to be drawn from
its seclusion by an obtrusive English bull dog, or
Scottish terrier!

The more he saw of the tough and sapless
spinster, the more he detested her, and he felt
that if all the daughters ot Eve should be swept
away by some monster pestilence, except her-
self, he would preserve the virtue of celibacy to
the nlose of his mundane curriculum !

Luvout this season it 80 chanced that Gavin
Park was smitten with a sore and wasting sick-
ness, from which Dr. Puke McBock, the family
physician, pronounced that without the interven-
tion of a miracle he would never recover. The
precise nature of the ailment it was difficult to
determine. There were, amongst other things,
a total loss of appetite, and & gradual wasting
and withering away, indicating that the worm
Death was busy at the root of the once lordly and
stalwart gourd, and that ere long the place which
once knew it, would know it no more forever?

At the bed-side of Gavin, John Embleton was
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a frequent watcher, and into the earof this hum-
ble and attached friend he poured forth the story
of his griefsand spprehensions. Most thoroughly
did Park sympathize in the trouble of his young
wmaster, for he hated Madamoiselle Thrift with a
perfect hatred for this, among other reasons,
that the mercantile spinster made a practice of
selling the game which was engendered upor the
acres, over which she exercised dominion. In
the eyes of the scandalized servitor this was a
delict more unpardonable than aninfraction of the
Decalogue in one lump. As he often declared,
wurder and highway robbery were venial sins
when weighed agaiost the vendition of haves and
muir fow] *ag if they had been sae mony stirks,
or barndoor chuckies!” In all this there was
nothing unnatural or extraordinary. There isa
convential sanctitude (if I may so use the expres-
sion) in all matters connected with the “ chase,”
which has a mighty influence upon the votaries
of the gun and angling-rod. The poacher who
would not hesitate for one second, to blow out
the brains of an antagonistic game-keeper,
would shudder at the idea of shooting a bird
when sitting, or using drugs to stupify the fish,
to slay whom was his illigitimate mission. These
remarks, of course, have only reference to
thorough bred sportsmen, and have no appli-
cability to the skum of vagrants vomited forth
by cities, upon  fasts” and holidays on the rural
districts, and who would bring down their own
grand mothers with as little compunction as they
would so many partridges if they bad them
squatting behind furze bushes, or dry-stone
Dykes.

Amidst all this virtuous furor, however,
Gavin continued to inculcate patience and for-
bearance, upon his yeung friend. He implored
him not to come to any open rupture with his
relative till the last extremity, assuring him
that a will was in existence by which the domains
of Hungry Knowes were conveyed in perpetuity
to John upon the demise of his uncle, * just haud
your whiesht, and bide your time’ was the pru-
dent counsel of the invalid—‘‘and wha kens but
the Laird may slip his tether some o' thae dark
mornins, and leave you, your ain Laird and master
wi’ power to wad the Queen o’ Sheba, provided
ve think o’'matching yoursel “ wi’ a heathen lim-
mer!”

But matters were soon to be brought to a
cerisis, Mr. Dreghorn one day informed his
nephew, that it was befitting the question ghould
be popped to the excellent Prudence, who had
for some time been prepared to bave the
matrimonial interrogation propounded unto her,

“The entire parish o' Sour Sowans,” said he,
‘“has been lang wondering why the wedding has
na’ taken place, lang before noo, and, to my
certain knowledge, Simon Shortbread the baker,
haes had the wedding cake prepared in anticipa-
tion for at least twa’ months, They tell me that
it has got a fraction mouldy by this time, whieh
is &’ the better, seeing that we can claim a liberal
discount on the score o' the flaw.”

Thus driven into a corner, John Embleton had
no option, but to reveal how things really stood,
so far as his affections were concerned. Falling
upon his knees he confessed that his heart was
not at his own disposal, baving years ago been
made over, with all its parts, pendicles, and
pertinents, to a certain maiden, answering to the
name of Dorcas Rubric.

¢ And wha' may this Dorcas, as ye ca’her be?”
interjected the angry Laird of Hungry Knowes.
Or rather what may be the amount o’ her means
and estate ? That's the real root o' the matter
I trow. For my ain part, I set but sma’ value
upon your hearts and darts, secing that they are
commoditics which every kirkless preacher and
road-side beggar claim as their perquisites, though
they should na' hae twa’ bawbees to jingle in an
auld bat.”

‘With downcast eyes, poor John was constrained
to admit, that his charmer’s comely face consti-
tuted the main bulk of her portion; and that
when a brace of sparkling eyes, a nose of fault-
less shape, and a mouth which might create envy
in the celestial bosom of Venus herself, were
deducted, little remainel to Dorcas except the
raiment which sheltered ber person from *‘sum-
mer’s heat and winter’s snow.”

“ Awa’ wi’ your noses aud een!” exclaimed the
aggravated Dreghorn, “I would like to see sic
fusionless sunkets furnish a hungry man wi' &
meal. When ye come hame frae a hard days
wark will a row o’ ivory grinders mak’ up for the
absence o' & haggis, or a dish o’ Scot’s collops ?
A slabboring kiss may be a bonnie enough thing
in its way, {though I nee’r could see the virtue
o't) but tell me, you muckle calf, will it supply
the place o' ajug fu’ o’ beer, or a tumbler o*
whisky toddy? Learn wisdom, ye born idiot,
frac the wisest sapg that ever that auld wig-
maker Allan Ramsay composed :

% Gie me the lass with a lump o’ land,
Ang we for life shall gang thegither ;
Tho’ daft or wise, I'll ne’er demand,
Or black or fair, it mak’s na whether.
T’m aff with wit, and beauty will fade,
And blood alane’s nac worth a shilling;
But she that’s rich, her market’s made,
For ilka charm about her’s killing,
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“Gie me a lass with a lump o’ land,

Aud in my bosom I'll hug my treasure;
Gin { had ance her gear in my hand,

Should love turn dowf, it will find pleasure.
Laugh on wha likes : but there's my hand,

1 hate with poortith, though bonnic to meddle;
Unless they bring cash, or a lump o’ land,

They’se ne'er get me to dance to their fiddle.

“ There’s meikle gude love in lands and bags;
And siller and gowd’s a sweet complexion;
But beauty and wit and virtue in rags,
Have lost the art of gaining affection;
Love tips his arrows with woods and parks,
Aud castles, and riggs, and muirs, and meadows,
And nacthing can catch our modern sparks,
But weel-tocher’d lasses, or jointurced widows.”

The recitation even of this most suggestive
lyric, had no effect in shaking the resolution of
the enamoured Embleton. Firmly, though :e.
spectfully he announced to his frowning uucle
that he would prefer a crust of dry bread, aye or
starvation itself, with Dorcas, to a coal pit replete
with new minted guineas, if burdened with the
sallow, parchment-like hand of Prudence M'Thrift.
¢ By this blessed book I swear,” continued the
excited youth, * that all the powers of earth or
perdition, shall never shake my resolution by one
hairs breadth.,” So saying he gave the cover of
the volume which he grasped, a thundering
salute, and stood confronting his uncle as Saint
George might have confronted the dragon; or
Petruchio, the faiv but vixenish Catherine. It
80 chanced that the osculated octavo turned out
to be a copy of Burng’ Poems, but the vow was
not the less sincere on thet account.

David Dreghorn was for a season struck dumb
by the contumacious audacity exhibited by a
stripling who he had been in the habit of re-
garding as an obsequious and unreasoning
dependant. Had one of his pigs become gifted
with speech, and protested against the enormity
of bipeds uplifting the knife against the bristle-
teeming tribe, he could not by any possibility
have been taken more aback.

No sooner had the senior recovered the use of
his faculties than he proceeded to pass sentence
upon the delinquent. That sentence, it is hardly
necessary to say, was a doom of utter and abgo-
lute disinheritance. David vowed that sooner
than permit Embleton to derive one morsel of
sustentation from the lands of Hungry Knowes,
he would with pleasure behold the aforesaid lands,
together with all the crops, timber and dwellings
thereon sunk ‘‘ beyond plummet’s reach ™ in the
Red Sea, or the most insatiable peat bog of the
Emezrald Isle!

Gavin Park having obtained an inkling of what
bad occurred, earnestly besought an audience of

his master, and when Dreghorn in compliance
with the request entered the sick chamber, the
invalid pled with might and main that he would
rescind his determination. He dwelt upon the
youth of John, and the comparative senectitude
of Pruience. With indignant eloquence did he
enlarge upon the mercenary veaditions of game,
by which that spinster had disgraced her rank
as a landed proprietress. Pathetically did he ex-
patiate upon the memory of the Laird’s departed
sister, and upon the fact that Embleton was the
sole being upon earth, within whose veins a drop
of his blood did flow. In conclusion, the dying
retainer made a recapitulation of his own faithful
and slenderly remunerated services, conjuring
his master by all these multiform considerations
to re-admit John unconditiounally into favour,
and permit him to follow his own inclinations, so
far as the choice of a wife was concerned,

In dogged silence did the Laird of Hungry
Knowes listen to these pleadings and abjurations,
and when Gavin had ceased speaking, he coldly
told him that having so little breath to spare, it
was foolish to expend it on a bootless theme.
“Park,” quoth he, *by the farthing candle of
my blessed grandfather, which he blew out with
his last gasp because he could see to expire in
the dark, and that is an oath, which you know
right well I never broke ; this ungrateful, rebel-
lious dog shall never finger a boddle of my mo-
ney. I have cast him off, once and forever, and
if I beheld him to-morrow dying on my door-step,
I would not toss one of the house dog’s half-mum-
bled bones, to keep the wreteh’s body and soul
in companionship, I hate him, Gavin, because
he has thwarted my darling and long cherished
scheme of uniting the bonnie azres of Hungry
Knowes and Glen Skinflint, and before I am a
day aulder I shalllet the hound ken to his cost
what it is to anger a de.ermined man—or a dour
man, if ye like the word better. Cauld as is the
weather, and snell as blaws the frosty December
east wind, X shall setoff for Aberdeen this blessed
night., My will, as ye brawly ken, lies duly exe-
cuted in the custodiership of Hercules Horning,
and by that deed John Embleton is declared heir
of a' I possess. Ere this time to-morrow,
Gavin Park, I shall have signed a new testament
in which the name of Embleton will only be in-
troduced in order to let the world ken how
intensely I loathe and abominate the same, By
the Aberdeen mail-coach, which passes the house
at eight o'clock this evening, I shall depart om
my errand of vengeance, and at this very mo-
ment Kirsty Sharn i8 engaging an out-side place
for me at the stage office. Oh, ifI should by any
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mishap render up the ghost without altering that
will, I never could enjoy a moment's happiness
in Heaven!"

“Heaven!” shouted out the scandalised inva-
lid hysterically. *‘Heaven did ye say? Hasa-
h‘!'.C.iCC..Qﬁ.”

THE “NORTH-WEST"” PASSAGE.

TaE late discovery of the * North West," or
rather as it has been made the NortA East, pas-
sage, by Captain McClure, L.as induced us to give
to our readers, this month, a short accountf the
varions expeditions which have from tiue totime
gone forth to attain this desirable end, conclu-
ding our observations wi*". .i» full an account of
McClure's voyage as ou. 4 nits will permit,

If explorations in the northern regions be use-
less in a pecuniary point of view, ret science has
benefitted from them in the knowledge of facts
which could by no other means be obtained.
Their cost has, certainly, been great, but the
results are such as reflect honor and credit on all
engaged in them, besides affording a worthy me-
morial of the physical endurance and steady per-
severance of human enterprise.

The first navigator who appears to have had an
idea of making a voyage of discovery in the
Arctic Seas was Cabot, who landed at Labrador
eightecn months before Columbus discovered the
continent of America, hie contemnplated a voyage
to the North Pole and reached as ligh as 67°
30’ north Jatitude. This was during the reign of
Henry V11, in the fiftcenth century.

Frobisher nade three voyages during the years
1576, 77 and “i8, in scarch of a North-West pas-
sage, but having discovered the entrance to Hud-
son’s Sirait fuiled in penetrating further to the
westward,  Davis followed Frobisher, and in
1565-58 made three voyages and discovered the
strait which still bears his name, thus opening
the way into Baffin’s Bay and the Polar Sea.

In 1607, Henry Hudson, with only ten men
and a buy made his first voyage and penetrated
ag far 28 829 of north lztitude, but dailing to dis
cover & westerly passage, returned and made 2
sccond voyage on the track of Barentz, who
attempted cleven years previously the North-East
passage between Spitzbergen and Nova Zembla ;
bat Hudson, like Barentz, was unsuccessful. In
1610, hic made 2 third voyage to the west, and
discovercd the strait and bay which are now
known by his name. Assuming that through
this bay was the much desired passage o be
found, Ifudson determined to winter here in
otder to renew his scarch eatly in the eosuing

spring. Xowever, his crew wearied with hard-
ships and privations, mutinied and turned Hud-
son, his son, and seven others adrift in a small
boat, and they are supposed to have perished
miserably a¢ sex.
“0f all the sea-shapes death has worn,
May mariners never know
Such fate as Hendrik Hudson found

In the labyrinths of snow.”
Great hopes were entertained that through Hud-
son’s Bay the North-West passage would be found,
and a good deal was said by the partizans of con-
tending voyagers on this question. Old Purchas
writes :—

“As the world is much beholding to that famous
Columbus, for that hee first discovered unto us the
West Indics: and to Portugal for the finding out the
ordinaric and as yet the best way that is knownoe to
the East Indies by Capo Bona Speranza; somay they
aud alt the world be in this beholding to us in opening
anew and large passage, both much ‘hecrer, safer, and
farre more whol and temperate through the con.
tinent of Virginia,and by Fretum Hudson, to all those
rich countrics bordering upon the South Ses in the
East and West Indics.”

During the next six years Sir Thomas Rowe’s
Welcome and Fox's Channel were discovered ;
and in 1616 Baffin sailed into and explored the
bay, which has becn named after him. This
bay he reported as extending 800 miles inlength
and 300 in breadth, but his statement was disbe-
lieved and sct down as an exaggeration till late
discoverics confirmed the accuracy of Lis surveys,
Even the latitudes laid down by him are almost
identical with those recently determined with all
the advantages afforded by superior instruments.
Baffin saw Lancaster Sound, and had he explored
it, Parry’s discoverics would have been anticipated
by two hundred years.

In 1743 a reward of £20,000 was offered by
the Imperial Parliament to any one who should
effect a North-West passage by way of Hudson's
Strait, it being declaved that this passage would
be “of great benefit and advantage to the king-
dom.” However, aftcrwards, the clause that re-
lated to a passage by Hudson’s Strait was
altered to *“ any northern passage.” £5,000 was
also voted for any one who should get within one
degree of thie pole.

Mr. Ficarne, during 1769, and three following
years, made three attempts to reach the Polar
Sca by an overland journey across the territories
of the Hudson's Bay Company, but wa3 unsee-
cessful.  The only remarkable feature in his ex-
ploratiors was the discovery, during his third
iourncy, of the Coppermine River.

In 1%73 the Royal Society having received

cotnmunications on the possibility of reaching the
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North Pole, Captain Paipps was sent out with
two vessels to effect this interesting object. This
expedition was unsuccessful, for after reaching
80® 48’ of latitude his vessels were stopped by
the ice and he wis compelled to return. The
famous navigator Cook, in 1776, left England
with instructions to effect a passage from Beh-
ring’s Struit to Baffin's Bay. He, too, failed. Nor
could he with all his perseverance get beyond
Tey Cape in latitude 70° 45°. He here saw fields
of ice stretching in one compact mass to the
opposite continent which be also visited, sailing
as far a8 Cape North. That Cook would have
accomplished the object of his voyage appears
to have heen a vary general impression, for in
1717, a Lieutenant Pickersgill was ordered to
Baffin’s Bay to await his arrival.

After so many failures, the attempt to discover
this passage was for several years abandoned;
nor wasg it till 1817 that the attention of the Ad-
miralty was again called to this subject by the
reports of several Greenland whalers who stated
that the sca was clearcr of ice that season than
any they had previously known. The Council of
the Royal Socicty was consulted, and the result
was that in 1818 two expeditions were fitted out,
one for the discovery of the long sought for pas-
aage, the other to reach the pole.” That inten-
ded for the former of these objects was intrusted
0 Captain (now Sir John) Ross and Licutenant
{now Sir Edward) Parry in commaud of the ves-
sels Jsabella and Alexander. The mildness of
the scason and open state of the sca augured
much for the success of this expedition, and in
August the ships sailed up Lancaster Sound with
every prospect of an casy passage westward;
but the commander fancying he saw a range of
mountaius in the distance bairing all further pro-
gress was unwilling to advance, and retraced his
steps homewards, thus throwing away onc of the
most favorable opportunitics that had as yet pre-
sented itsclf to these daring mavigators. The
failure of this expedition demanded a renewal of
the attempt, and on the 4th of May, 1819, two
ships, the Hecla aud Griper, sailed under the
command of Captain Parry, with instructions to
explore Lancaster Souud and to determine the
existence of the mountains seen there by Cap-
tain Ross; for many, who had sailed with Ross
denied their reality, affirming the supposed
mountains to be an ocular deception. Every
effort was made to enter on the field of their
operations as early in the season as possible, and
about the middle of July the ships were foreed
into the * Middle Ice™ in Baffin's Bay. This
collection of ice is describod as—

As striking & phenomenon in this part of the sea as
are the great banks of weed, fucks natans, which floas
with little or no change of place in the Atlantic, off the
Azores and the Bahamas. As its name indicates, is
occupies a position in the middle of the bay, leaving &
narrow chaunel on the castern side, more or less en-
cumbered with drift ice, while on the western side the
sca is generally unobstructed. The loceal position of
this body of ice is supposed to be due to the action of
conflicting currents, which retain it pretty ncarly in
one spot.

Whalers on meeting this icc pass round its
northern extremity, which doubles the length of
the voyage, but when possible, they endeavor to
force their wa - through the lower portion of the
pack. This was what Parry did, and after seven
days unwearied exertions, he crossed the pack
which was more than eighty miles in width, A
clear sea was now before him, and by the end of
July he was off the entrance of Lancaster Sound,
waiting for an easterly hreeze to carry him up.
It came, and as Parry relates—

“It is more casy to imagine than to describe the
alinost breathless anxiety which was now visible in
every countenance while, as the breeze increased to a
fresh gale, we ran quickly up the sound. The mast-
heads were crowded by the officers and men during the
whole afternoon; and an unconcerncd observer, if any
could hiave been unconcerned on such an occasion,
would have been amused by the eagerness with which
the various reports from the crow’s nest were received,
all, however, hitherto, favourable to our most sanguine
hopes. We were by midnight in a great mcasure re-
licved from our anxicty respecting the supposed con-
tinuity of land at the bottom of this magunificent inlet,
having reached the longitude of &3 deg. 12 min., where
the two shores are still above thirteen loagues apart,
without the slightest appearance of any land to the
westward of us for four or five poiuts of the compass.”

Whilst proceeding up the Sound, an inlet was
discovered running southward, and supposed to
extend to the American continent, this was in
turn explored until their pasaage was stoped by
the ice, when they returned to Barrow’s Straits,
This chanuel they named Prince Regent’s Inlet,
and whilsy making their survey of it they noticed
a curious phenomenon, that of their compasses
becoming uscless, the needles losing their diree-
tive power and remuining in any position placed,
showing their proximity to the magnctic pole.
This cffect added much to the difficulties in
navigating an uvkuown sea. On the 22ud of
August another chaunel running norihward was
discovered, aud clear of icc as far the eye could
reach, but 10 attempt was made at its explora-
tion, as Parry was auxious to proceed westward:
it was simp:y called, Wellington Channcls Con-
tinuing their westerly course they passed 2 group
of islands, now known as Parry’s lilands: and,

during this part of their voyage tte needles weie
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observed to gradually change their dircction
from westerly to easterly, showing that they had
crossed immediately northward of the magnetic
pole.  Sailing onwards, Melville Island was
discovered and named, and on the 4th of Septem-
ber they had reached 110 deg. west longitude,
and became entitled to the reward of £5,000
offered by pacliament for the attainment of this
position. In commemoration of the fact an ad-
Jjacent headland was called Bounty Cape. The
close of the season, frustrated any hopes they
might have had of reaching Behring's Strait
that year. The winter now rapidly set in, and
they made their way back to a bay in Meclville
Island, where they made every preparation for
rendering themselves as comfortable as possible
during their imprisonment in this inhospitable
region. It was not until Augustin the¢ ensuing
year that they were released, and after several
abortive attempts in a westerly direction they
were reluctantly obliged to turn to the eastward,
and procecded to England, where they arrived
in November, after anabsence of eighteen months.

It was thought after Parry’s return that a
North-West passage might be effected inalower
1atitude than that of Melville Island, and it was
considered that an entrance into the Polar Sea
might be found through Repulse Bay by way of
Hudson's Strait. Parry was, therefore, sent out
& second time, in May 1821, in command of the
Hecla and Fury, with instructions to examine
this part of the American continent. He returned
to Shetland in October, 1823, after an absence of
nearly three years. The only knowledge acquired
by this voyage was the impossibility of any
entrauce into the Polar Sea otherwise than
through Barrow’s Strait,

In 1824, a third voyage was made by Parry
with the same ships, but it was his most un-
successful one, for after losing the Fury, which
was driven on shore by the ice, he returned to
England in the Jlccia.  One fact connected with
this voyage deserves notice, namely, that the
loss of the directive power of the needie by the
influence of the magaetic pole could be overcome
by placing a circular plate of iron in the line of
no dircetion of the ships, and near to the needle,
Mr. Peter Barlow of Woolwich is the author of
this simple contrivance, and Capt. Parry says:—

*Never had an invention x more complete and satis-
factory triumph; for to the last moment of our opera-
tious at sca did the compass indicate the truc magnetic
direction.”

The next expedition in search of the North-
West passage was conducted by Captain Ross,
with his ncphew commander, (now Sir James)

Ross, and fitted out at the expense of Sir Felix
Booth. This expedition sailed in May, 1829, in
the Victory, which was fitted out with a small
steam engine in order that the vessel might make
headway when the winds were adverse, or in
calms. They arrived at Prince Regent's Inlet in
August, and took on board a large quantity of
the Fury's stores which were piled on the beach
when that vessel was cast away. They then
coasted to the eastward about two hundred miles,
and wintered in Felix barbour, where they were
detained for nearly a twelve-month. This voyage
was one serics of disasters and mishaps; their
steam-engine was thrown overboard as a uscless
incumbrance, and the ship at last was abandoned,
the party taking to the boats and muking their
way to where the stores of the Fury were de-
posited, on which they subsisted for the next two
years. In April, 1833, they began carrying
their provisions along the coast, and making
deposits in the direction of their route as the
only hope of escape from this miserable imprison-
ment. At last, in August they made Barrow’s
Strait, and were rescued by a whaler and brought
to Eugland.

“One interesting fact,” says Chambers, to whom we
are principally indebted for the matter contained in
this paper, “brought to light by this voyage affords
some relief to itslongand barren scricsof disasters—the
discovery of the North Magnetic Pole (the situation of
which is marked by ared +f- inour map). It was made
by Commander James Ross on one of his exploring ex-
cursions. *The place of the obscrvatory,” he remarks,
was as near to the magnetic pole as the limited meany
which I posscssed cnabled me to determine. The
amount of the dip, as indicated by wy dipping-needle,
was 89 deg. 59 min., being thus within one minute of
thevertical; while the proximity at lcast of this pole,
if not its actual existence where we stood, was further
confirmed by the action, orrather by the total inactione
of the several lorizontal needles then in my possession.’
This was very nearly the position assignied to it by
scicntific men several years carlier, sud arrived at by
protracting the direction-lines of compass-needles in
various circumjacent latitudes, till they inctina central
point. Parny’s obscrvations placed it cleven minutes
distant only from tho site determined by Ross. * As
soon,” says the latter, *as I had satisfied iny own mind
on the subjeat, I made known to the pmrty this gratify-
ing result of alt our joint labours ; andit wasthen that,
amidst matual congratulations, we fixed the British flag
on the spot, and teok pessession of the North Magnetio
Pole and its adjoining territory in the name of Greas
Britain and King William IV. We had abundance of
matcrials for building in the fragments of limestone
that covered the beach,and we therefore erected & cairn
of some magnitude, under which we buricd a canister
containing » record of the interesting fact; only re-
gretting that we had not the meaus of coustructing s
pyramid of more importance, and of strength sufficicnt
1o withstaud the assaults of time and the Esquimaux.
Had it been a pyramid as large as that of Cheops, [ am
not quite sure that it would have done morethan satie-
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i y our ambition under the feclings of that exciting day.
The latitude of thisspot is 70 deg. 5 min. 17 sec, and its
longitude 96 des. 46 min. 45 sec. west.” Even if the pole
wera stationary, this determination could only be re-
garded as approximate; but when we know that the
centre of magnetic intensity is a moveable point, we
shall readily understand that the cairn crected with so
much enthusiasm can now only show where it was. Ac-
cording to Hansteen, the pole moves 11 min. 4 sce,
every year, and revolves within the frigid zone in 1890
years, so that it will not reachthesame spotin Boothia
until the year 37221

The next expedition in scarch of the North-
West passage, if we except Back's was that which
sailed in May, 1845, and is now absent under the
command of Si» John Frauklin. The ships se-
lected were the Krebus and Zerror, the Zerror
being commaded by Captain Crozier. These
vessels were well found and provisioned for three
years, and to acd to their cfficiency, a steam cn-
gine was placed in cach., The orders under
which they sailed, demanded them * to push di-
rectly westward from Melville Island to Behring’s
Strait, without deviation to the north or south,
unless appearances were decidedly in favour of
such a departure; and in the cvent of reaching
the Pacific, Sir John was to refresh and refit at
the Sandwich Islan is, and return to England, by
way of Cape Horn.” Since their departure, with
the exception of some letters dated a few weeks
after their leaving port, and being scen by some
whalers, nothing has been heard of them.

In 1847, some anxicty respecting the fate of
Sir John, and his companions, began to be felt
in Englaud, and in 1848, two vessels, the Enter-
prise and Investigator, under the command of
Sir James Ross, were despatched in search of
the Ercbus and Zerror. They, however, returned
in the autumn of the following year, without any
intelligence of the missing expedition. In 1§49,
the North Star went forth on a similar errand.
but, was also unsuccessful. Sir John Richard-
son, assisted by Dr. Rae, in 1848, conducted an
overland expedition in search of Frauklin and
his comrades, but no trace of them was found.
Also in 1848, Captain Pullen procecded with
the Plover, round Cape Horn to Behring's Strait,
on the same mission; he was heard of in 1852,
but not siuce then.  In 1850, Captains Collinson
and McClure, in the Enterprise and Investigator,
sailed for the Polar Sca, by way of Behring's
Strait; but this cxpedition, as far as regards
the discovery of Franklin, has been unsuccess-
ful, though McClure, in the Investigator, has de-
moustrated the existence of thelongsought North-
‘West passage. In addition to these expeditions
in search of Franklin, we may mention the fol-
lowing vessels which have made voyages fora

similar purpose, without avail. The Lady
Franklin, (Captain Penny), the .dssistance,
(Captain Ommancy), the Resolute, (Captain Kel-
lest), the Prince Albert, two voyages, one under
Mr. Kennedy, and the other, Commander For-
syth; the Feliz, (Sir James Ross), and the Jsabel,
(Commander Inglefield). The Advance and Res,
cue, under Lieutenant de Haven, and Mr. Grif-
fin, were sent out by the Americans, but unfor-
tunately, were equally unsuccessful. The As-
sistance, the Resolute, the Pioncer, (screw), the
Iutrepid, (screw), and North Star are at present,
engaged in this,—what, alas! we are forced to
believe—hopeless search; and, though it may
be better that a thousand lives should be im-
perilled in the discharge of a duty, rather than
one should be suffered to be lost through neglect,
still we cannot help thinking that the lives of no
more men shall be endangered in this desperate
undertaking.

Captain McClure, who left England in 1850 in
company withand subordinate to, Captain Col-
linson of the Jnvestigator, was born in the county
of Wexford, Ireland, in 1808. He was originally
intended for the army, but having expressed a
wish to enter the naval profession, he was ap-
pointed a midshipman on Lord Nelson's old ship,
the Victory. Having served in various quarters
of the globe till 1836, when the British Govern-
ment having determined to send out an expedi-
tion to discover, ifpossible, the North-West pas-
sage, he offercd his services and was appointed,
under Sir George Back, to the Terror. He was
absent on this expedition two years. On his re-
turn, from 1838 to 1842, he was inactive service,
and in 1842 he was placed in command of the
Romney, stationed at Havannah, wherc he re-
mained five years. In the vear 1848, Sir James
Ross being about to proceed tothe Arctic regions
with the double object of discovering the Nozth-
West passage and determining the whercabouts of
Sir Johu Frauklin, Captain McClure voluntcered
a second time his services, and wasappointed first
licutenant on board the Enterprise. This expe-
dition returned in November 1849, and McClure,
for his activity and assistance, was raised to the
rank of commander. On the following month, a
similar expedition having been determined upon,
the services of Captain McClure were 2 third time
accepted by the Admiralty, who placed him in
command of the Jrvestigator, in which vesscl he
sailed from Sheerness in March 1850, Previous
to the arrival of the Enterprise and Investigalor
at the Sandwich Islands, they had parted come
pany, and Captain Kellett of the Herald, wishing
the Investigalor to remain until the Enterprise
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had joined her, telegraplied his cowmands to
Ca;tain McClure. Captain McClure took upon
himself the responsibility of disobeying these
commands, This matter is thus noticed in some
of the Euglish papers:—* When her Majesty's
ship Juvestigator reached the Sandwich Islands,
on her way to Behring’s Strait, she there fell in
with her Majesty's surveying ship Herald, Capt.
Kellett, C.B. The Enterprise, Capt. Collinson,
C.B., had not at that time made her appearsnce,
and as the season was drawing on, Com. McClure
expressed & most anxious desire to proceed.
Capt. Kellet seemed, however, desirous that he
should await the arrival of his consort, but at
length consented that he should continue his voy-
age. Commander McClure lost no time, weighed
anchor immediately, and made sail. Captain
Kellet, however, on second thoughts, decided
upon recalling bim ; but it was too late; the gal-
lant commander of the Jnvestigator could brook
no further delay, and telegraphed in reply--* Im?
portant duty—oun responsibility, cannot stay,
and dashed on with an energetic determinatior:
to accomplish the object for which he had been
fitted out.”

On the 5th of August, 1850, he rounded Cape
Barrow and bore away to the east, and on the
24th reached Pouint Warren, near Cape Bathurst.
Continuing  his course through shallow but
navigable water, Cape Perry was reached on the
6th of September. The expedition progressed
favorably up to the 11th, when the ship was
beset with drift ice and more than once narrowly
escaped destruction.  On the 8th of October the
Investigator was frozen in necar the western
entrance to the Prince of Wales' Strait, where
sbe remained for the winter. However, the
following extracts from Captain McClure's dis-
patches will better explain his proceedings than
any description of ours can:—

“Sept. 11.—Ship beset, 1at. 72 deg. 532 min., long.
117 deg. 3 min. W., but ice in motion.

“Oct. 8.—~Since the 11th of last month have been
drifting in the pack—narrowly escaped destruction
several times—until, with a heavy nip at 3 AM. this
day, which listed theship 34 degrees, we were finnly
fixed for the space of nincmonths, in 1at. 72 deg. 47 min.
long. 117 deg. 34 min.

* Oct. 21.~The Captain, Mr. Court, and party, started
to trace the Strait towards the north-cast.

“Oct, 26.—Discovered the extrance into Barrow's
Straitin lat. 73 deg. 30 min. N long. 114 deg. 14 min.
'W., whichestablishes the exist of & North-West
passage.

“Oct. W.~Five musk axen shot upon Prince Atbert’s
Yand, which terminated our operations in 1850.”

It was not until July 14th that the Investigator
was released from ber icy prison, when we again

take up Captain McClure's dispatches,—

“July 14—~Ice opencd without any pressure and the
vessol was again fairly afloat, but 8o surrounded with
it that we only drifted with tho pack, having been able
to use oursails but twice,and then only for a few hours,
up to August the 14th, when we attained our furthess
northern position in Prince of Wales Strait, lat, 73 deg.
14min. 19 scc., long. 115 deg. $2 min. 30 soc., W.

“August 16 —Finding our passage into Barrow’s
Strait obstructed by north-cast winds setting large
masses of ice to the southward, which had drifted the
ship fifteen miles in that direction during the last
twelve hours, bore up to run to tho southward of
Baring Island.

“August 29.—Ship in great danger of being crushed
ordriven on shore by the ice coming in with heavy
pressure from the Polar Sca, driving her along within
100 yards of the 1and for half a mile, heeling her15 deg,
aud raising her bodily one foot eight inches, when we
again became stationary and the ice quiet.

“ Sept. 10.—-Ice again in motion, and the ship driven
from the land into the main pack, with heavy gale
from the 8. W.

“Sept. 11.—Succeeded in getting clear of the pack,
and sccured to a large grounded floe. Lat. 79 deg.
29 min. N., long. 122 deg. 20 min, W.

“8ept. 19.—Clear water along shore to the eastward.
Cast off, and worked in that direction with occasional
olstructions, and several narrow cscapes from the
stupendous Polar ice, until the evening of the 23nd,
when we ran upon 2 mud bank, having six feet water
under the bow, and five fathoms astern; hove off with-
out sustaining any damage.

“Sept. 26.—~At daylight observed Barrow’s Strait fall
of ice, and large masses setting into this bay, determined
on making this our winter quarters: and, findings
well-sheltered spot upon the south side of the shoal
upon which we last night gromuded, ran in and anchored
i four fathoms, lat. 74 deg. 6 min. N., long. 117 deg.
54 min. W. This night were frozen in, and have not
since moved. The position is most cxcellent, bejng
well protected from the heavy ice by the projection of
the reef, which throws it clear of the ship 600 yards.

“ A ship stands no chance of getting to the westward
by entering the Polar Sca, the water atong shore being
very narrow and wind contrary, and the pack imnpene-
trable; but through Prince of Wales Strait, and by
keeping along the American coast, L conceive it practi-
cable.  Drift wood is in great abundance upon the cast
coast of Prince of Wales Strait, and on the Awerican
shore, also, much gane,

“Inthis vicinity the hills abound in reindeer and
hare, which remain the entive winter; we have been
very fortunate in procuring upwards of 4000 Ibs.

“The health of the crew has been, and still continues,
cxcollent, without any diminution of numbser, nor havo
we felt any trace of scurvy.

“ It is my intention, if possible, to retum to Eng!md
this scason, touching at Mclville Island and Port
Leopold, but should we not be again heard of, in all
probability we shall have been carried into the Polar
pack, or to the westward of Melville Island, in either
of which to attempt to seud succour would only be to
increase the evil, as auy ship that cnters the Polar
pack must be incvitably crushed; thercfore, 3 depdt
of provisions, or & ship at winter harbor, is the best
and only certainty for the safety of the surviving crew.

*“No traces whatever have hoen met with, orany
information obtained from the natives, which could by
any possibility Jead to the supposition that Sir Johm
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Franklin's expedition or any of his crows, have over yet
reached the shores wo have visited or searched, nor
have we been moro fortunate with respect to the
Knterprise, not having seen her since parting company
iu the Straits of Mazellan on the 20th of April, 1350.”

This dispateh was dated April 12th, 1852, on
board Her Majesty’s discovery ship Investigator,
frozen in the Bay of Mercy, and signed ** Ronerr
McCuure, Commander.” It was discovered by
a party from Captain Kellett's vessel, who were
thus led to a knowledge of the Jfnvestigator's
position. Steps were immediately taken to com-
municate with the Investigator, and the meating
between Commander McClure from the east with
Lieut. Bedford Pim, i3 thus described in a private
letter from Captain Kellett, C.B., dated April 19,
1853.

“This is really 2 red-letter day in our voyago, and
ahall be kept as a holiday by onr heirs and successors
forever. At nine o'clock of this day our look-out man
made a signal for aparty coming in from the westward ;
all went out to meet themn and assist them in. A second
party was then seen. Dr. Domville was the first person
Imet. I cannot describe my feelings when he told me
that Captain McClure was among the next party. I
was not long in reaching him and giving him many
hearty shakes—no purer were ever given by two men
in this world. McClure looks well, but is very hungry.
His description of Pim’s making the harbor of Mercy
would have been a fine subject for the pon of Captain
Marryat, were he alive.

“McClure and his first Licutcnant were walking on
the floc. Sceing o person coming very fast towards
them, they supposed he was chased by s bear, or had
socn abear.  Walked towards him; ongetting onwards
thundred yards, they could see from his proportions
that he wasnot one of them. Pim began to acreech
and throw up his hands (his face as black as my hat):
this brought the captain and licutenant to astand, as
they could not hear sufficiently to make out his lan-
guAge.

“ At Iength Pim reached the party, quite beside him-
#elf, and stammered out, on McClure asking him, “Who
are you, and where are you eome from?”  “Licutenant
Pim, Herald, Captain Kellett.,” This was the more
inexplicable to McClure, a8 I was the last person he
shook hands with in Behring’s Strait. He at length
found that this solitary stranger wasa true English.
man—an angel of light. Ho says:—He s0on was seen
from the ship; they had only one hatchway open, and
tho crew were fairly jambed there, in their cndeavor to
get up. The sick jumped out of their hammocks, and
the crew forget their despondency: in fact, all was
changed on board the Investigator

Tieut. Cresswell, of the Jnvestigator, arrived in
Bogland with Commander McClure’s dispatches
on the 7th October last, in company with Czptain
Inglefield who then returned from his arctic ex-
podition, Lieut. Cresswell says:—

*I. have great satisfaction in reporting that, during
the prolonged wervice on which we were emplayed in
ossarch of the crews of -the missing ships, we have only
Jesk three men since the apring of the prescnt year.”

In reference to the results of Captain Ingle-
field’s expedition, that commander says :—

“In natural history, we ave able to add a large collec~
tion of mincrals to our nuseum: nearly 1000 specimens
of ores and earthy substances have been obtained at
differcnt parts of the coast of Greenland. Specimens
alsoof the flower, leaf and root plants, of all the hinds
we have met with, arc cavefully preserved; and such
crustaceons and other creatures from theanimal king.
dom as our limited mcans have allowed us to collect,
are prepared for the naturalists,

““A carcful meteorological journal hay been kept; &
tido register at Holsteinberg ; and a great many ob-
servations made on the direction, dip, and force of the
magnet. These have been carried on by Mr. Stanton.
and the late lamented M. Bellot, whose industry in
this branchof science is well proved by the mass of
valuable matter he has left behind.”

M. Bellot was a Frenchman and lieutenant in
the French navy. Capt. Inglefield gives the fol-
lowing melancholy details of his death :—

“YX received, by anofficial Ietter from Capt. Pullen, s
report of the melancholy intelligence of the death of
3. Bellot, who had been sent by Capt. Pullen, on his
return during my absence, to acquaint me of thessme,
and to carry on the original despatches to Sir Edward
Belcher.  This unfortunate occurrence took place on
the night of the gale, when M. Bellot, with two men,
were driven off from the shore on the floe; and shortly
after, while reconnoitering from the topof a hammock,
he was blown off by a violent sust of wind into a deep
crack in the ice, and perished by drowning. The two
men were saved by a comparative mirscle; and after-
driving about for thirty hours without food, were ena-
bled toland and rejoin their fellow-travellers, who gave
them provisions; and then all returned to the ship,
bringing back in safety the despatches; but three of,
them fit subjects only Tor invaliding.”

To return to Cuptain McClure. He is said to
have expressed his determination, before leaving
England, of ¢ither discovering Sir John Franklin
or the North-West passage, and in the event of
a failure, that he never would return. The dane
gers and privations he has undergone to redeem
his pledge, his despatches to the Admiralty fully,
show, and we may be pardoned, if, in conclusion
we venture to adopt the following language from
& contemporary, as our own,

The results of the labour of our famous country
map eannot be estimated by the addition of
geographical knowledge thus constituted, by the
reduction of the labours of navigation, or by any
commercial prospect which they arpear to open
up. For all practical purpe ses, this herculean
task might never have been performed or under-
taken. There are few seasons in which the
North-West Passage, though discovered, would
be possible. The results of this expedition ave of
& moral nature, they exhibit the conquest of hue
man intelligence over the elements in their most

appalling form: they represent the suosessfil
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conflict of mental energy with the powers of na-
ture in their drear dowain. The despatch of
Com uander McClure displays an amount of
resolution, fortitude, and self-devotion, as honor-
able to huwnan nature as it is truly marvellous.—
We haveread documents written in the presence
of great peri), or under the shadow of an impending
fate: such documents are to be found in ancient
a3 well as iwrodern history, and they extort our
admiration, even in the case of those whose title
to fame rests upon such displays of firmness; but
the man who, in74 degrees north latitude, far from
all humnan assistance—uncheered by intelligence
from bome-—discase amongst his followers—
% gealed to the deep” —with starvation staring
him in the face—the man who, under such cir-
cumstances, can calmly commit his thoughts
to writing, possesses enviable firmness. The
man who is so colleated under such circumstances
that he omits nothing which is necessary to be
done, ig still more to be admired, but he who not
only does all this, exhibits all his firmness and
sagacity, but who determines, morever, in the
midst of all, to go forward while life lasts, has
attained the climax of heroism, acquires justly
imperishable renown, as a bright example of the
noblest qualities of our nature. Such a one has
Captain McClure proved himself to be. The
following extract from the despatch of this gallant
sailor, atteststhe coolness and nerve, with which
he contemplated being lost in the Polar re-
gions :—

“After quitting Port Leapold, should any of her
Majesty’s shipsbe sent to our relief, a notice containing
information of our route will be left at the door of the
naouse on Whalers” Point, or on some conspicuous
place; if, however, on the contrary, no intimation
should be found of our having been there, it may be at
once surmised that some accident has happencd, cither
from our being carried into the Polar Sea or smashed
in Barrow's Strait, and no survivers left. Ifsuch
should be the case—which I will not, however autici-
pate—it will then bequite unnecessary to penetrate
further westward for our relief, as by the period that
any vessel would reach that part, we must, for want of
provisions, all have perished. In that case, I would
submit that the officer ay be directed to return, and

by no means incur the danger of losing other lives in
search of those who then will be no more.”

Such was the language of Commander MeClure
a3 he was about to commit himself to the chance
before him. Captain McClure and bis brave fol-
lowers have, however devoted themselves to the
services of a nation which knows how to value
the noble qualitics they displayed. All honour
to the gallant Commander and his devoted band
of followers, who have thus enlarged the domain

of geographical discovery, at no little inconve-
:u:nce, and 0o small risk of danger to them.
ves.

OLD ANNIE THE CHARWOMAN.

——

Axxie Brigas was a genuine character.  Her
physiqué was most unprepossessing it is true,
—she stooped with age and hard work; yet
her heart was one of the most upright I have
ever known.

Ewly risers may often have perceived the
old woman walking briskly along in the grey
of the morning, threading her way among the
labourers and nechanics going to their work,
With some of these she exchanged nods, for
she had trod the same causeway for years,
and nearly everybody knew old Annie Briggs.

She was neatly bot very humbly dressed,
and the faded muslin cap upon her antique
head (which evidently had done duty before
on some much gayer head than hers) was ad-
justed in the most irreproachable manner.
While many of the passers-by might, at the
carly hour at which she made her appearance
out'of doors, look yet drowsy and but half
wakened up, Annie'’s brisk and lively air, her
clear eye, and her undisturbed appearance,
showed that she had already been some time
and was thoroughly awake. Indecd, she had
already been up an hour or more, and making
evergthing tidy at home against the rising of
her little family.

Not that Annie had any family of her own.
No: she was yet, and would most likely ever
remain, a single woman; for who that could
have youth and beauty would take up witha
charwoman like her in her old age? No!
And yet Annie used to speak of those whom
she had left at home as “her family.” She
always did so most respectfully, as if they
were something superior to herself, and not
as if they owed everything to her industry
and cconomy, which they really did.

But I must tell myreaders semething about
this “family” of Annie Briggs, and then they
will be able to form some idea of the noble
nature which lay hidden under her humble
garb. And let me here add, that what I am
about to relate is not fiction, but sober fact,

Aunnie, in her younger years, was a domes-
tic servant; and a most faithful one she was,
She grew up to womanhood in the same ser-
vice; and her master and mistress admired
and valued her exceedingly. When their
only son got marricd, Annie remsved from
the cld house into that of the young pair,
where her experience, (as was naturally to be
expected) gave her no inconsiderable import-
ance in the household. But she never aspired
to be more than a servant, nor did she ever
venture to assume any “airs,” which indeed
did not become her.

All went prosperously for several years in
the family of Mr. and Mrs. Reynolds, the
master and mistress of Annie Briggs. Busi-
ness prospered, children were born into the
family, and all seemed to be going on hope-

fully and happily, Aunie being among the
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most cheerful of them all. But this course
of prosperity was soon brought to an end;
Mrs. Reynolds fell ill; at first it was only a
troublesome cough, to which no particular
attention was vaid; then there came a great
prostration of strength, and an occasional
8pitting of blood, on which alarming symptom
disp.aying itself the doctor was ecalled in;
soon after which it began to be whispered
about the house that the mistress was laid up
with consumption. A hectic flush showed
itself on her cheecks, she was soon entirely
confined to her bed, and it became clear
she was rapidly sinking. When the mother
knew that her days were numbered—for the
fatal nature of her disease could not be con-
cealed from her—after a great outburst of
grief, not so much for herself as for the be-
loved children and the dear husbard she was
about to l:ave behind her, to unknown trials
and dangers through which she might not
hold them by the hand, she at length became
gradually calmer and more resigned, and pre
pared to meet her fate in quiet Christian sub-
mission and resignation.  Annie Briggs was
constantly by her mistress’s bedside during
her last illness, and indeed wore herself to
very skin and bone by her untiring devotion
toher. The dying mistress’s uppermost and
last thought was for her children, and while
she held Annie’s hand in hers—looking up
into her face with her wan eyes—she would

ay,—

“ And, dear Annie, you will mind your sa-
cred promise to me, not to lose sight of the
dear children until they have grown up and
can do for themselves.”

To this appeal the sobbing Annie hadbut one
answer:—** Never, dear mistress, never; in-
deed I will not leave them, if master will but
let me serve them and him to the end of my
days.”

* He has promised and will perform. While
he lives, you will have a home here; and
though you cannot supply a mother’s love
and care, I know you will do what you can.
Bless you, dear Annic, and be tender and
careful over them, for my sake.”

Annie’s mistress died; the children cried
bitterly because of their loss at first—but
children’s memories of the dear departed are
happily short,—and Annie continued her
charge of the young family as before. They
oonsisted of one boy and two girls: the boy
was a fine spirited fellow, full of fun and mis-
chief, as most boys are who have a great
deal of life in them; while the girls were of
a more sedateand thoughtful cast, and looked
a8 if the shadow of some great grief had
early cast itself over their young lives. They
gradually grew through boyhood and girl-
hood, owing much—how much indeed they
oould never describe in sufficiently grateful
terms—to their faithful and affectionate serv-
ing woman, Annie Briggs.

But, meanwhile, severe and heavy trials
fell one after another upon the Reynolds’
family. Michacl Reynolds sustained heavy
losses in business, which brought his affairs
into irretrievable disorder; and being a man
of but little cnergy, he could never fairly
buckle to the task of confronting or over-
coming them. He was one of those men who,
once, down, are fairly conquered, and swho
can never muster the courage torise up again
to their feet and stand boldly upripht. He
struggled on, but it was by shifts, which only
made matters worse. Besides, he was grow-
ing old, in which case it is a difficuit thing to
begin the world anew. The world set him
down for what he was, an unsuccessful man
—and the world has little merey on such.
The short and the long of his story was this:
that he failed utterly ; was a bankrupt and
ruined man; and his stock in trade, his
household furniture, and even his late wife's
jewellery and dresses—preserved by Annie
Briggs with an almost reverential care, for the
young misses—were sold off to pay the
broken Michael’s debts. And then he was
cast forth from the home which had been
wromised to Annie Briggs for her lifetime;
and “the world was ali before them where to
choose.”

Annie now became the virtual head of the
family. During her long years of scrvice she
had laid by a small store of savings, though
a large portion of them had been deposited
in the master's hands, and had gone with the
rest of the wreck ; but still she had something
which she could call her own and use as such,
Her first care was to provide a home for her
“ family.”

In a humble house, in a mean back street,
behold the Reynoldses now instailed under
the charge of Annie Briggs. But how was
the family to be supported? Courage, Annie,
thou shalt solve that question speedily. Annie
has a pair of ready hands, a quick step, a
clear eye, and & brave heart. Did not Annie
solemnly promise to her dying mistress that
she would never leave nor forsake her children
while she lived? and Annie thinks of that
solemn promise now, It nerves her arm and
inspires her heart. Yes! she will work, she
will slave, but those dear children of hers
shall not want.

You understand now the origin of the
charwoman, Annic Briggs! Is there any
queen who can boast of 2 more royal nature
than that humble woman? Is there any
duchess registered in Debreit who is more
deserving of the appellation of “noble " Nol
And there are many true-hearted women
such as Annie Briggs among our so-called
“lower classes,” who would be an konor to
even the highest, but whose names are never
uttered in the world’s <ar, because all their
good deeds are done in secret, far retired
from the noise and bustle of the crowd,
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Checrful, unrepining, laborious, and truly
happy, this noble wotnan went on her way
through life, She was becoming bowed down
with work and age, and yet she pursued her
noble vocation.  One by one the members of
her young family left her humble dwelling to
earn bre.d for themselves, which they did so
soon as they were able. The two girls got
places as governesses; but you know how
scanty is the pittence paid for female teaching,
and it was years before they could contribute
anything out of their earnings to help to
maintain their old and now infirm father.
They wereglad enough at first to find a home,
8o that they could but relieve Annie Briggs
of thz2 burden of their maintenance.

The boy, John, had also been early put to
a trade, The father wanted to make him a
merchant, as he had been himself'; but Annie,
for once, overruled the judgment of *the
master,” as shestill termed the old gentleman,
and insisted that John should be put toa
trade which would the soonest enable him to
maintain himself. And she carried her point:
the boy was put apprentice to a machine-
maker.

At length, when the gitls had gone to their
several governess places, and John's appren-
ticeship over, he entered upon a situation
abrond, with many promises that he would
send money home for his father's support as
soon as he was able—the old pair, Annieand
her master were lett to themselves. Though
Annie was the support of the household, and
had throughout been the mainstay of this
family, strange to say. her relation to them
had never changed: old Mr. Reynolds was
still “ master,” and Annic waited on him and
did his bidding as his “servant.” Age and
disappointme it had made him querulous, too,
and he would now and then burst out into
brief fits of ineffectual rage, which would
have been ludicrous for one in his situation,
were they not also so humiiiating and so mel-
ancholy. These two aged beings, the one so
much indebted to the other lived almost. alone
in the world. For many long hours Annie
would be absent at her charring, and when
she came in, worn out and exhausted—ior
she was growing daily feebler,—she was not
unfrequently saluted with a scow) and a scold.
“What can have kept you solong? You
will kill me with your neglect, you will!"
And Annie would then implore her “master”
to.forgive her, for that “she could not help
it,” lﬁxt “would take fewer jobs for the fu-
ture.

One day, on her return {rom a forenoon’s
charring, she found her old master lying sense-
less and speechless. He was stricken by
palsy,—perhaps the result of low living. She
tended him for two months, and expended
her last store of savings on drugs-and doc-
tors; butit was all invain. The old man

dicd, and she followed her dear old master
almost alone to his grave,

She was now getting old and infirm, with
only the prospect of the parish and its cold
charity before her, havirg exhausted her
store of strength in the desperate effort to
maintain her independence, and to retain the
blessings of a home, miserable and poverty-
stricken though it was—when a letter reached
her. Tt was from John Reynolds, of whom
she had begun to despair—settled far away
from England as he was. But his letter,
though long in coming, gave her new life.
The young man was doing well and thriving ;
and he enclosed the first fruits of his honest
toil abroad, in the shape of a small sum of
money as & help to support her in her old
age. She did not value the money so much
as the feelings of gratitude which the letter
displayed. She now felt that all her toil was
rewarded, and she could lay down to sleep in
quiet. She had faithfully fulfilled her pro-
mise given by the bedside of her dear mis-
tress so many years ago. She had indeed
aobly periormed her life’s work. And the
last days of Annie Briggs, the old charwoman,
were days of peace—truly of the peace that
passeth knowledge.

el P A Qe

Por Gors tBE QuUEsTION.—“Pop goes the
question,” has often led people a very prewty
dance. It has been a pop thut has alwaya been
exceedingly popular, and is revived from tiwme to
time, a8 much from necessity as fashion. The
step is a very decided one; but though usually
regarded as difficult, yet a little boldness and
address is all that is required to make the gentle-
tleman a rapid proficient.

The steps are taken as follows :—Gentleman
advances and bows to lady; chassez to lady’s sides
hands across ; balancez, andset(on a chair), Lady
(maxkes) advances, and retreats (into herself);
geutleman follows (up his advantage), and balan-
cez (on the chair); lady's chain (ot endearments);
cavalier seul; set (to work); right and left (with
small talk); heads round (with excitement); down
the middle and up again (with prepared speechies);
gentleman takes lady’s hand ; lady withdraws it
poussette ; right and left; hands across: gentles
wan drops on one knee, and turns the lady (to
his purpose); grand round (of arm about the
waist). Pop goes the Question!

This step is generally concluded by the figures
joining hiands, and uniting in a ving. The usual
finale to the step is childish in the extreme,

SraviNG BY MacminerY.~The only shaving by
machinery that we are adguainted with is Shaving
the Ladies as practised in thelinendrapers’ shops;
and that is done in such an easy ofi-hand manner
that the operation has become quite mechanical.

Discovery 1va Cror Housx.—Thereason why
a waiter always ‘wears pumps, is because his busi
ness is to dance attendance,

Hixr ro tux Hooxep.—If you desire to be re-
leased from a rush promise of marriage, breath
vows of love continually after eating: onions,
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BY WILLIAM THOMAS HALEY.

cuapter 1,—(Continued.)

WE have, all of us scen, at least on thisside of
the Atlantic, the fuirest prospect of prosper-
ity that the world has seen since “God said
let there belight and there was light;” and it
is our duty, it is the duty of every one of us,
from the highest to the humblest, to protest
against cverything, and to oppose every one,
by which, and by whom such fair prospect
seems at alllikely to be blighted. The steam-
ship, the railroad, the wonder-working tele-
graph ; shall we allow these to become the
mere working tools of mad and ambitious ty-
rants? When this vast continent is just be-
ginning to see its mighty tracts of wilderness
converted into smiling fields and thriving
cities, shall we without resistance see those
fields and cities, wasted and made desolate by
ruthless war, because, forsooth! a Cear, fol-
lowing up the traditionary policy of his, by no
means too respectable, ancestors, would fain
add Turkey to his already too vast dominions;
or, a self-created Emperor would imitate the
foreign aggression, as he has already imitated
the domestic usurpation, of the most rathless
and widely destructive aggressor that the
world has ever seen? We ought not, we dare
not, we will not! Peace, is the grand requi-
site, and peace we must have. True it is that
we have right little confidence in the mere
charlatans who, forming themselves into small
peace societies, talk flucnt nonsense, look com-
placently around them, and cry, “Peace,
peace!” where there isno peace! These men
a8 we well know, cannot discern, or at all
events cannot comprehend, the signs of the
times. We have neither hope nor confidence
in them; blind leaders of the blind are they,
and we will neither trust them, nor, so far as
we can make ourselves heard by the toiling
millions, will we allow those millions to trust
them. But we have great, almost unlimited
confidence in a truly enlightened public opi-
nion, and we trust, even yet, to hear the ex-
pression of such a public opinion telling, in
tones of thunder, to all would-be usurpers
and aggressors, that the day for their perma-
nent triumph hasgone by, wholly and forever.
YoL, IV.—K

We trust that we shall live to see the public

criminal as completcly amenable to public

opinion, as helplessly liable to public and con-

dign punishment, as any private criminal,

We trust that for the time to come no new

Napoleon, however unprincipled and however

reckless, will find it possible to make any

thing like a permanent conquest of the rights
and the interests, the treasure and the blood,

of his fellow-men. Against the advocates of
tyranny, we invoke enlightened public opi-
nion; against the tyrants themsclves, we

invoke the stern excrcise of public force.
Charles, of England, and Louis of France,
were (as in the latter case we shall by and by
have occasion to show,) sacrificed for the sing
and the follies of others, made ’scape goats
for thecrimes which were either actually com-
mitted or made, humanly speaking, inevitable
long years before they had birth. They were
not executed, but murdered; but it by no
means results from our detestation of murder,
that, therefore, we should shrink from recom-
mending the solemn frial and the condign
punishment of the murderer; and who is he
that will venture to affirm that the murder of
thousands upon the battlefield is less a crime
than the murder of one solitary victim on the
highway or upon his own hearthstone? Is the
pillage of & nation a smaller crime than the
plunder of one poor cottage? Because a man
has committed the one great crime of usurp-
ing authority, shall we be so base as to give
him not merely absolution, but applause for
all the “imperial” crimes he may commit in
the name, and by the aid, of that authority ?
Yet this is what is done by all the fulsome eu-
logists of Napoleon the First. Even for the
sake of abstract truth, even for the mere love
of historical justice, we would protest against
such slavish eulogy, but we are doubly bound
to protest against it, to denounce it, and to
render it powerless, when we know that it
can remain powerful only to the world's great
injury. Peace, we repeat it, is the one great
want of the civilized nations of our time ; and
to that peace none are more insidious or more
dangerous enemies than those who, by palli-
ating past tyrannies, and falsely lauding & -
dead tyrant, encourage other tyrants to arige,
in their fell and reckless might, to endanger
that peace,

Taking this view alike of the past and ‘he
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present, we shall with a stern and steady
hand, lift the veil which the utterly venal or
the utterly mistaken have thrown over the
real and hideous lineaments of the first Na-
poleon’s character. If any of hisor of his
usurping relatives” admirers shall feel ag-
grieved at our plain speaking, they have only
to thank themselves. Had they been but pru-
dently silent, we had been silent also. But
they have made it our duty to our maligned
country, and to our whole long suffering hu-
manity, todefeat all attemptsat casting further
imputations on the one, or inflicting new mis-
eries on the other. A sacred duty,that; a
duty from which we dare not flinch! We
dars not be silent when men would apslogise
for the crimes, the meanness, the falsehoed,
the terribly selfish injustice, of one tyrant,
and thus throw a false halo round the erimes,
and offer an additional premiaum to the crimi-
nal perseverance, of anether.

‘We repeat it ; the crimes of the first Napo-
Jeon merited, if human crime ever ean merit
it, the extreme punishment of death. We

e

shall show that clearly, andin detail. May the
exhibition truly and convincingly hold the
mirror up to the evil natures alike of those
who would tyrannise, and of thesc who would
pay servile homage to tyranny, past, present,
or to come!

‘We have, we trust, pretty clearly shown
that the mere childhood of Napoleon, far from
being amiable and free from all cruel bias, as
his new Historian so laboriously, bat with so
ludicrous an ill success, endeavors to convince
the world that it was; did in reality exhibit
uomistakeable tokens of these evil passions
which only needed time and opportanity, to
render them a curse and a calamity to the
human race. We shall now proceed to exa-
mine in rather more detail, some of the great
achievements of hismanhood, giving him full
credit for all that he did of really good, or of
raally great; but taking eare that it shall, at
least, be no fault of ours, if his New York ad-
vocates deceive the world into the suicida)
folly of calling his meannesses grandewrs, or
his crimes—rvirtues.

ANV VARAN ARV VWA .
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CHAPTER II.

Ixour former chapter, we proposed to proceed
atonce to the youth and manhood of Napoleon ;
and a careful reperusal of Mr. Abbott’saccount
of that unscrupulous and ruthless conquoror’s
boyhood has served but to confirm us in that
design. Not that we have by any means ex-
hausted what might be said either, as to our
author’s slovenly arrangement of his in-
trepidly borrowed materials, oras fo his at
once strikingly unfair, and strangely inconsist-
ent commentaries upon them. Bat, child-
hood and mere boyhood are, after all, of
comparatively little consequence ¢o the histo-
rian and the politician, saveas being indicative
of the real nature ofhim with whose natureand,
{whether for goodor evil,) really potentand
influential deeds, the Historian and the Politi-
cian have a real and important concern.—
Leaving, then, the child Napoleons duck
pond and yard dog, and the boy Napoleon’s
cannon and snow fort, to the partial and ten-
der care and kecping of Gotham’s authors,
we proceed to examine, as briefly as may be,
the state of France, and Napoleon’s own posi-
tion, when Napolcon really commenced active
and influential life, as a young and, as we
cordially confess, a most promising officer of
French Artillery.

All writers on the sanguinary French
Revolution, not even excepting Sir Walter
Scott have, as it seems to us, failed to
to give sufficient consideration to the
character and conduct of Louis the Fif
teenth, as ong of its chief causes, To
us, that monarch has always appeared to
have been, though remotely, one of the chief
authors of the French Revolution, the chief
though indirect Executioner of the truly un-
fortunate Louis the Sixteenth. But for the
at once reckless and filthy extravagance of
Leuis XV, the horrible disgusting Sultan of
the foul Seraglio, known as the Deer Park,
the French finances neither would nor could,
#o early as the reign of Louis XVI, have
fallen into a state of such inextricable confu-

sion and ruin, as defied the regenerating
power of Necker and hisless conspicuous but,
probably, not less skilful, financial colleagues
and subordinates; and but for the evil influ-
ence which the example of Louis XV, and
his equally vile court had upon the morals of
all ranks and conditions of the French people,
the French Revolution, even fad financial
embarrassments given rise to it, would never
have been attended by such frightful butch-
eries, nor by the spectacle, unexampled alike
in its horror and in its worse than brutal folly,
of a whole people proclaiming itself
atheist, destroying the altars and slaying the
priests, and then setting up, on a pedestal
a halfnaked Harlot, and paying homage to her
as the Goddess of Reason. The Goddess and
her self consecrated priests; (most of whom
well knew how little she wasundcr the influ-
ence of any strait laced prejudicesin the way
of decency of either word or deed), the God-
dess, we say, and her priests, and her wor-
shippers, were extremely well worthy of each
other. But, far, as our readers must alrcady
be aware that we are, very far, from palliating
the brutal follies, or the brutal cruelties of the
Revolutionary French, in the time of the un-
happy Louis XVI, and for many a day later,
we still maintain that not all their folly, still
less all their cruelty, fiendish as it was, can
justly be attributed to them only. For the
greater portion of both the folly and the
cruelty, we hold that the detestable Louis XV
and the even more detestable pimps, male and
female, who filled his Seraglio called the
Deer Park* with mistresses of from twenty
down to (oh, horror ofhorrors!) nine years of
age, were, and are accountable, alike in the
sight of man, and in thesight of God. Tt was
utterly impossible that such reckless extrava-
gance and such bestial vices, as those of Louis

® The Parc auzx Cerfs; all the horrors of which are
known only to those who have read the graphic Mys-
leries des viewx Chateaxz de Framce, or osr hones

English translation of That work,

s
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XV and his court, could fail to have the most
fatal eftect at once upon the public morais
and upon the public finances; and it was
impossible that such vice and extravagance
should fail to render the people, in gencral,
frightfully vicious, and practically infidels,
and hopelessly, poor and distressed.  The
dreadful fate and previous suffering and
humiliations of Louis XVI, his Queen, the
Princess de Lamballe, and other illustrious
victims, to say nothing of the thousands who
subsequently fell in the internecine drown-
ings, fusiliades, and guillotinings, among the
revolutionary factions themselves, were, we
repeat it, but the obvious and inevitable
eonscquences of the odious immoralities, and
debasing, as well as brutallizing, conduct of
Louis XV, his pimps, male and female, and
his detestably servile and compliant ministers.
A good monarch, circumstances favouring his
efforts, may do much towards elevating even
the worst of his subjects in the moral scale,
and towards clevating the most needy and
degraded of them in the social scale; but a
bad monarch, especially when his vices are of
the cxpensive kind, must impoverish those of
his subjects who have anything of which he
can deprive them, and must demoralize all his
subjects, whether rich or poor. So it was
with that wretched and fatal Louis XV, and,
of all the great causes of the French Revolu-
tion, the fatal legacy he left to France of debt,
distress, and all but universal immorality,
was, we firmly believe, the chief, It was
one, too, which a far firmer monarch than
Louis XVI, and a far abler financier than
Necker, would have found it impossible,
in all probability effectually and permanent-
ly to make head against. Amid general cor-
ruption of morals, the virtuous can do but little,
comparatively speaking, towards the reforma-
tion of morals; and amidst extreme and al-
most universal distress, necessarily aggravated
by the general corruplion of morals, the
wealthy few, however benevolently inclin-
ed, can do, but little toward the general
relief.

Already, even when the plaudits and rejoic-
ings of the giddy and unreasoning people
hailed the marriage and the accession of’ the
amiable, but no less wéak and irresolute Louis
XVI, the foundations of. that disastrous
Revolution which cost both him and his

illustrious Austrian bride both their throne
and their lives, were laid, hroad and deep,
alike in the upper and in the lower classes of
society ; in the former, corrup: ion, in the latter
deep and unpiticd distress; in all, the most
detestable immorality, had prepared the way
and made the paths straight tor the human
fiends of the Revolution, for the Dantons,
the Robespierres, and the Marats, who were
to destroy the altar and the throne, only te
be themselves, in their turn, destroyed by
the subordinate demons whom they %ad had
the power to unloose, indeed, but whom they
had not the power, and the spell to remand
to their native Hades, until their dread mis-
sion of destroying and of purifying was fully
accompliched. Already, we repeat, when
Louie XVI, and his giddy and extravagant,
théugh beautifal young queen,. were hailed,
whithersoever they went, with loud plaudits
by the unthinking, the foundations were laid,
broad and deep, for the great and terrible
Revolution ; and those foundations were laid,
chiefly, by the at onee boundlessly extravagant
and frightfully immoral, Louis XV, that worst
of modern Kings, who was not only sinful
and most disgustingly vicious himself, but the
cause of sin and the grossest vice in others.—
No truly clear and precise understarding,
then, of either the cause or the workings of
the French Revolution can ever be obtained
by those who neglect to apportion due weight
and consequence, to the frightful effects which
had long previously been produced or pre-
pared by the, about equal extravagance and
immorality, of Louis XV.

Let usnot be mistaken; though we look upon
that evil monarch as having been the chief au-
thor of the Revolution,other causes it undoubt-
edly had, but he it was whorendered them dig-
astrously, and, humanly speaking, irresistibly
active; his conduct it was that fused, as it
were, many scattered evils into one vast evil,
which neither Heaven nor earth could tole-
rate.

‘We are well aware that the Grand Mon-
arque, Louis XIV, did not a little during his
long reign towards preparing evil days for his
successors, The pomps and vanities—to say
nothing about the immoralitics—of his court,
and the warlike achievements of his armies,
-were-alike prejudicial to. the real welfare and

permanent safety of that France which, during
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80 many years, all but worshipped him as
being something more than merely human.
“The philosophers,” too, in unchristianizing
the French people, nccessarily, though per-
haps in most cases undesignedly, and even
unconsciously, did just so much towards
revolutionizing them, Teach a people to re-
volt against religion, and they will not long
be obedient to the civil power; lead them to
consider it a virtuous and high-iminded thing
to deny their God, and it will be strange,
indeed, if they long continue to acknowledge
theirking.  But fully admitting the evil influ-
ence of both le Grand Monargue,and of those
of the philosophers, who were so busy in his
own reign, and that of his immediate suc
cessor; making also the fullest allowance for
the evil influecnce of that worst of regents,
the Duc d'Orleans,who sowed vice broad cast,
alike by practice and by precept, by his owu
example and by the encouragement which he
gave to other evil men to rival him in every
description of iniquity ; we nevertheless main-
tain, once and for all, that it was to the fatal
influence of Louis XV ; that Louis XVI, his
family, and his subjects chiefly owed the sur-
passing horrors and enormities, of the great
French Revolution.

We have ventured to dwell upon this point
at the greater length, and with an even
iterative emphasis, because it seems to us
to have been hitherto wholly neglected, or
only very insufficiently regarded by other
writers, and also because we feel fully con-
vinced that, without the fullest and most n-a-
ture consideration of this point, it is impossi-
ble to do anything like justice, either to the
difficulties of Louis XVI, and the loyal few,
or to give a clear insight into the secretsprings
and causes of the proceedings of the mildest
of the Girondists, or the ficrcest and most
criminal of the Jacobins and their assistant
demons, the mere canaille.

1t is no part of our purpese, or of our duty
to enter at any considerable length into the
details of the French Revolution; but, with.
out devoting some few pages to these details,
it would be difficult, if not impossible, toshow
so clearly as we think it requisite that we
should show, the state of public affairs in
France when Napoleon made his appearance
upon the stage of public life ; that stage upon
which he was so soon, and for solonga period,

to play so conspicuous a part. Fortunately,
these prcliminary observations will be but
few 2nd brief; merely such as clearly to place
before the reader that state of affairs of which
Napoleon, at once so promptly, sternly, and
dexterously took advantage.

When Louis XVI ascended the throne,
France, as we have already remarked, was
both greatly exhausted and greatly demoral-
ized ; such, indeed, was the general and ex-
cessive corruption of morals, that no dexterity
and successin the improvement of the finances
could either permanently or to any great ex-
tent have benefitted the country, unless the
young king, instead of his own mildness and
irresolution, had possessed the iron 1 and the
iron hand, too, of a Cromwell or a Napoleon.
and, unhappily, besides the natural misfortune
of a weak and too gentle nature, the young
monarch had the additional misfortune of be-
ing married to a princess whose unreflecting
and in.urrigible extravagance was to the full
as remarkable as her grace of manner and her
real goodness of heart. Even before the first
unmistakeable peals of the Revolutionary
thunder burst upon the ears of the startled
king and his court; Marie Antoinette on
more than one occasion,—and especially on
that of the only too celebrated Diamond Neck-
lace case, and the consequent scandal thrown
alike upon the court and the church,—gave,
by her want of reflection, opportunities to
her own and her royal husband’s enemies to
accuse her to the distressed, and therefore
doubly credulous people,ofan extravagance far
greater and more mischievous than she cither
was, orat any period could possibly be, guilty
of; evenhad she been asthoroughly recklessas
her wors' enemies would fain have repre-
sented her as being. Extravagant she was.
[t would be at once abase and an utterly use-
less treason against truth either to deny or
palliate that extravaganee. We have always
blamed her alike for extravagance and a cer-
tain levity which was justified neither by her
German education nor by her French posi-
tion; but we blame her only as we would
blame the incautious child who should play
with fire in the neighborhood of a powder
mill. She, no doubt, did incaunticusly, and in
that at once ignorant and innocent levity,
which is so little dangerous under some cir-
cumstances, and so decidedly and awfully
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fatal under others, do her part towards scat-
tering those sparks which fired the powder;
but the powder which folly and weakness,
and a pardonable, because all but childish
levity, thusfired, the powderwas placed there
by others.  That Marie Antoinette was guilty
of a most unwise extravagance, is, we repeat,
only too certain; but had she been the most
penurious of princesses, had she lived on
bread and water and been clad in linsey-wol-
sey, her economies would have been to the
state wants, but as a drop of water toa mighty
river.  Ier extravagance was mischievous,
inasmuch as it added one more item to the nu-
merous prejudices, which, some well, and some
ill-founded, were already aroused in such terri-
ble activity against L doomed husband and
sovercign. Thus far as regards her much
talked extravagance, thus far and no farther
Maric Antoinette mischicevously crred; and
alas, alas! fearfully was her error punished!

That Louis XVI«xas both weak and irre-
solute, we, detesting the murderous violence
of his cnemies as we do, cannot and will not
deny; but had he been as firm as he uahap-
pily was weak, it must surcly be confessed
that the difficultics of his position were terri-
ble, and that their name was legion.  Consi-
der: his treasury not merely cmpty, but im-
mensely in arrear, owing to the extravagance
of his predecessors; his people for the most
part, distressed and ignorant; the infidel and
antimonarchical writings of the “philoso-
phers,” the only bible for which they had
vither cars or hearts; his queen extravagant,
and his court, immersed in criminal or silly
pleasures, too indolent to resist rabble out-
rage while resistance might still have proved
practicable, and too haughty to assume hu.
mility when their show of the old aristocratic
spirit might hasten alike the destruction of
their sovercign and themselves, but could in
no probability save cither him or them.
A talking and philosophising few who fan-
cied that they could show the masses the
way to bind the king in constitutional fetters,
and yet prevent them from infringing the
libertics or aiming at the life of that king;
and, to crown all, ministers who hoped to ap-
pease the multitude by publishing claboratcly
detailed proofs of the nation’s wants and dis-
tresscs, without suggesting anything like a
practicable plan for a speedy, far lessa per-

manent, remedy of eviis so widely spread and
so appalling; a numerous and fierce, and—
for let us not do even them injusticel—a
highly and variously gifted body of dema-
gogucs, avowedly determined to ruin the mo-
narchy, at whatever cost, and having the
mighty, suffering, and deluded masses entirely
at their command for evil, but as entirely un-
controllable by them for good; surely these
were clements in the unhappy king's position
which must have bewildered, and might have
crushed, the wisestand firmest sovereign that
ever wielded sceptre.

e donotintend to copy into our pages the
melancholy details which so many historians
have already, with indubitable accuracy, and
with prolixity to spare, given of thosc sad,
disgraceful, and harrowing events which pre-
ceded the murder of the King and the com-
mencement of the Reign of Terror.  Our read-
ers are alrcady aware how, listening now to
the courageous, and anon to the timid, now te
the politic, and then to the merely and blindly
cunning, the unhappy King changed his opi-
nions and his conduct as often as he changed
his advisers; and scarcely in asingle instance
adopted a new line of policy, but to render his
person more hateful to the deluded multitude,
and the safety of Loth his crown and his per-
son more utterly hopeless. 1t would be pain-
ful to linger over such details, even did the
nature of our task render it necessary to do
s0, asit assurcdly does not; we gladly, there-
fore, leave them to the legitimate historians,
who alrcady have so graphically and faith-
fully given them, in Gotham and clsewhers,
an uneaviable pre-cminence.

We have, however bricfly, sufficiently
pointed out the leading causes, both remote
and immediate, of the terrible discontents
against which the unbappy Louis XVI, with
scarcely a single natural or acquired qua-
lification for his fearful and gigantic task, was
calicd upon to make head. Let us suppose
the long and arduousstruggle over, the King,
his Qucen, and their devoted, but, alas!
powerless friends, slaughtered, and the masses
at once more wretched and more furious for
their success—squalid and pitiable in their
vain cries for bread, and hideous in their
tiger-like screams for blood, blood, stiil and
ever, more blood!

Turn we now, then, to our proper subject,
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that Napoleon, who was so long the terrorand
the scourge of the civilized world, and whose
real character the enemies of British fame, and
of British weal, have striven, and now once
more are striving, to surround with a false
and brilliant halo.

Corsican by birth, and from his very boy-
hood the avowed encmy of “ the French” and
of the *“aristocracy,” young Napoleon owed
his educa.ion, as we have seen, to aristocratic
rccommendation and to the munificence of
the French crown ; and to the same patronage,
he, on leaving-Brienne, owed hisappointment
to the, at that time by no means casily ob-
tained, post of second lieutenant of artillery.
It is, as we indicated at the commencement
of this second chapter of Mr, Abbot’s eccentric
performance, at this point of Napoleon’s life
that our review of the misrepresentations of his
newest biographer, really and fitly com-
mences; and here we deem it necessary
clearly to lay down the principle upon which
we intend to proceed in the performance of
our task. On the one hand, we yield tono
man in our admiration of all that was really
great in the genius, or really good in the acts
or in the aspirations, real or professed, of the
First Napoleon; but, on the other hand, we
are profoundly impressed by the truth of
those bricf but most significant words of
Sir Walter Scott, who, in his preface, says :—
“ His splendid personal qualities, his great
military actions, and political services to
France, will not, it is hoped, be lessened in
the narrative.  Unhappily, the author’s task
involves a duty of another kind, the discharge
of which is due to France, to Britain, to
Europe, and to the world. If the general sys-
tem of Napolcon had rested upon rorce or
FRAUD, it is ncither the greatness of his actions
nor the success of his undertakings that ought
to dazzle the cyes or stifle the voice of him
who adventures to be his Historian.” Noble
words these, of which we shall be ever mind-
ful! Would that Mr. Abbott had been so;
but, unhappily, he scems to read them as the
wizards of the old day said their pater noster
—backwards!

‘When Napoleon received his first appoint-
ment in the artillery, he was in his seven-
teenth ycar; but he had already given proofs
of & reflective and decply calculating spirit;
and it is due to his memory to say that if his

new rank and his gay unifoi.a pleased him,
his pleasure wasmanifested, not in the vanity
and #dlesse which almost universelly mark the
boy officer’s first step, but by a more than
usually close application to his mathematical
studies—those studies, which he well knew
to be only second, and scarcely second, to
personal courage, in their importance to him
in his new career. He had, in addition to his
patural encrgy and ambition, that strongest
and (when not so excessive as to wound the
spirit too deeply) that best of stimulants to
exertion—poverty.

It is true that Mr. Abbott's pages have told
us that Charles Bonaparte, the Corsican
lawyer, was able to * provide a competence™
for his numerous family; but the case would
have been more accurately stated, if it had
been said, that though he wasable to support
his children in something like comfort and
respectability during their earlier childhood,
he, in fact, parily owing to the *‘troubles” in
Corsica, left his widow and children in a state
not very far from actual poverty; and at the
very time when young Napoleon obtained his
first commission in the army, his mother was
in absolute poverty, and burdened, too, with
a heavy family. We are of opinion that this
was by no means the least importantly bene-
ficial to him, at the least in a worldly point
of view, of all the numerous circumstances
which worked iogether to make him the un-
tiring student, and prematurely grave and re-
tiring young man he then was. Witha greater
command of means, it is far from improbable
that, merely from that pride which formed so
dominant an element in lLis character, he
would have emulated, instead of sardonically
spurning, the expeusive and frivolous pursuits
of his aristocratic brother officers, and would
thus have lost much, not only of the actual
fruits of his solitary studies at this period,
but also that invaluable Zadit of study and
self-denial which he then formed. Probably,
in his after life, he would himself have taken
this view of the case; but' at the time he
seems to have been deeply stung by his pov-
erty as contrasted with the wealth of so many
of his military companions, upon whom, justly
and, indeed, inevitably looked upon as his in-
feriors.

Napoleon's New York biographer, with his
usual felicity, takes occasion in this part of
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his very novel performance, at once to heap
the most unmeasured praise upon his hero, in
the way of commentary, and by a single anec
dote utterly to disprove by far the most im-
portant of all the eulogies which he had pre-
viously heaped upon him! That we may not
be accused of speaking with an unjust degree
of harshness of the inconsistency of this pla-
giaristic biography, we shall presently quote
and comment upon the anecdote in question,
and we venture to believe that our readers
will confess, that if ever man possessed an
unenviable power of scif-refatation, that power
i3 pre-eminently the property of our new bio-
grapher of Napoleon.

During the first seven years of Napoleon's
military life, but little more can be 5aid of him,
than that he moved with his regiment from
garrison to garrison, and suffering much in
temper, and perhaps in heart, from his penury,
was all that time under immense obligations
to it for habitual seclusion—a seclusion which,
such 2 mind as his, necessarily spent in study.
At this time, he was, in words at least, an
ardent republican; Mr. Abbott, who tells us
this, as he tells us almost everything else, on
the strength of unacknowledged authorities,
does not think it necessary to perccive the
inference, viz. that, even thus carly, Napoleon
had formed the determination on which he
acted to his last hour, of making use of
everything that could aid him. Self, from the
cradle to the grave, was Napoleon's real idol,
and it is very clear to us that at this time he,
hating the aristocracy for its social superiority
to himself, was a solitary Girondist, anxious
for the abatement of the monarchy of which
he was the paid servant, and for the destruc-
tion of aristocratic privileges, especially in the
matter of military promotion, not because he
thought cither monarchy or aristocracy bad
per 3¢, but simply because he thought that
change in the state of public affairs would
open a higher prospect for Napolcon Buona-
parte. That he was ever, even for a single
hour, asincere Republican, it seems impossibie
forany onc to believe, who attentively watches
even the cavlier days of his celebrity. His
new Biographer who finds him so unexcep-
tionable as an Emperor, secms to think that
he was cqually 8o as a Republican, though
that same sincere Republican wore the king's
wniform, and aic the king’s bread. For our

own part, we confess that there is no part of
Napoleon's whole carcer which puzzles us so
much as this does. We are told that, when-
ever he did go into company, he made himself
conspicuous by the fervency of his harangues
in favor of Republicanism ; and that #o fervid,
or, in plain English, so violent, was the young
officer, that he made a great many cncmies
among the better classes, and on one occasion
actually provoked a whole company of well
bred people loudly to protest against hig
arrogance, and the mischievous tendency of
his remarks. We say that this poftion of hig
life puzzles us; and it really does so. We
are by no means surprised that he, Corsican
born, and only a very short time previously
the avowed hater of the French nation, should
thus early and thus violently inferferc in the
politics of a country of which he was asubject
only by recent conquest, and of which he was
a soldier only by aristocratic patronage and
royal sufferance, far less aro we surprised
that he should take the Republican side,
seeing, as so sagacious an obscrver needs
must have seen, that partly by the vigour,
ability, and unscrupulousness of the mob
leaders, and partly by its own weakness and
the tremendous difficultics of every sort by
which it was surrounded, the French monarchy
was doomed, not to say, cffete. All this seems
tous to be quite in keeping with the intense
selfishnesswhichwe belicvetohave beenhisone
fixed principle from his cradle in Corsica to his
grave in St. Helena. Scoit says that when
Napoleon was spoken to on the anomaly of
an officer in the royal army siding with the
Repblicans, he answered, “Had I been
general officer, I should have been a Royalist
~—being & subaltern I am a Republican.” We
firmly believe this anccdote, which Mr. Abbott
has not given, to be truc to the letter; few as
the words are they bear internal evidence of
being Napoleon’s own; and whole volumes
could not more accurately depict the character
of the man. In that concise sentence, we
find the key to everything that he ever dig,
from butchering & royal duke at midnight, o
bullying an ambassader in his own consular
audience chamber, and that, too, in & stylo of
vulgarity of which even Ais sycophants could
not but hint their disapproval. What we are
astonished at, as rcgards this portion of
Napoleon'slife, is, that, livic 3, as henccessarily
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did, among military officers, who sre almost
without an exception gentiemen, he was not
either cashicred by his superiors, or cailed
out and run through the body by some one of
his equals. Butall the circumstances of that
time were anomalous, and the friends of
royalty scem to have thought of discipline
only when it could not be enforced, and to
have felt the fiery and sensitive devotion of
the soldier to his sovereign only when it
might possibly injure, or even ruin that
sovereign, but could by no possibility benefit
him.

To follow the very excursive and cccentric
course of some compilers, would be to waste
our own time and space without cither benefit
or amusement to our rcaders. We have
already with correctness described all that is
narrative in Mr. Abbott’s book when we said
that all of it that is true is. not new ; there is
not a single fact of importance in the Life of
Napoleon as given in this compilation which
bas not been patent to “all the world and his
wife” for more than a quaricr of a century
past, and, as though this merc rcpetition of
old stories were not bad enough, the arrange-
ment is as utterly ridiculous as if the most
ingenious design and most persevering labor
had been bestowed upon rendering it so.
From Napolcon, the mere child at Corsica, to
Napoleon the Emperor, and from the Emperor
back to the second Licutcnant of Artillery,
such are the slight irregularities to which all
must submit who determine to addict them-
selves to Napoleon's studies in Mr. Abbott's
page. All that the writer has done cither to
exaggerate the merits of his hero, or to
vituperate Britain might, by & writer of half
hisbile and more tact have been done, and more
effectually done, too, in ahout sixtcen of the
octavopages. He would havespared himself the
trouble of “ cutting out and pasting "and us the
still greater trouble of reading,all that relatesto
the hackncyed anecdotes of Napolcon, had he
hit upon some such title as “ Napolcon the
Friend of the Free, tersus, Britain the invader
of cvery mnation, the assassin of the Duc
d'Enghien, and the cold-blooded Butcher of
Prisoncrs of War.” He, of course, need not
have said a word in proof of the invasion, the
assassination, or the butchery; he would,
surcly, have taken them for granted, (as he
has 80 many pages of other men's anecdotes)

and then he could have printed, just as they
now stand, his own precious tit hirs and have
spiced them up with a few anti-British *leaden
articles  from some of the world’s hundred
and one slang newspapers. No deubt, had he
done this, we should still have blamed him,
as we now do, for an evident, and most
unhandsome attempt at blackening the char
acter of Britain by white-washing that of
Napoleon; but, at least, he would not have
heen open to the charge of having without
due acknowledgment borrowed right and left
from other authors, and of having used his
materialsas clumsily ashe conveyed (* convey,
the wise it call;” saith Corporal Nym) them
intrepidly and unscrupulously.

We, who havein view only justice to ali,
cannot afford cither time or space for follow-
ing so cceentric an author through all his
gyrationsand circumgyrations; through move-
ments hither and thither, forward and back-
ward, round and round, so numcrous, 30
sudden, so strange, so utterly irreconcileable
to any of the known rules of art, that we can
only account for them on the supposition that
our ingenious author has taken, among his
many * takings,” a hint from the gipsies, who
when they steal a fair child, never fail so to
darken its complexion that its own anxious
parents would never know it again. We,
however, as we have already said, cannot
consent to follow, stép by step, so eccentrie
an author. Our great purpose is to show
that Napolcon was not the great and amiable
man our author has, for purposes already
mentioned, misrepresented him as being, and
to show what Napoleon rcally was. We
desire to write in something like an orderly
fashion, and therefore we shall presently part
company with Mr. Abbott, taking Aim up as
we want him at the fitting stages in our own
rapid view of the real character of Napoleon
as proven by some of the most important
cvents of his life as General, Consul, Emperor
and Exile, and we promise Mr. Abbott that,
though we will do full justice to his hero, we
will spare neither hero, nor biographer,
where we see oceasion for censure. Belove,
however, we temporarily part company with
our—in one scnse of the word, atleast—
diverting biographer, we must imitate him;
yes, we must actually imitate him for once by
quoting an anccdote from him, as he has
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himself quoted it, that is to say, without the
slightest respect to chronology. It will be
remembered that we spoke of an especial
anccdote which we opined would abundantly
suffice to prove Mr. Abbott's utter want of
consistency. It would interfere with our own
arrangement to give it elsewhere, but it is far
too rich to be altogether unnoticed by us,
so0 hereitis, just as we find it in Abbott’s
page, and with only the slightest touch of
complimentary commentary from our own
pen.

Inthe course of our first notice of Mr. Abbott,
we had occasion to show the singular incon-
sistency that existed between his anecdotes
and his commentaries, and more especially on
the subject of Napoleon's alleged freedom from
cruelty. But his performance in this especial
line of facetious mystification was not yet at
an end; like a wise and kindly host, he kept
his very best wine for a later hour in the
banquet ; and accordingly we have the follow-
ing, which we take to be equal in genuine fun
to anything in Joe Miller, or out of that
venerable encyclopedia of old drolleries.

“An incident occurred during this brief
period (while Napoleon was serving under
General Dumerbion) which strikingly illus-
trates his criminal disregard for human life.
It was then the custom of the convention at
Paris always to have representatives in the
army to report proceedings. The wife of one
of these representatives, a virtuous and
beautiful woman, fully appreciaied the in-
tellectual superiority of Napoleon, and paid
him marked attention. Napolcon, naturally
of a grateful disposition, became strongly but
fraternally attached to her. One day, walking
out with her to inspect some of the positions
of the enemy, merely to give her some idea of
aun engagement, he ordered an attack upon
one of the enemy’s out posts. A brisk
skirmish immediately ensued, and the roar of
the artillery and the crackling of the mus-
quetry reverberated sublimely through the
Alps. The lady, from a safe cminence, looked
down with intense intcrest upon the novel
gccne.  Many lives were lost on both sides,
though the French were entirely victorious,
* It was, howerer, aconflict which led” (we may
add which conld lead) « to no possible advan-
tage, and (onc) which was got up merely for
the entertainment of the lady. Napoleon

subsequently often alluded to this wanton
exposure of life asone of his most inexcusable
acts. He never ceased to regret it.”

This precious anecdote must be dwelt upon
for a few moments. Between * criminal
disregard of life” and “cruelty,” will Mr.
Abbott beso kind as to explain the difference?
Admitting, as he here does, that Napoleon
was guilty of the one, with what face can Mr,
Abbott, however much he may hate Britain
and desire to elevate the character of the
magnificent brigand whom she so righteously
smote down ; with what face, we ask, can he
so emphatically, and again and again, assure
us that his hero was innocent of the other?
Of Mr. Abbott's talent for self-contradiction
we have many proofs, but when, fresh from
reading hisassurances of Napoleon’s innocence
of cruelty, we came to this contradiction, we
confess that for a moment we were staggered
and puzzled. It required, however, only a
moment’s reflection to enable usto clear up
the difficulty. Excepting when he slipsina
sentimental reflection or a grandiloquent
comment of his own, calculated to exalt
Napoleon in the public estimation, and pro-
portionally to lower, that gallant Britain but
for whom the self crowned brigand would
have been the unresisted tyrant of Europe,
Mr. Abbott very cvidently and invariably
substitutes paste and scissors, for pen and ink.
How unlucky that he forgot to cut off that
opening sentence, about the “ criminal dis-
regard of life.

The mawkish conclusion we believe to be
Mr. A's own rightful property ; for few writ-
ers out of Gotham, we think, would venture
upon such wretched sentimentalism, with
Jaffa-and Vincennes' Castle ditch at hand in

confutation and in shaming! Regret for the
failure of a favorite scheme of selt-aggrandize-
ment, Napoleon may have often felt; but the
regret that implies remorse, that selfish and
godless man scems to have been utterly inca-
pable of feeling. Penitence, true penitence,
implics atonement and restitution, as far as
they are possible, and a steady avoidance of
cvil similar to that repented of; but he who
is thus unblushingly affirmed to have ‘ never
ceased to regret” the wanton and cold-blooded
sacrifice of a handful of men of two nations,
without the slightest chance, cven, of any m-

litary advantage, and for the mere purpose of

H



ABBOTT'S NAPOLEON BUONAPARTE.

165

“entertaining a lady,” did not allow that
“regret” to prevent him from causing the
slaughter of tens of thousands of men to just
as hitle advantage, excepting only to himself
and his pack of lank and hungry Corsican
brothers and sisters, or from ordering the
savage midnight murder of a solitary young
prince, and the cold-blooded butchery of gal-
lant and unarmed prisoners! Out upon such
drivelling attempts to impose upon the com-
mon sense of maunkind !

But we have not yet quite done with this
truly ¥ clegant extract.” Having thus clearly
proven the utter freedom of his Corsican idol
from the base and detestable vice of cold-
blooded crueity, Mr. A. proceeds to show that
that same idol was both grateful and mag-
nanimously generous. Just listen to the
wisest of the wise men of Gotham! He con-
tinues to speak of the * virtuous and beauti-
ful” fair one for whose “entertainment™ Na-
poleon caused men to cut each other to pieces,
without even the prospect of military advan-
tage to himself, or to his republican masters.

“Some years after, when Napoleon was
First Consul, this lady, then a widow, friend-
less, and reduced to poverty, made her ap-
pearance at St. Cloud, and tried to gain access
to Napoleon. He was, however, so hedged
in by the etiquette of royalty [ch, consular
royalty‘!‘] that all her exertions were unavail-
ing. Onec day he was riding on horseback in
the park, conversing with some members of
his court, when he alluded to this event, which
he so deeply deplored. He was informed
that the lady was then at St. Cloud.  He im-
mediately sent for her, and inquired with
most brotherly interest into all her history
during the years which had clapsed since
they parted. When he had heard her sad
tale of misfortunc he said ‘ But why did you
not sooner make your wants known to me
¢Sire,! she replicd, ‘I have been for many
weeks in vain secking an audicnce.” ¢ Alas?
he exclaimed, ¢ suchis the misfortune of those
who are in power.” He immediately made
ample provision for her comfort.”

‘We imagine that even the least critical of
readers will readily perceive that, short as that
precious paragraph is, it yet displays the
most consummate art.  About the *Sire”
and the “cliquette of royalty” we will
say notbing, for the Corsican interloper was,

in truth, pretty nearly as much an abso-
lute monarch when called First Consul, as
when he had impudently usurped the Im-
perial crown. But we must not pass by,
without all the honor which it deserves, the
exquisite particularity with which we are told
that Napoleon was “riding on horseback,”
and “conversing” with “some members of
his court!” Bah! and what was he con-
versing about? About that cold-blooded
butchery which he * never ceased to regret 1”
Was anything out of the pages of a Minerva-
press novel—was anything ever written, we
ask, so preposterous and at the same time so
evidently intended for clap trap? Napoleon,
be it remembered, was not at this time in-
dulging in the senile garrulity of his sad St.
Helena ; he was in the pride of his vigorous
intellect, in the full and energetic pursuit of
his stern purposes; he would, at that period,
at all events, far more willingly have com-
mitted half a dozen such atrocitics than have
confessed to mortal man that he “regretted”
it citheras atrocity, or blunder. And how
opportune, too, his “regretful” gossip upon
this atrocity just as *the lady™ wasat St.
Cloud, and unable to get access to him,
through his “hedge of etiquette that sur-
rounds royalty !” And how generous of the
“ courticrs,” so long playing the part of the
“impenetrable hedge,” to mention the pre-
sence of the woman they had so obstinately
excluded; thus doinggood to apoor widow,
with a pretty fair prospect of a rap on the
knuckles for not having doneit sconer! The
whole thing reads like—what it is—a ro-
mance, and a bitter bad onc. Could we
write no better romances, could we preserve
no greater appearances of truth, could we ma-
nufacture no neater plausibilities than these,
we would never write another tale, though Mr.
* * *ghould tempt us with carte blanche
for so doing. But the magnificent absurdity
of this most egregious anecdote is not yet
quite disposed of. It hasallalongbeen quite
a rage with the ultra lovers of Napolcon to
boast loudly of his liberality, his generosity,
and his gratitude ; and, < course, Mr. Abbott
could not lose so favorable an opportunity as
this, of cclebrating those remarkable qualities
of his hero. “He immediately made ample
provision for her future comfort!” How com-
placently and, above all, how coolly he tells
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us this! Ah, Napolcon was so gratefull
And at whose expense? What more casy
than to give to Paul when you have robbed
several millions of Peters? We detest scan-
dal; and, much as we detest the system upon
which Napoleon appears to us to have from
first to last acted, we would by no means
adopt, ar even believe, a tithe of the worse.
imputations contained in the Memoirs attri-
buted to Fouché; and while we are far
enough, also, from believing Napoleon to be
the Joscph of chastity he is represented to
have been, while we are strongly inclined to
belicve that in this, as in much else, he made
caution and secresy substitutes for virtue: we
are by no means inclined, could we avoid it,
to attribute criminality to his acquaintance
with this “beautiful and virtucus lady,” for
whose especial delectation he ordered the
slaughter of both French and Austrians, undey
circumstances which rendered military advan-
tage to his command a thing altogether outof
the question, But in this case how can we
help suspecting, at the least, that all was not
quite right? We say nothingabout the early
acquaintance of the cqually gallant and ga-
lant young officer and the *beautiful and
virtuous lady,” though we mmght fairly
enough suppose that something beyond mere
Platonics must have inspired the sanguinary
homage that he paid to her charms; but it is
not so easy to get over the precise particular-
ity with which his eulogist assures us that he
was * fraternally attached to her,” and that
he inquired ‘‘with most brotherly interest™
into her history during the years which had
elapsed since that wanton murder of both
friends and foes, which he perpetrated for her
amusement, and which he “never ceased to
regret.” When such a through thick and
through thin culogist as Mr. Abbott thinks it
necessary to be thus iterative in defending his
hero against an imputation which no onc had
cast upon him, we confess that we do not feel
quite warranted in believing that the connec-
tion was an innocent one.  We would believe
it if we could ; but his would be culogist will
not allow us to do do so. But even admitting,
8s we do not, that Napoleon bestowed * pro

vision for her future comfort,” not upon a
mistress, but merely upon a widowed and
impoverished acquaintance,his generosity was,
88 wo have alrcady said, a mere giving to

Paul after plundering several millions of Petexs.
In the course of our fair, but unspairing com-
mentary alike upon Napoleon's true character
and upon the pages in which it is sought to
throw a brilliant, but fulse halo around his
fame, we shall again and again be compelled
tonotice the acts of what his fulsome flatterers
call “ gratitude” and * generosity,” but what
we call, just simply giving the picked bones to
the jackals. This man entered France an
absolute pauper; he had not one shilling of
| fairly acquired money from the moment that
he made himself First Consul. Ie was a
splendidly successful robber, we are compelled
to admit, but he was a robber. nevertheless.
The “provision for her future comfort,”
which he made for this “virtuous and
beautiful lady™ was, of course, only a
very slight tax upon the public resources;
but we take this opportunity to point out that
in all cases, as in this case, Napolein’s * grati-
tude ™ and ‘‘gencrosity ” were of that very
casy description to which we have already
alluded ; the mere giving unto Paul, after
after having robbed several Peters. Thisisnot
exactly the properplace in which to doit, but
we may just as well state here that we mean,
not in vague assertions, not founding mere
suspicions upon even such very fair grounds
as Mr. Abbott's praiscs of Napoleon's disin-
terestedness as to pecuniary matteys, but upon
facts stated by Nupoleon himself, tested by
that homely, but very infallible means furnish-
ed tous by Cocker and Walkinghame, toshow
that, all the loud trumpeting of his republican
‘riends in Gotham, to the contrary notwith-
standing, Napoleon %ad, “an itching palm.”
We shall take his acknowledged income as
General, as Consul, and as Ewperor; we
shall multiply the income by the years, we
shall make only the most moderate deduction
for bis expenditure, and we shall then show
that more than 200,000,000 of francs, which
in the third section of his will he so
coolly speaks of as being, his “private domain,
of which no French law could deprive him,
the 40,000,000 which he gave to Eugene
in Ttaly,” in the tribulation of the inheritance
of his mother, the *two millions in gold
with which he debits his very dear and well-
beloved spouse, the Empress Marie Louise,
the nine thousand pounds sterling (225,000

francs) which he confesses to having given &-

- R ~
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Oount ana Countess Montholon, the 2,000,000
francs which he dirccts that Eugene shall dis-
pose of in legacies; the six millions which he
deposited on leaving Paris in 1815, aud an
immensity of fixed and moveable property in
both Italy and France, we shall show con-
clusively, that the whole of this enormous
fortune wag, let his base flatterers call it by
what fine name they may, neither more nor
less than accwmulated plunder. We will not
ingist, though in our own view of the casc we
very fiirly might do so, cither upon his
personal expenditure as Consul oras Empcrer,
or upon the magnificent gifts and pensions
which, as Consul and as Emperor, he bestowed
upon more or less deserving objects; we will
confine ourselves most strictly to the property
of which he himself gives us an anaccount in
his, in many respects atrocious last-will and
testament, and we will show that every franc
and every franc's worth of the vast property
there mentioned cannot by any man of com-
mon sense and commor honesty, be called by
sny other name than that of public plunder.
‘When the Republicans (forsooth) of America
the Free, insult public sense and public
decency so far as to hold up such a man as
Napolcon as a something to be all but wor-
shipped, as a hero, sans tache etsans reproche,
when they resort, for the purpose of exagger-
ating his merits, and of blackering the fame of
Bntain, to such means, we certainly will not
imitate their manifest and very shameful
unfairness, but, just as certainly, we will by
no means lose one fair opportunity of showing
up in their strongest and most giaring colours
everything that was base and sordid, as well
a8 everything that was cruel and dastardly,
in the character of this so very much over-
praised hero, and in all that regards that
“jtching palm™ with which we charge him
we shall speak on the facts and the figures
JSurnished to us by the hero himaelf. We have
ever looked upon authorship as only another
priesthood ; as a solemn trust and a sacred
duty,and not for the fame of a Napolcon, or for
ten timcs the amount of his dequeathed plun-
der, would we betray suchla trust or palter
with such a duty, and if there is any one por-
tion of Mr. Abbott's very blame-worthy
perforrance which more than any other
porticnfannoys and disgusts us, it is his nomi-
nal recogiitian of this lay priesthood aud his

real paltering with it. Hating Britain and
Britai’s strictly and straightly limited mon-
archy, this gentleman copies from a whole
hort of preceding bistorians, biographers,
and wrilers, of more or less authentic memotrs,
pour servir, and adds only the new which is °
not truc in praise of a successful Twsurper,
Tyrant, Murderer and Rolber; and while
thus holding up to public admiration 2 man
whose whole life was one long violation alike
of man’s Jaw, and of the laws of Christianity,
just hear how daintily he speaks, this praiser
of adead tyrant, and inferential libeller of a
mighty and ja noble people, just hear how
daintily he speaks of Republicanism, and,
after reading what he says about Law and
Christianity, wonder, and scorn while you
wonder—how the man who thus learnedly
prates about Law and Christianity, how this
strange * picker up of unconsidered trifles™
can set up on a pedestal, for the homage of
Hero Worshippers, that Napoleon to whom
murder was familiar, and plunder at once s
passion and a pastime. ¢ The Republicanishi
of the United States,” says Abbott, the
original, “is foundcd on the intelligence, thé
Christianity, and the reverence for laws 'sé
generally prevalent throughout the whole com:
tmunity., And should that dark day ever
come, in which the majority of the people
will be unable to read the printed vote which
is placed in their hands, and lose all revereneé
for carthly law, and believe not in God, befére
whose tribunal they must finally appear, itis
certain that the Republic cannot stand for' a
day. Anarchy must ensue, from which thére
can be o refuge but in a military despotism:?

We will not “break a butterfly on the
wheel,” or we might point out to Mr. Abbott
that he might greatly improve his style by
the very simple process of placing his futire
and present tenses properly ; but we will, we
must ask him how he dares thus soleninly
profanc the name of God while putting foith
such unblushing praise of the godlcss alike
inword and in'deed? Read the vote? (s
bono ? Given—a rowdy candidate and rowdy
mob to back him; required, the value of ‘the
vote—or the voter's life? We know ¢ur
New York as well as our originalilluminatér
of the Abbott's original page can posibly
know it, arid we tell him that though most of

the rowdies and ruffians thero may-be-dble
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to read the vote which s placed in their hands,
there is not from Turkey to Timbuctoo a viler
or more terrible despotism than that, under
which every man in New York gives his vote
for ¢very public officer, from the president to
those precious policemen of whom there are
at this very moment two in the state prison
for midnight burglery—for breaking into
the house of one of those citizens whom they
were both paid and swornto protect! We state
this deliberately, solemnly, not upon hearsay,
but upon the evidence of our own senses; and
we say further, let all who can “read the vote
which isput into their hands,” read also Mr.
Abboit’s republican praises lavished upon as
vile a tyrant as ever prostituted a magnificent
genius, and we dare venture to say that noth-
ing more will be wanted to opening a brave
prospect for o Yankee Napoleon—if Yankee-
dom can but produce one.

We had intended & page or two back to
take a temporary leave of Mr. Abbott, and to
commence our own commentary in our own
fashion; but we felt that we ought not to
lose the opportunity which our discursive
author afforded us, of once and for all, pro-
testing against the attribution to Napoleon of
the virtues diametrically opposed to those
very vices which debased his vast genius, dis-
graced himself, and cursed mankind. Letour
readers be firmly persuaded of this, that if we
speak strongly and sternly either of the egre-
gious papers which have challenged us into
the lists, or of thegreat but cruel and crafty
genius, Napoleon Bonaparte, we have not
written and we will not write onc line, nay,
not even one word which we are not prepared
to cerify to the very letter, either by Napo-
leon’s own words, or by those of the most servile
and the most sycophantic of his eulogists.
There are literary as well as some physical
disorders which are, as the vulgar haveit,
“catching,” and we have so far caught one
vice from the Abbott’s pages, that we have
by that most unjust page been detained for
8 brief space from the proper matter of our
own. Our readers, however, will readily
perceive that dealing with a writer at once
80 discursive and so dexterously invidious as
the New York biographer, it behoved us to
mark, sternly and emphatically, “in season
and out of season,” our dissent from all that
Mr. Abbott has (without acknowledgment)

quoted, or without justification in sound logie
or in Christian morality, originated, in praise
of Napoleon, ard therefore, inferentially, in
censure of Britain. Having made all proper
and necessary use of this opportunity, we
shall, as we hadalready proposed to ourselves,
quit our discursive author, to take him up as
we want him, from time to time, as we pro-
gress in our own commentary upon the
least logical, the most unjust, and, excepting
for the purpose of public detection, the most
entirely useless pages that we ever perused.
Proceed we now, therefore, to take up the
career of Napolcon at its real starting point,
Desiring, as far as possible, to avoid the
discursive course pursued by Napoleon's
newest biographer, we have proposed to dis-
miss, with mere allusion made in the fewest
possible words, all those passages in Napole-
on’s strange and eventful life, which do not
afford us ground for such critical remarks as
may tend to effect our main purpose that,
namely, of showing that, in despite of his ad-
mitted and indisputable genius, and the ex
aggeration of it by fulsome flattercrs of divers
dates, and various degrees of literary incom-
petency, he was to all intents and purposes a
selfish and unprincipled man, a public enemy
atonce so highly gifted, so perverse and so
incorrigible, that England in resisting him,
subduing him, and, finally, making him a
strictly watched captive, deserved the thanks
of the whole civilized world, and performed
a duty which she could not have neglected
without gross injustice to all the weaker pow-
ers of Europe, and equally gross ingratitude
to that God who has made her so pre-eminent
in arms, in arts, in commerce, and in laws,
in external influence, and in internal peace.
Mere' referring, therefore, to Napoleon’s
brief but bitter season of poverty and humili-
ation a8 a mere subaltern, now with mere
garrison duty, and anon without any em-
ployment at all ; we need scarcely be much
more prolix as to his first really eminent
achievement : the siege of Toulon. One of
the Corsican deputies, who was also one of
the ruffians who voted for the murdcr of the
unfortunate Louis XVI, & man named Sali-
cetti, had at one time been on rather intimate
terms with Napoleon in their native island,
but, apparently, on both personal and political
grounds, they had become fierce and seem-
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ingly, implacable enemies. Napoleon, especi-
ally, had spoken of Salicetti in terms equally
contemptuous and rancorous. But Sali-
cetti had become a somewhat influential
Jacobin member of the Convention, and Na-
poleon, anxious for employment, scems to
have understood the art of fawning in adversi-
ty, as well as, subsequently, he manifested the
taste for trampling when in prosperity, and it
seems pretty clear that he owed his first
real step in public life, his employment at the
siege of Toulon, to the influence and recom-
mendation of that very Salicetti whom he
had frequently spoken of as one of the mean-
est and most dastardly of mankind. Mr
Abbott relates much that took place between
Buonaparte and Salicatti in Corsica. He tells
us that, when the laiter was denounced
by the Jacobins and in a position of con-
sderable peril, and had found shelter in the
house of their mutual acquaintance, Madame
Perinou, Napoleon, then on furlough in Cor-
sica found out his retreat, and, in conversa-
tion with Madame Perinou, spoke of Sali-
cetti as being ‘“a villain,” for having sought
her protection, and thus endangered her.
Mr. Abbott occupies very considerable space
in giving us the details of this affair, and,
throughout, shews, as usus!, the strongest
possible leaning to his great Idol. He tells
us that Salicetti had, some years previously,
caused Napoleon to be srrested and sent to
Paris, on a charge of having expressed Lim-
self too strongly against the then, ruling
powers. Mr. Abbott's narrative here, as clse-
where, is destitute of dates and of reference to
his authorities, and we are strongly inclined
to disbelieve the story, as relates to Salicetti's
denunciation of Napoleon, and the arrest of the
latterand histrial at Paris, on account of that
denunciation, But setting that aside as matter
of comparativelylittle importance,we would ask
how ithappens that Mr, Abbott has not chosen
to say one word about his highminded hero
having subsequently deigned, when inpoverty
and, well as he had already merited employ-
ment, almost despairing of obtaining it, how
i8 it, we would ask, that he has said nothing
about his highminded hero having obtained
that employment at Toulon, which was his
first real step in public life, by fawning upon
a “villain,” or if notactually fawning upon him
at the least accepting his influence, the influ-

' ence of one whom he had formerly called a “vil-

lain,” and who had since by his regicide vote,
abundantly proved himself to be onc? Did
our luminous and truth-telling biographer fear
that cven his grandiloquent powers could
scarcely show Napoleon thus availing himself
of the influence of a regicide, whom he had
denounced as a * villain” without also expo-
sing that which our biographer takes so much
pains to conceal—viz: that, in his selftsh de-
termination to achieve his own ends, Napoleon
knew how to exemplify and practise the
‘““meanness that soars, and pride that licks
the dust; and that from flattering a “villain”
to fusilading a prince of the blood, all means
were equal to him, provided they sufficed to
the attainment of his ends. We would
recommend Mr, Abbott, either to strike
out all that he has said about Salicetti, or to
give that man credit (and Napoleon propor-
tionate shame) as the patron by whose aid
Napoleon obtained the, as we shall presently
show, invaluable opportunity of distinguish
ing himself at the siege of Toulon.

Although the revolutionary butchers had
murdered their king, and although the san-
guinary scenes which immediately preceded
and followed that foul murder, had greatly
and necessarily aggravated that horrible state
of the public morals of which we spoke in the
preceding chapter; although many who in
their hearts detested their tyrants, yet.from
sheer cowardice, affected the greatest enthu-
siasm in their cause, and although still more
mourned in secret the curse that had fallen
upon their beautiful land, and sought their
own safety in a profound silence upon the
political events of the day, there were not
wanting, even in that awful time of sin and
terror, brave spirits who dared not only to
declare their loathingand detestation for their
terocious oppressors, but also to combat them
openly and to the death. Though, as com-
pared to the misguided and ferocious rabble,
the truly loyal and brave were but a mers
handful, yet so generous was their enthusi-
asm, and 80 high their courage, that if, pre-
vious to the murder of the king, any really
able and devoted general had gathered-these
brave spirits together into one consolidated
force, we are of opinion, the king and his
family and friends, might have been saved,
and France spared the indelible disgrsc.e of
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showing itselfa nation of butchers, and of so-
lemnly proclaiming itself a nation of Atheists.
To Lafayette and still inore, to Dumourier, the
glorious »pportunity of thus saving the sover-
eign from death, and the people from dis-
grace, was more than once providentially
offered. But Lafayette, notwithstanding all
the hizh-sounding praises which the so called
republicans of New York are so fond of
bestowing upon him, was, in fact, an
officer fit enough to head a charge of a sin-
gleregiment, brt by no means fit for anything
in the shape of an extensive command; and,
moreover, there are several incidents in his
carcer which suggest to us very painful doubts
of his ever having been very carnest, if even
he ever was quite sincere, in his wish to save
the king. Dumourier had all the abilities re-

quisite to the task of saving both the king:

and the nation, but it is pretty plain, we think,
that he was far less inclined to do that, than
to play the precise part which was subse-
quently played by Napoleon. ‘That he actu-
ally wished the king's death we will not ven-
ture positively to affirm, but that he did wish
his deposition as a very indispensable pre-
liminary to his own dictatorship, under
whatever title, we have no shadow of doubt;
and had he not prematurely developed his
hostility towards the Revolutionary ruffians,
whose army he was conumanding, it seems
highly probable that he, instead of Napoleon,
would have quelled the mob and established
his own anthority. But these, the only two
men who could possibly have gathered the
scattered Royalists together to useful purpose
being unequal to the task, or from motives
of ‘their own, unwilling to undertake it, those
who were still not only faithful to the cause
of Royalty in their hearts, but, also, brave
enough to peril life and property, for that
cause, were isolated, scattered, utterly inca-
pable of saving their king while he yet lived,
or of avenging him when he had been atroci-
ously murdered. It was natural under such
circumstances, that while the aged and infirm
1eft France in order to save theirlives, and such
portable property as they could snatch from
the general wreck, the youth and the mature
marhood of the Royalists also emigrated, but
-only for the purpose of joining the army of
those European sovercigns who seemed at
le%gthfdeterinined:to put:an end to that fero-

cious mob government, which threatened to
be a carse to the whole civilized world, no less
by the impunity which had hitherto attended
its vile example, than by the inereasing bold -
ness of its vices. Great Britain, ever the seat
of real freedom, and ever the refuge of the
oppressed, and the helpless, as it bad been the
first to afford shelter to those of the Royalists
who only fled forsafety, was also the first to
afford encouragement to those emigrants who
fled, not merely to save themselves, but also
to return and save their country. In con-
junction with Spain, Ingland fitted out a flect
having on board an army of thirteen to fif-
teen thousand men, a very considerable por-
tion of whom were Royalist Frenchmen, and
with admirable judgment, dispatched this
for nidable force to Toulon, which, as our
readers are aware, is a seaport on the Mediter-
rancan, and was at that time one of the
very strongest, and most amply munitioned,
arsenals in all Burope. We say, that admirse
ble judgment was shown in the sclection of
Toulon as the object of this expedition, and a
very few words will suffice to show that our
sentence is fully justified. Exceedingly
strong as the place was, asa fortress, it had the
stong rccommendation of having within its
walls more Royalists, probably, than could
have been found in any other town in France,
with a population which various accounts
differently estimate at from twenty thousand:
to thirty thousand inhabitants, Previouste
the sailing of the united English and Spanish
fleet, an active correspondence was kept up
between the emigrants in England and the
Royalists of Toulon, and between these latter
and the Royalists in the south of France,
whence many thousands hastened to Toulon,
and gave such preponderance to the Royalist
power there, that when the combined Span-
ish and English force arrived, the city,
its strong fortifications, its abundant mu-
nitions of war, and provisions, and all the
shipping that lay in its harbour, were at once
surrendered. What more natural than that
the Royalists who had gathered together in
Toulon should look upon the British and
Spanish as friendsand deliverers?
—————rr—————

There is a sense of insecurity in the begi nmn;
of all change ; we dread movément until wé dre
fairly roused, ‘and then wé s6bei &b if we 660l
never kiow rest'again.
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(FROM THE FRENCI.)

CUAPTER VIL

Tur Albanian and the Dalmatian knew not
what to do. The Venetian Archipelago is
fall of dangerous passages, and the good faith
of this old pilot could hardly be called in
question.  Digin, strack with consternation,
interrogated ner mother with a look, and the
atter observed, with much inquictude, the
sizns of intelligence which wer? in course of
being exchanged between her husband and
the Croat. As for the Frenchman, he seemed
fully occupied with the dessert, and kept cat-
ing aimonds with all the eagerness of a school-
boy. At last it was time for him to come to
the apples, and then he sclected the largest,
and asked for a plate. Digia gave him one,
and he then pretended to observe for the first
time the intense sadness which was depicted
on her countenance. e Jaid down the knife
with which he had bren about to divide the
apple, and asked of D:gia, “ Whats the mat-
ter with you, poor child? You scem agi-
tated.”

“ If we do not go away to night,” responded
the Pagota, T am afraid that I shall never
again sce Venice.”

“Who talk- of not going away to-night?”
replied the engincer.  “Ob, I recollect,” he
immediately added, “this honest pilut be-
lieves that there is danger, and that we shall
not be able to cross thestrait,  Seat your: clf,
my brave fellow, and drink first a glass of
wine. If we offered you twice the ordinary
price to conduct us across the channel, what
should you tnink then of the contrary winds
and of the reefs " Deflect a moment on the
maiter.”

“T regret to be obliged to refuse you, mon
signor,” replied the pilot, “cspecially since
we sailors carn so littlee  But the seais our
maistress, and we cannot command the winds.”

“ Diable 1" said the Frenchmany “since the
glass of wine and the doudle pay bhave not
been able to caln the waves, T sce that the
case is serious. And how long do you sup~
pose these contrary winds will last 2”

“Three days and three nights, your ex-
cellency, at the least, and that, too, without
any interruption.”

* Then it is just as it is sometimes in our
canal of Brazza,” said the Dahmatian,

“Exactly,” answered the pilot; “the isle
of Brazza forms a strait with the mainland ex-
actly similar to this of Pago.”

“But we can double the point of Brazza in
all weathers,” added the Dalmatian, “with a
brigantine like mine and a cool-headed pilot.”

“Without doubt, your excellency,” re-

" Coutinued from page 56, vol. ive Concluded,
¥YOL. IV.—~L

sponded the pilot; “and in that respeet, also
it is exactly the same here.  Iyet me be as-
sured that the cvil spirits unchained by the
foul wind will neltiier trouble my sight nor
uty heart, and I will conduet you wherever
you wish to mo in safety. But there is the
diificulty. If the demons who are suffered to
rozw free in a wind like this should pay me a
visit, T should lose heart, and everything
would be lost,”

“Vive!” cried the engineer. “Tknew very
well we should go to-night. Here, listen to
me for a moment, my brave fellow, and drink
another glass of wire. T am a native of a
province in France, called La Vendée, There
was once, in a little port of wmy country, a
stranger who wished to embark in stormy
weather, and cross the arm of the sea whicy
lies betiveen the istand of Ré and the main-
land. It was evening, and multitudes of lighte
houses upon points of rock lit up to warn the
voyager that certain death awaited him upon
the :eefs on which they stoed, and upon
which the waves of tie ocean broke with
frightful violence. The stranger offered a
pilot double the ordinary price, but the old
sailor, though a man of courage, dare not ex-
pose his life and that of the ship. He knew
his trade well cnough, and could doubtlessly
have conducted the vessel in safety to its des-
tination; but he feared one thing—the de-
mons that on such a night are let loose, as
they are here, among the waves which wash
that part of the coast of France. ITowcver,
the stranger, who was dining peacefully with
two forcign fiiends of his, declared that the
passage might be made with casc and safety,
and sustained his opinion with so much ob-
stinacy and assarance, that the pilot set him-
scll to examine the thatter more attentively.
I may remark, that this unknown stranger
had nothing unusual in his appearance, unless
we except a rather long beard and ‘a little
bair upon his forchead ;™ and as the French-
man said this, he drew his own hair all in ~
front, till it nearly covered his eyes, and
stroked his beard out to the utmost length,

When they had served the dessert, the
Frenchman took a large apple, and wrapped
it in his napkin, then he took a very sharp
knife, and said to the pilot, **Suosposing, now,
that I were to cut this apple to the core with
a single stroke, and without cutting the nap-
kin, do you think that the demons of the
coast would be able to drown very easily such
amanas me?” The pilot swore by all sorts
of things, objects of his adoration, that he
would go on board immediately it the stranger
would show that he had power to do as hic
said, and to accompiish such a miracle. Ac-
cordingly the engineer cssayed the task. e
struck at the apple with the sharp knifc with
all his strength, and the blade of the knife pe-
netrated to the apple’s eart, and, wonderful

to relate, on drawing out the knife, it was
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found that the linen was not the least dam-
aged.

"I'he engineer, as though to bring his story
more vividly before the eyes of the company
he was relating it to, had wrapped an apple
up in a corner of a {ablecloth, in the fashion
that he had been gpeaking of. 1le now placed

the anple and its cnvelope in the middle of

the table, and taking a knife, struck at it with
all his might,  Dolimer saw the knife pene-
trate as far as the core of the apple, and cried

out that “it had cut and completely spoiled |

amusement of all the witnesses, with the ex-
ception of Dolomir,

“Well, my brave fellow, shall we put to
sea ¢” asked the engineer of the old sailor.

“T am entirely at yourorders, signor,” was
the answer of the pilot.

“You have no fear of the spirits, then,”
asked the engineer, “and ncither your hand
nor your heart will fail you?”

“ No, your excellency, shall be as though
made of bronze.”

“Come, then, Digia, get your baggage

his tablecloth;” but the engincer drew out; ready, and embrace your parents; and you,
the knife, and showed that the tablecloth ; Dolowir, malke haste, and give your child your

was still intact, to the great astonishment of;

the company. ‘This lowr-d’-address, very
simple whea one is acguainted with the way
of doing it, was unknown in Pago, aud the
witnesses (that is, the Pagote portion of them)
did not doubt but that the Frenchman would
be able to control with the nunost ease the
whole of the spirits of the storm, and that he
was a mighty soreerer, if not the devil him-
saAf. The old Dalmatian cast a wondering
look upon the engineer, who was eating the
appie he had cut through with the greatest
sangfroid imaginable, and a mock air of per-
fect inmgeence.  The Albanian, endowed with
a less impressible imagination, although he
knew rot how to perform the trick himself,
comprehended that it was a matter of leger-
dewain, but he feigned arf extreme surprise.
«Xow, then,” said he, * there can benothing
to detain us in port, and my brigantine can
put to sea without the least risk.  If the pilot
still hesitates, we will go away without him,
for the signor Francais can take the helmj
and would to heaven I had never bad a worse
pitot than I know he can make.”

«You have faith,” said Francois Knapen to
the Albarian, upon whose lips he observed a
light half-smile. **Perhaps even I may be
capable of conducting your vessel,” he then
added, “ T have never touched a boat’s helm
yet, it is true, but why should not I be as
able a pilot for all that as thesigner Francais?
Let us see if J cannot cut another apple in
the same way as monsieur did,  If 1 succeed,
give me the hehn, and see how soon we shall
all perish together!” .

The Croat took an apple, and wrapped it
up in the corner of the tablecloth, The en-
gineer watched him with an apparently mock-
ing air, under which, however, in reality was
hidden deep inquictude, for he did not know
hut what the soldicr should be as clever at
the trick as he was, and equally aware that it
was only a trick. Bat Knapen did not leave
the tablecloth sufficiently loose, and it had
not room to enter into the apple with the
knife. Moreover, he struck his blow ob-
liquely, and the consequence was, that when
he drew away the cloth, he exhibited a large
hole init, to the infinite joy of the engineer,
the Albanian, and the Pagota, and the vast

benediction,” said the Frenchman,

As soon as these parting ceremonials were
over, the engiucer took the Pagota’s arm, and
Ied her away, followed by the Albanian and
the Dalmatian. The wind was blowing with
extreme violence, the sea was rolling moun-
tains high, and the heavens, laden with clouds,
had the most menacing look imaginable.
There was not a vessel to be seen beside the
Albanian’s brigantine, but it seemed capable
of breasting any storm ; and the pilot mounted
it, and took the helm with the fullest confi-
dence. The brigantine spread out its broad
white wings, flew out of the port, and gained
the middle of the strait almostinstantaneously.
Dolomir and his wife seated themsclves upon
a stone to watch its progress, and saw it man-
ceuvre with ability and precision, and in a few
moments to clear the most dangerous portion
of the passage, and leave the reefs and break-
ers far behind it.  They then re-entered ‘the
house with a pleasant smile, whilst Xnapen,
who had also been watching the vessel’s pro-
gress, retired to a distance, that he might
weep unseen,

COAPTER VIIL

To the burning nights of the dog-days had
succeeded the tempestuous ones of Septem-
ber, when I found the enginecer one cvening
scated in his accustomed place in the Café
Florian. I knew that he was as much the
cnemy of useless writing as of useless words,
and I was, thercfore, not in the least sur-
prised at having reccived no letters from him.
Hle had consequently everything to tell me
vive voce.  He did not wait for any question-
ings, but eagerly announced to me that Digia
was in Venice, and then hastened to recount
tome all the details of his expedition. Fearing
that Marco, in consequence of his light-head-
cdness, would not be properly prepared for
the return of his mistress, I went away with
the parpose of advising him of it. I had told
him, when I left home, to wait for me near
the Piazetta, and thither accordingly I went
in scarch of him, But he was not there. 1
went again, and there wasno gondola—a third
time, and still no nicolitto was to. be seen.
The rascal, accustomed to be principally his
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own master, and to have the greater portion
of his time at his own disposal, had gone to
convey two Englishmen to the convent of the
Armeniang, and thenee to Lido.  Coletto and
he eame the next morning carly to apologise
for their absence when they were required,
and T abridged my reproaches in order to
annonnce the earlier, the arrival of the Pagota.
Searcely had 1 done so, ere come one knocked
gently at the door, and Morco, opening it,
found himself face to face with the handsome
Muranelle; who advanced into the middle of
the room, and made me a low curtsy.

“Pardon me,” she said, ¢ for coming to
importune your excellency so early; but it
was absolutely necessary that [should speak
to some one who possesses authority over this
nicolitto, For the last month preceding my
lite departure from Venice, your gondolier
courted me—-"

“ And you were quite willing,” interupted
the nicolitto.

“Yes, I was quite willing,” replied the
Muranelle, “because I did not know that you
had another mistress, a fiancée; but you
knew it very well all the time.  Just now I
have learned that this fiancée has come from
Pago in order to marry you, and the news
has deprived my poor heart of all its courage
and all its hope. But still it is not too late for
Marco to choose between us, and I hope and
trust that he will choose me; and I beg of you,
signor Francais, to intercede with-him in my
favour, and give him the command to love me
as he ought.”

“ Mon enfant,” replied I, ¢the conduct of
Marco is most abominable; but I do not see
that I can do anything at all in the matter,
except it be to command the rascal to decide
the matter this instant, In spite of the se-
rious engagement which he has made with
the Pagota, I dare say he will be perfidious
enough to prefer you before her.”

‘ Nay, that I shall not, your excellency,”
said Marco, allunmovedly; “the Muranelle
makes an amusing and coguettish mistress;
but in a wifc one looks for rather more solid
qualities. It is Digia I shall marry.”

The eyes of the young girl atthis glanced
lurid lightening, and she stamped her foot
upon the ground, and cried, with vehemence,
“you will marry then a girl blind and dis-
figured; for I will tear her cyes out, and
throw them in your face.”

The expression of ferocity which lit up her
countenance as she said this made her look,
for the moment at least, something otherwise
than 2 Madonna; but it soon departed, and
was succeeded by ablush of shame. Her lips
began to tremble, and she felt that her tears
were about to burst forth, and being too
proud to weep before us, she precipitately re-
tired. I expected after this that a similar
scene would soon be enacted with the little
Pagota as chief performer, but 1 was disap-

pointed. Three days passed away, and she
did not appcar, nor did any of her old com-
panions among the water-carriers even know
that she was in Venice. On the fourth day,
however, she re-appeared in her old place
around the wells, and commenced afresh to
serve her old clients with water. Coletto
came to announce to me that he had mether
several times, but that she had never deigned
to speak to or acknowledge him, Marco
watched for her, numbers of times, but with
only the like success. See never spoke to
him but once, and then she cried from a dis-
tance, as he pursued her, that she would bave
no more to say to him, for he was a deceiver,
and took a Pagota for & Muranelle.  When
Marco upon this asked my advice, I told him
to act m whatever manner he thought proper,
saying, I would have nothing further to do
with his aftkirs, and advising him to reflect
upon the wisdom of French proverbs,

One cvening, after dinner, T perceived
Digia in the strect, walking along slowly,
with her chain hanging over her breast. She
was without her waterjars, and appeared
fatigned and tired with the labours of the day.
Her low and discouraged air disquicted me.
I followed her at a short distance, in order
that I might sce where she was living; and
T used all the care that I could to keep up
with her, for Venice, with its four hundred
bridges, i's numberless turns and corners,
andits narrow and crooked strects, seems
built on purpose to bafile the indiscreet pur-
suer of & woman. Iwas led in this fashion
by the Pagota into the Frezzaria, and then to
banks of the Grand Canal, which the Pagota
crossed, and I after her—she, however, by a
bridge, whilst I erossed in a gondola, the bei-
ter to keep up with her without being ob-
served. Arrived on the opposite bank; she
turned down a little street, at the far end of
which was a 7o, whose water—an unusua
thing in Venice—was both remarkably clear
and very deep. I retired a short distance, in
order to observe the Pagota without her see-
ing me. For a length of time she remained
perfectly motionless, singing in a low voice a
mournful song. I could not distinguish the
words of the whole of it, but 1 could plainiy
make out these wordsofthe refrain :—* dquu
bella, dolee e limpida,” and those of the last
three lines of the first verse—! Beautiful wa-
ter! those who have lost all hope may still
find a bed to dream upon beneath thy green
robe.’ The thought immediately struck me
that this plaintive song was intended only as
a prelude to an uttempt at suicide. I there-
fore slipped out of my hiding place, and cali-
ed the Pagota by her name. She did not
hear me ; and so decp was hereabstraction,
that T had to place my hand upon her shoul-
der before T could render her sensible of my
presence,

¢ Digia,’ said I to her, ‘the green bottow
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of the lagoon is no fitting death-bed for a
Chyistinn girl like you”

“Why not?” she answered me, with much
excitement, ¢ The water knows me well; 1
have lived amoigst it, and will die in it
1t draws me gently towards ity that I may be
cradied iy its bosam! :

* Come, child,” T answered, *do not be so
foolish. Do not let a little sorrow drive you
to such an act of insanity, Life was not
given to us to bezlwags easy, and happy,
and prosperous.  Evil isits necessary com-
paunion; hut for an allowise and all-anercifal
cud.  And whence comes your despaic? Is
it caused by the infidelity of your lover? 1If
80, vou love him still, although unfaithtul,
ana why not pardon him?  Marco repents of
his fault, and bas received a lesson which 1
am sure he will profit by, Let me have the
happiness of bringing him to your feet.,”

“Never!” respondaed the Pagots firmly;
“{hey are only Venetian intriguantes, and
wertidess ones, who pardon sueh unfaithful
ness. T am of Pago, and cannot act as thex
c¢o. Tei! the traitor that he will never see
me nore.”

With this the Pagota furned round rapidiy,
and tied, ang, as Y was so bewildered that 1
Enew ot what it was best to do, I could not
decide to follove Ler 6ill it was teo late. 1
therefure returned to the place of St Mark,
and recomnted thie whole story to the on-
gineer.  lie lughed at iy disquictude, and
said what I cailed despair was only the sullen
hunour of a child,  ile deciared, however,
that e could see ihal hie was Bimself the
only persen who could put the finishing hand
o the aflair, and uasseried that, if Digia
could he braught befove kim, he would un.
dertakie that in less tian 2 quarter of an
heur she should be happy and willing to es-
pouse her nicolitto,

Ispent neardy the whale first halfof ihe next
day in endeavouring to find ey, and towards
roon  kad the pieasure of succeeding, and of
also obtaining her consent o be condnicted to
sizror Francals, who had regrued hier from the
ol of Franceis Knapen.,  Accordingly I con-
duved her to the cilice of the salt-works, and
on entering it drew out my waleh, and ye-
minded him that e wust have but a quarter
oi an hour.

“Senaz yourself) e aignanne? he said to
Digia, “mnd be sltentive. T have Tearned
sy, in an excess of gmied, youlave had some
Laughis of destroying voursell, and that is
far frou: vight,. When' { stwed you from the
vilrets of the muchinations of the Croat, §
cantraelnd towards your fanily agreat res-
pousiliitz, Taey peraitted you to come
with e, on eandition of my seting you mar-
ied i Veiices that wasdie sole ond of wy
fiiching you, and of their allowing you to
vome.  What will they think of my interven-

«

tian, and of yeur absence, if you remain une

married ? for your bringing yourself io com-
mit the crime of sclf-destruction is eut of the
question, ini & sensibie and Chiristian girl likc
you, You wili, by so doing, compromise hoth
your reputation and mine; for ey wil nutu-
rally smagine that you arc leading an cvil life,
and that 1 have been w party to an intrigue.™

“It is not my fault, your exccliency,” res-
ponded Digia, *“that Marce b deceived nie,
and I can no longer love hiwe,  Lay it not to
iy charge!”

“Well, if you love him no longer, think no
more about hiin,” said the enginecr.  “ Bat,
in that case, I shall have to look out foranother
husband for you, for it is absolutely necessary
that you should be marricd. Now, there is
my youngest gondolicr, Ambrosio, a good-
looking and industrious young man, who carns
cighty livres per month. lle has seen you,
and is pleased with you, and it is necessary
that youaccept him, unless you can find some
ane who will please you better within a day
ortwo. In the place of a warviage of love,
this will be a marriage of convenience. Am-
brosio will love you, will slways act in an
upright manner towards you, and you will be
happy.  As for your attempt at suicide, I

will not speak of it any furiher. You donat
i wish, | know, to repay me for all the trouble
11 have Leen at for you by such an «vil turn
|as that. It would ot only compromise my
honor, but would sfflict me with a griefwinch
fwould cmpoison ail mv days.  Such iagrati-
ftede would be incredible, and I shall only
offend you by saying wore on the point.”
© “Youn are very good,” cried the Pagots,
with cimotion, “and I will not so afilict yon,
rest assured,  Bat, still, what you propose is
Guite impossible; T cannot marry Anbresio.”

“Tt isbecause,” replied the engineer, * you
hare only as yet looked upon him with indif-
ference.  To-day you will see in his features
thosc of a future husband, and he wall appear
charming. T d:d not like to mention the
matter to him, without mentioning it to you
tirst; but now, as he is in the courtyard, I
can call him through this window.”

“In the name of heaven, signor,’ eried the
Pagota, catching hold of his coat 10 hold him
back, “wait a moment, for—for——;" and
ther embarrassment was g0 great, that she
iwas oliiged to stop suddenly and lower her
: CYCS )
et Why, perhaps” said the engincer fo her,

“jt may Le, afier all, that your aversion tu
Marco wasin reality only woundedlove, We
wust try and find that out . Interro-
zate your heart a little, and make yourself
sme of your own seatiments.  But, above
all, liave no false delicacy or false shame.. °
Cousiler e as 3 father, and do ot let any-
thing ol pride drown or hide a sentiment
which [ now think that even yet you may

catertain, and which would draw us 30 easily
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out of our embarrassment, and add so much
10 the happiness of all parties.”

‘The Pagota remained mute, but her breast
heaved with emotion,

¢ Choose,” the engineer continued, after a
pause, © hetween these three plans.  Pardon
Marco, throw a veil over his faults, and marry
him; or agree to receive the homage of Am-
brosio, and let me call him through this win-
dow, and tell him what a nice little wife T
have found for himj or else return immedi-
ately to Pago, and fail again into the clutches
of the Croat.  One of the three things you
aust do, or my own honor or yours will be
lost.  For my own part, I think the first plan
would be imcomparably the best.  What say
you—for you must decide at once—first,
second, or third 2"

“The first,” murmured Digia, blushing up
to the temples, and her whole frame agitated
by a strong emotion; * the first T—7

“The fiftcen minutes are gone,” T inter-
rupted her by saying, for T could sce that
she would be glad of some interraption,

“Yes," replied the engineer, “and now 1
think yon may bring forward the pardoned
criminal.”

Accordingly 1 opened the door of the ante-
chiuaber, in which Marco was waiting, by my
orders, the end of the confercuce, 1 led him
to the fect of the Pagota, saying to him,
Your cause is gnined, you raseal; and you
are acquitted, upon condition of your making
thie ammende honorable, and kissing the hand
of your fort charmante wistress.”

Thereupon the nicolitto fell upon his knees,
and commenced a halfserious and half-comic
discourse, in which hie gave to Digia the title
of messer gracde, and also that of thrice ex-
cellent and thrice justsignor.  Messer grande
was the magistinte who, in the days of the
old republie, hivid jurisdiction over the nicolitii,
and took cognizance of their crimes and their
offences.  The poar Pagota was obliged to
Inagh at his witlyy discourse, and, in conse-
queace of ity after having given one muore
slh, to herome entivedy herself agnin,

Three weeks afterwards the marriage was
celehrated in the church of the good Saint
Nicolo, at the hottom of the Canaregzio. We
conducted the bridegroom to church in an
open mondola, and Marco then, for the first
time in his life, travelled by water without
hitnself touching an oar.  During the cere-
mony, T observed that the magnilique signor
was amongst the lookerscon.  As the party
left the chureh, he approached his former
gondolier, and admirably forgetting his po-
sition as an insolvent debtor, whispered to
him, “It is just as ¥ predicted, Marco; T
knew that my protections and my bouuties
would make your fortune. Your happiness
is my work, aud [ rejoice at it

Alcave of absence of cight days, which I
cheerfully granted hiim, enabled the nicolitto

to taste peaccably the happiness which the
patrician thus deciared was of his working.
On the morning of his return, he presented
me, on the part of his wife, with a branch of
a creeping vose tree, upon which were sixty
roses, to sav nothing of the vuds.  fhe en-
gineer received a similarly gracefal present.

Digia, after her marringe, having become
by it a Venetian, forsook the costmne of Pago,
and took in its stead that of her new country-
women. She made her husband the very hest
of wives, and so arranged matters, that there
was not a happier fainily than hers—fur the
nicoiitti in due time clustered round her
hearth—nor a more delighted or happy head
ofone in Venice,

As for the famous magnifique signor doge,
when hiz first monthly ‘instalment of three
francs was due, he came {o the engineer to
explain, with flowers of cloquence of the most
clevated order, Liow it was absolutely im-
possible for him to pay it this month, but how
he would surcly pay a double instalment next.
‘The next mouth came, and with it the same
flowers of rhetoric and the same story. In
this way, by one excuse or another, he wmana-
ged to leta year pass without paying anything
towards his loan. As for the dogaressa with
the broad shonlders, she ahused her lodgeds
complaisance to o unconscionable an extent,
that, about the cnd of the time just named,
the engincer decamped one fine bright morn-
ing, without waiting for the parment of his
loan, glad to get out of the hauds of his ra-
pacious landlady at any price.  Henceforth
the magnifique signor, whien Bic met himin
the street, did not condescend cven 1o ac-
knowledwe his existence. Other ereditors, and
other expedients, reqaired all the resources of
his genius. The man whom the doge find
uothing to hope o o was, as far as he was
concerned, blatted out of existenceas entirely
as though the Canal Orfano had engulfed
him.

————rs——————

To know a man, abservehow hie wwins his ohjecs
rather than how lie loses it for when we fail our
pride supports us, when wesucceed it betrays ue,

Tears are as dew which moistens the earth, and
renews its vigour.  Remorse has noune; itisa
volcano, vomiting forth lava which buras and de-
stroys.

The most exuberaut encomiast turns casiiy into
the most invercrate censor.

Reason is the flower of the spirit, and its fra.
grance is Liberty and Kuowledge.

Next to the lizhtest heart, the heaviest is apt
to be themost cheerful,

There are times when none of us would he
found at home hy aay fricnd, if it were not for
the fear of being found out,

The happicst of pilloxs is not that which Love
first presses; it is that which Deathh bas frowned

on aud passcd over,
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BRING BACK MY FLOWERS,
* Bring back my Flowers!" said a rosy child,
As she played by the streamlet’s side,
And cast down wreaths of the flowerets wild,
On the ever-hurrying tide.
But the stream flowed on, ard her treasures bore
To the far-off sparkling sea,
To return to the place of their birth no more,
Though she cried “ Come back to me,
Ye fairest gems of these forest bowers;
Ob,stream! bright stream! bring back my flowers.”

*Bring back my flowers " said a noble youtl,
4s he mournfully stood aloue,
And sadly thouzht on the broken truth
Of a heart that was once his own,—
Of alight that shone on his 1ife’s young day,
As brilliant as man ¢’er knew,—
Of a love that his reason had led astray,
Aud to him was no longer true. )
“ Return,” he cried, *life’s brightest hours ;—
O, stream of Time! bring back my flowers.”

* Bring back my Flowers!" a mother sighed,
O%r the grave where her infant slept ;
And where in her stubboruness and pride,
She her tearful vigils kept.
“0h, why docs the cruel hand of Death
Seck victims 5o fair as she ?
Oh, why arc the Joved ones of others left,
While mine is thus snatched from me?
Who gave to thee, Death, such erucl powers?
Oh, grave! dark grave! bring back my flowers.”

¢ Bring back my Flowers!™ saida grey-haired man,
For the friends of his youth were fled ;

Aud those he had loved and cherished most
Were slumbering with the dead.

But a faith in his God still checred him on,
Though the present was dark and drear,

For hie knew that in Ieaven he'd meet again
The fricnds upon carth so dear.

“ Come, Death ! he cried, * for in Eden’s bowers

Our God will restore our long lost flowers.”

We should not be too niggardly in our praisc,
formen will do wore to suppurt a character than
10 maisc one,

Crimes sometimes shock us too much; vices
alinest always to little.

Fine scusibilitics arc like woodbines, delightful
Taxuries of beauty to twine around a solid, wp-
right stem of understanding, but very poor things
if unsustained by strength, they are Ieft to creep
aloug the ground.

The vicions reproving vice is the raven
chiding blackness.

BLANK BABIES IN PARIS.

Tue Foundlings of Paris are uan ancient com-
munity, For upwards of four hundred yeus,
they have been the object of legislative enact-
ments. Their carliest protectors were the
clergy; and it was to the Bishop of Paris and
the Chapter of Notre Dame that they were
indebted for their first asylum.  As an hos-
pital for their reception a building was
assigned them at the port'Eveque, which
was called Maison de la Crechie; the word
creche originally signifying crib or manger
only, but now employed to designate the gene-
ral reception-ronmn in the present hospital—
That the newly-born children who were
deserted by their parents might not perish
from exposure in the public streets, a large
cradle was established within the Cathedral
of Notre Dame, accessible at all hours of the
day or night, in which infants were placed,
there to attract the attention of the pious.—
‘This cradle was in existence as carly as four-
teen hundred and thirty one, for in that year
died Tsabella of Bavaria, tiie queen of Charies
the Sixth of France—one of the most unnatu-
ral mothers and oue of the warst of wives—
who bequeathed to the Foundlings the enor-
mous legacy of cight franes.

Besides being the recipients of casual charity
the Foundlings of Paris had a ciaim upon the
High Justiciaries of the capital, all of tiem
ecclesiastics; who, according to old usage,
were bound tocontribute towards their main-
tenance. These spiritual nobles were, how-
ever, too much under the influence of carthly
considerations to perform their duties faith-
fully; and, gradually stinting thcir donations,
finally withheld them altogether.  This was
the occasion of much litigation ; which was
finally compromised by annual payments
being compounded for by the making over two
houses on the Port Saint Landry, within a
stone’s throw of the Cathedral,

Poorly paid, and having no sympathy for
their charge, theservants of the esiablishment
of the Port Saint Landry turned the miscrable
little orphans to their own profit.  Sireet beg-
gars wanting a new-born child wherewith to
move the scasibility of the public, procured
onc at the Port Saint Landry.  If a nurse
required a child to replace onc that through
her negligence might have dicd, the substitute
was ready at the Port Saint Landry. If a
witch nceded an infant for sacrifice, she ob-
tained onc at the Port Saint Landry. The
price ofa child in that establishment wasjust
twenty sous/!

Thisrevolting traflic becamie a crying scan-
dal, cven in the city of cut-purse nobies and
cut-throat citizens ; and it attracted the atten-
tion of the celebrated philanthropist Vincent
de Paul,  Mis first attempt to provide the
Foundlings with a better home consisted in his

procuring for them & new hospital near the
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gate of Saint Victor. This was in the year
sixteen hundred and thirty cight. He placed
the new establishment under the care of
the Sisters of Charity; who, moved by an
appeal which he made to them, lent them-
selves to the good work; not very cffectually
however, at first; for the funds for the main-
tenance of the children—whose numbers fast
inereased—proving wholly insuflicient, the
administrators had recourse to a detestable
expedient; they chose by lot the children
that were to be provided for, and the residue
were allowed to die for want of food! When
Vincent de Paul learned this, he assembled the
ladies who had placed themselves at the head
of the establishment, and carnestly besought
them to consider the poor Foundlings in the
light of their own children. His cloquent
pleading prevailed.  But he did not stop here;;

ral stringent laws :were enacted. One of
these, dated the thirtiecth Ventose, year five
(March twenty-second, seventeen hundred and
ninely-seven)contained amongst other articles
a deeree obliging all nurses who had the care
of Foundlings to appearevery three months
hefore the agent of their conmiune, and certify
that the children confided to them had been
treated with humanity. ‘“Those who suc-
ceeded in bringing up Foundlings till they
reached theage of twelve years were rewarded
with 2 present of fifty franes.

Amongst the sights of Paris at the
present day, the Foundiing Hospital isnot the
least attractive. But to look for the building
where we last left it, in the Faubourg Saint
Antoine, would Le iest labor; neither does a
subsidiary asylam which was established at
the corner of the square (cailed the Parvis)
of the cathedral of Notre Dame stiil exist—

he addressed himself to the King; and eventu-
ally, the Parliament of Parisissued a decree,

Both, in fact, were combined into one, and

by which the High Justiciaries were compelled | their inmates transferred in the year cighteen
to pay an arnval sum of fifteen thousand francs | hundred to the premises in the Rue d'Enfer,
toward the mainterance of the Foundlings; | originally occupicd by the Oratory where the
and a house in the Faubourg Saint Antoine, ' priests of that congregation perforined their

with a large quantity of ground attached to it, | noviciate.

This “Street of the Infernal

was bought to scrveas a permanent place of | Regions” owes its presentdesignation to this

asylum for the unfortunate children.

Betore this last settlement was made, Vin-
cent de Paul died. But the impulse which he
had originated never afierwards flagged. In

simple causc; the street of Saint Jaques,
which ruus parallel to it and occupics higher
ground, was formerly called the Via Superior
(upper road), and the Rue ’Enfer, its lower

the midst of his magnificence, Louis the Four- | neighbor, Via Inferior; a poetical imagina-

teenth issued an edict, dated June, sixteen
hundred and seventy, in which wasrecognised
the truth that * there is no duty more natural
nor more conformable to Christian picty, than
to take care of poor children who are aban-
doned, and whose weakness and misfortunc
alike render them worthy of compassion ;"
and six years later, Maria Theresa of Austria,
the wife of the magnificent monarch, laid the
first stone of a new and spacious cdifice for
the Foundlings in the Faubourg Saint Antoine,
to which a church was attached. This exam-
ple having been set, there was no lack, in
that courtly age, of noble imitators, and large
endowments were made by chancellors and
presidents, and others high in authority. It
was quite time; for, in a ratio that far
exceeded the increase of population of Paris,
the number of enjants trourvce wasaugmented,
When Vincent de Paul first took up thdir
cause in sixteen hundred and thirty-cight, the
Foundlings numbered thrce hundred and
twelve; but, at the close of the seventeenth
century, they had multipled to the extent of
seventeen hundred and thirty cight.  Mon-
sicur Delaure took considerable pains to show
@in his well known Ilistory of Paris) that
during anarchical periods, the Foundling Hos-
pital reccived the greatest number of in-
matcs.

During thie Republic, in consequence of the
vast disproportion between the children who
were deposited and those who survived, seve-

! tion soon made the corruption.

We are not at all indebted, for our know-
ledge of the preceeding facts, to the very ex-
cellent Sister of Charity who accompanied us
over the Hospice des Enfans Trouvés when
last we paid a visit to that cstablishment;
but what she did relate may scrve in some
measure to show what is its present con-
dition. When thc moment comes we shall let
her speak for herself ; but our own impres-
sions must first of all be recorded.

Before we reached the Hospital we had
passed the previous half-hour in the gardens
of the Luxcmbourg; and, although thefiowers
are not so fine nor the company so gay, as are
to be scen du the sival parterres and avenues
of the Tuileries, both were brilliaut cnough
to form a striking comirast to the dull, deserted
flowerless street which bears the redoubtable
name already mentioned. Tt iay before us,
grey, blank, and dreary, with nothing to ree
licve the monotony of its general aspeat but
an inscription over the gateway ol a building
on theright hand side, informing us that there
stoud the “ Hospice des Enfans Trouves® 1If
the site had been selected expressly for the
purpose of being out of the way, where no
witnesses might sce the trembling mother
depositther new-born child, it could not have
been managed better.  As wedrew near the
cutrance a further indication of the purposes
of the building was visible in the words

“Panicr des Enfans,” very legibly inscribed
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on what secined to be the lid of a letter-box

From the “day-room” we retraced our

let into the wall, hut which, m being raised | steps to the landing place at the head of the

—for it is never fastened —proved to be the
children’s basket, the four or turning box of
the establishment. In obedicnee to a heavy
single knock—there is a bell handle beside
the turning-box, but that was not for our use
having no infantto deposit—the wicket door
opened with the customary squeak of the cor-
don, and we were admitted,” Could we sec
the Hogpital?  Willingly ; would we oblige
the portress by walking into the little office
on the left hand, by putting down our names
in a register there, and by depositing a franc
apiece towards the general funds of the asy-
lum?  All these things we did with great
pleasure, and the perivess then rang a bell, in
obedience to which summons a Sister of
Charity made her appewsuee from a door
in the quadrangle, and we were consigned to
her care to be conducted over the building,
She wasa quict, grave, motherly woman, wi'h
evidently only one ovject in her thoughts—
the duties of her profession. The Sisters of
Charity soon learn what those dutics are, aud
never fail in the perfermance of them.  Sister
Pewroniile—tZat, she said, was her name—
conducted us across the courtyard to the
door from whence she had issued, and to-
gether we ascended a lofty stair case, and
passed iuto a tolerably lavge room.  This was
the galle @ manger, but it was empty just
then’; 50 we proceeded to the next apartment
the “day room” of the cstablishment, where
we found about twelve or thirteen children,
all, we were tohd, under two years of age, some
of whom were in eradles, and the rest in the
arms of the nurses,

“These are the little sick ones,” said Sister
Petronille, ** who are not kept in the infirma-
vies, but, for ail that, require constant
attendance.  Those who sufler from graver
ranhudies are in separateiwards under the care
of the doctors, who come constantly to see
them.”

“3nd the healthy children, where are
they 27 we enqaived.

A fuint smiic passed over Sister Petroniile’s
pale features.

“Gud ve thanked I she replied; “theyare
all safe in thecomnwry. It was only yesterday
that we sent away the last bateh, all strong
and hearty, and likely to live, if God permits
them,”

“ And these littlc ones?”

“ AW she sighed, ‘““some of these too
may go one day into the country, we hope.
Batitis not probable that all will; for they
are very tender, and require carcful nurs
ing.

j“'l.'hcn, arc {here none but the sick left
here in Paris¥”

*'On the contrary; downstairs there are
plenty ; but they arc the youngest: you will
sce them presently.”

Neavems

stairease, and entered along corridor which
communicated with four general wards or
infirmarics devoted to such of the children as
were under medical or surgical treatinent, or
were aflected by ophthalmia or measles. It
wits not possible that anything could be more
neatly arranged than the white-curtained cots
which held the little sufferers, nor was there
atoken of pain or restlesness that escaped the
nursing sisters who remained in the rooms to
watch over them.

4 And do many of these die?” we asked.

4 Alas, yes!” answered our guide sorrow-
fully; “you scc they are principallv the
children of people who are the victims of
poverty and sickness; and a great number
bring with them the sceds of the disease of
which they afterwards die. The doctors study
the cases closely, and give to them all their
attention; but the hereditary malady is too
often stronger than their skill.”

; “Do you know the proportion between the
numbers lost and saved.

1t varies of course: for there are maladies
belonging to children which are more severe
at some times than at others ; bt the general
average throughout the hospital is very nearly
one death in four.”

“ And how many are admitted in the course
of the year?”

This varied also, our informant said ; during
the time she had been attached to the hospi-
tal, she had witnessed a great change in that
respect,  The first year of her service, there
were upwards of five thousand taken in, and,
sradually declining, they fell in the course of
ten years to o little more than three thousand.
Since that time there had been an increase;
and in the last year, for example, she remem-
bered that the new-comers were exactiy four
thonsand and ninety-five  There were received
<he said, in different ways; the lying-in-hospi-
tal for the poor in the adjeining street, the
Rue de la Bourbe, (** Mud Street,” and it well
deserved the name when it was christened)
sent in a great number; some were brought
from the Prefecture of Police, the children of
parents in the hands of justice; some came
from the hospitals of Paris; but by far the
greater part were abandoned by their mothers,

“ But," said Sister Petronille,anxiousto soften
the meaning ot the word, “these poor
thiugs arc not cniircly abandoned, that is to
say, exposed, without any further thought
being given to them.  Such might have been
the case formerly, when no certifieate of
birth was necessary ; but whoever is desivous
from want of means, of sending an infant to
this hospital, must apply to the Commissary
of the quarter for a certificate of abandonment,
so that itisknown to the authoritics who they
are that send ; and the mothers alse, acting

openly, arc more at easc with respect to their
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children. 'We find, too, that besides thcl

certificates of the infant’s birth which accom-
panics every deposit, mothers are careful now
to add some particulars—either of name or
personal description—ULy which, if circum-
stances should permit them, they may here-
after moie certainly recognise their offspring.”

“And are there any exceptions to this
latter practice ¢°

4 Seldom or ever, in Paris itself; but of the
number born out-ide the walls, perhaps a
hundred in the year, and these—we judge
from varjous ci:cumstances, but chiefly from
the linen in which they are enveloped, belong
to a better class than the rest. It is not for
the want of the means to support them that
such children arc abandoned. It is the dread
of their existence being known that causes it.”

“ Have you any means of knowing how
many out of the whole amount are born in
wedlock 2"

The answer—given with some nataral hesi-
tation—was to the effect, that amongst four
thousand foundlings, it was presumed only
two hundred had *“civil rights.” During this
conversation, Sister Petronille had led us
through the wards, and conducted us by
another staircase to the ground floor.

“ Now,” she said, opening another door,
“you will sce the most interesting part of the
establishment.”

'L'his was the “ Créche,” or general reception
room. It was filled, or scemed to be full of
infants of the tenderest age; there were
between seventy and cighty altogether. They
wore a kind of uniform—that is to say, there
was a sort of uniformity in their costumne—all
being clothed in pink check nizhtgowns, and
swathed with linen bands, like mummics on
a very small scale; unlike mummies, however
their little tongues were not tied.  To soothe
their pains and calm their heavy troubles, the
nurses were assiduously engaged, sowme in
rocking them to sleep in their cradles; others,
in administering to such as were strong
cnough to sit uprizht that beverage which is,
in France, the universal remedy, whether in
old age or infancy. It wus ncither the wine
nor the garlic which helped to make 2 wman of
Henri Quatre, nor the symbolical “tyre-
largiot ™ which was given to the great Gar-

gantua inmediately after his birth—- as Rabe-

lais relates—but simple caw sucrée poured oue
of the long spout of a cluna tea-pot. We
know that “as the twig is bent the tree is
inclined ;" so, in ali probability, it is on ac-
count of their early introduction to sugar
and water, that Frenchmen manifest, through-
out their lives, so marked a propensity for the
drink that ncither cheers nor incbriates.

But the most attractive feature of the
Créche was in the centre of the room, where,
directly in front of a blazing fire; on an inclined
plane, covered with a mattress gbout the size
of the stage of Mr. Simpson's Marioncttc

Theatre, lay seven orjeight little objects all in
a row, who might have pussed for the Marion-
ettes themselves only they were much smaller,
were anything but gaily attired, and were a
great deal too tightly swathed to stir a single
peg, whereas the awmusing puppets of the
Lowther Arcade—but all the world is familiar
with the flexibility and grace of their move-
ments—DBut whatever they looked like, those
infants, who were the latest arrvals, were
certainly the most comfortable Jot in the apart-
ment, and, coutrasting their passive cnjoy-
ment of the fire whose influence they felt with
the screamns of the victins of ean sucrée,

the philosophical hicholder
Sighed for their sakes that they should e'er grow older ”
Young as they were, however, it would
have been a diflicult matter to say which was
the youngest,for every second hour throughout
the four-and-twenty brought a new comer.
Onc of these arrivals happened while we were
on the spot. We heard a bell ring, and at
the same time saw a Sister of Charity leave
the apartment.  In a few minutes she returne
cd, carrying something in a flannel bag, from
which issued the semblance of a small Swedish
turnip of a pinky yellowish hue. This was
the head- of a child, and when the contents
ofthebag were gently turned out on a blanket,
they proved to be the remainder of 2 male
infant just deposited. It was immediately
submitted to the process of weighing, the test
which pencrally decides the infant’s chance of
life. The arbiter of its destiny was a six
pound weicht, and we were very sorry to see
that the Foundling kicked the beam. But
though the odds were amainst it, the nurse to
whose carce it was confided omitted no pre-
caution that mizht prolong its existence. It
was clothed and swathed like the rest, and
was assigned the warmest place on the mat-
tress; and as we left the Crecke, Sister
Pectronitle, whose organ of hope was very
strongly developed, expressed her belief that
it would survive, for she had scen smaller
children than that who had turned out some-
thing quite astonishing both as to size and
strength,

We now took leave of our guile, who with
some difficulty was made to accept a small
gratuity, and returncd to the gates of the
hospital.  Bat hiefore we were let out the por- -~
tress suggested that we might be curious to
see the registry of arrivals in the office, the
blank baby baving just been entered. We
did so, and read the following personal descrip-
tion (signalement) :—* October 4, 185 . No.
9. A wmale child; newly born; weaklv and
very, small; ticket round the neck with the
name of Gustave; coarse linen; ved stain on
the left shoulder; no other mark.”

These are the credentials neceessary for
the candidates for admission to the Paris
Fouadling Hospital.
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MY FRENCIH MASTER.

My father’s house was in the country, seven
miles away from the nearvest town, He had
been an olficer in the navy; but, as he had
met with some aceident that would disable him
from ever serving again, he gave up his com-
mission and retired on his haif-pay. Ife hada
small private fortune, and my mother had not
been penniless; so he purchased a house and
ten or twelve acres of land, and set himsclf up
as an amateur farmer on a very small scale.
My mother rejoiced over the very small scale
of his operations ; and when my father regret-
ted, as he did very often, that no more land
was to be purchased in the neighbourhood, 1
couldsee her sctting herselfa sumin her head.
“If on twelve acres he manages to lose 2 hun-
dred pounds a year, what would be our loss on
2 hundred and fifty 2 But when my fatherwas
pushed hard on the subject of the money he
spent in his sailor-like farming, he had one
constant retreat:

“Think of the health and the pleasure we
all of us taste in the cultivation of the ficlds
around us! It is something for us to do and
to look forward to every day.” And this was
so true thatas long as my father confined him-
self to these arguments, my mother left him
unwolested : but tostrangers he was a little
apt to enlarge on the returns his farm brought
him in; and he had often to pull up in his
statements  when he caught the warning
glance of my mother’s eye, showing him that
she was not so much absorbed in her own
conversation as to be deaf to his voice. But
as for the happiness that arosc out of our
mode of life—that was not to be calculated by
tens or hundreds of pounds. There were
only two of us, my sister and myself’; and my
mother undertook the greater part of our
education. We helped her in her houschold
caves during part of the morning ; then came
an old-fashioned routine of lessons, such as
she herself had learnt when a girl :—Gold-
smith’s * History of England,” Rollin’s “Anci-
ent Ilistory,” Lindley Murray’s Grammar,
and plenty of sewing and stitching, )

My mother used sometimesto sigh, and wish
that she could buy us a piano, and teach us
what little music she knew ; but many of my
dear father’s habits were expensive—at least
for a person possessed of no larger an income
than he had. Besides the qnict and unsus-
peeted drain of his agricultural pursuits, he
was of a social turn; enjoying the dinners to
which he was invited by his more afiluent
neighbours; and especially delighted in re-
turning them the compliment, and giving
them choicelittle entertainments, which would
have been yet more frequent in their recur-
rence than they were, if it had not been for
my mother’s prudence.  But we never were
able to purchase the piano; it required a
greater outlay of ready money than we ever

possessed. I dare say we should have grown
up ignorant of any language but our own, if
it had not been for my father’s social habits,
which led to our learning French in a very
unexpected manner. Ile and my mother went
to dine with General Ashburton, one of the
forest-rangers ; and there they met with an
emigrant gentleman, a Monsieur de Chalabre,
who had escaped in 2 wonderful manner, and
at terrible peril to his life; and was, conse-
quently, in our small forest-circle, a great lion,
and a worthy cause of a serics of dinner parties.
His first entertainer, General Ashburton, had
known him in France, under very different
circumstances; and he was not yet prepared
for the quict and dignified request made by
his guest, one afternoon after M. de Chalabre
had been about a fortnight in the forest, that
the General would recommend him asa French
teacher, if he could conscientiously do so,
To' the General's remonstrances M. de
Chalabre smilingly replied, by an assurance
that his assumption of his new occupation
could only be for a short time; that the good
cause would—must triumph. It was before
the fatal January twenty-first, seventeen hun-
dred and ninety-three ; and then, still smiling,
he strengthened his position by quoting inna-
merable instances out of the classics, of heroes
and patriots, generals and commanders, who
had been reduced by Fortune's frolics to adopt
some occupation far below their original one.
He closed his speech with informing the
General that, relying upon his kindness in
acting as referee, he had taken lodgings for a
few months at a small farm which was in the
centre of our forest circle of acquaintance.
The General was too thoroughly a gentleman
to say anything more than that he should be
most happy to do whatever he could to for-
ward M. de Chalabre’s plans; and as my
father was the first person whom he met with
after this conversation, it was announced to
us, on the very evening of the day on which
it had taken place, that we were forthwith to
learn French 5 and I verily believe that, if my
father could have persuaded my mother to
join him, we should have formed a French
class of father, mother, and two head of
daughters, so touched had my father been by
the General's account of M. de Chalabre’s
present desires, as compared with the high
estate from which hehad fallen. Accordingly,
we were installed in the dignity of his first
French pupils, My father was anxious that
we should have a lesson every other day,
ostensibly that we might get on all the more
speedily, but really that he might have a
larger quarterly bill to pay; at any rate until
M. de Chalabre had more of his time occupied
with instraction, But my mother gently
interfered, and calmed her husband down into
two lessons a week, which was, she said, as
much as we could manage. Those happy
lessons! I remember them now, at the dis-
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tance of more than fifty years. Our house
was situated on the cdge of the forest; our
tields were, in fact, cleared out of it. It was
not good land for clover ; but my father would
always sow one particular ficld with clover-
seed, beeanse my mother was so fond of the
fragrant scent in her evening walks, and
tivough this a foot-path ran which led into
the forest.

A quarter of a mile beyond—a walk on the
soft tine springy turf, and under the long
low branches of the beech trees,—and we
arrived at the old red-brick farin where M. de
Chalabre was lodging. Not that we went
there {o take our lessons; that would have
been an oftence to his spirit of politeness;
but as my father and mother were his nearest
neighbours, there was a constant interchange
of small messages and notes, which we little
girls were only too happy to take to our dear
M. de Chalabre. Morcover, if' our lessons
with my mother were ended pretty early, she
would say—* You have been good girls; now
vou may run to the high point in the clover-
field, and sec if M. de Chalabre is coming ; and
if he is you may walk with him; but take
care and give him the cleanest part of the
path, for you know he does not like to ditty
his boots.”

This was all very well in theory; but, like
many theorics, the Jifliculty was to put it in
practice. If we slipped to the side of the path
where the water lay longest, he bowed and
retreated behind us to a still wetter place,
leaving the clean part for us; yet when we
got home his polished boots would be without
a speck, while our shoes were covered with
mud.

Another little ceremony which we had to
get accustomed to, was his habit of taking off
his hat as we approached. and walking by us
holding it in his hand. To be sure, he worc
a wig delicately powdered, frizzed, and tied
in a queue behind; but we had always a feel-
ing that he would catch cold, and that he was
doing us too great an honour, and that he did
not know how old, or rather how young we
were, until one day we saw him (far away
from our house) hand a countrywoman over
a stile with the same kind of dainty courtcous
politeness, lifting her basket of eggs over
tirst ; and then taking up the silk lined lapel
of his coat, he spread it on the palm of his
hand for her to rest her fingersupon ; instead
of which, she took bis small white hand in
her plump vigorous gripe, and leant her full
weight upon him. e carried her basket for
her as far as their roads lay together; and
irom that thme we were less shy in receiving
his courtesics, perceiving that he considercd
them as deference due to our sex, however
old or young, or rich or poor. So, as I said,
we came dawn from the clover ficld in rather
a stately manner, and through the wicket gate
that opened into our garden, which was as

rich in its scents of varied kinds as the clover
field had been in its one pure fragrance. My
mother would meet us here; and somehow
—our life «was passed as much out of doors
as in-doors, both winter and summer—
we seemed to have our French lessons
more frequently in  the garden than in
the house; for there was a sort of arbour on
the lawn near the drawing-room window to
which we always found it casy to carry a
table and chairs, and all the rest of the lesson
paraphernalia, if my mother did not prohibit
a lesson al fresco.

M. de Chalabre wore, as a sort of morning
costume, a coat, waistcoat, and breeches all
made of a kind of coarse grey cloth, which he
had bought in the neighbourhood ; his three-
cornered hat was brushed to a nicety, his wig
sat as no onc’s else did. (My father’s was
always awry.) And the only thing wanting
to his costume when he came was a flower.
Sometimes I fancied he purposely omitted
gathering one of the roses that clustercd up
the farm-house in which he lodged, in order
to afford my mother the pleasure of culling
her choicest carnations and roses to make him
up his nosegay, or “posy ” as he liked to call
it; he had picked up thatpretty country word
and adopted it as an especial favourite,
dwelling on the first syllable with all thelan-
gwd softness of an Italian accent. Mauy a
time have Mary and T tried to sayit like him;
we did so admire his way of speaking.

Once scated round the table, whether in
the house or out of it, we were bound to
attend to our lessons; and somehow he made
us perceive that it was a part of the same
chivalrous code that made him so helpful to
the helpless, to enforce the slightest claim of
duty to the full. No half prepared lessons for
him! The patience and the resource with
which he illustrated and enforced every pre-
cept ; the untiring gentleness with which he
made our stubborn Englishtongues pronounce,
and mispronounce, and repronounce certain
words; above all, the sweetness of temper
which never varied, were such asThave never
seen cqualled.  If we wondered at these qua-
lities when we were children, how much
greater has been our surprise at their exist-
tence since we have been grownup, and have
learnt that, until his emigration, he wasa man
of rapid and impulsive action, with the im-
perfect education implied in the circumstance
that at fiftcen he was a sous-licutenant in the
Queen's regiment, and must, consequently,
have had to apply himself hard and conscien-
tiously to master the language which he had
in after-life to teach.

Twice we had holidays to suit his sad
convenicnce.  Holidays with us were not
at Christmas and Midsummer, Easter and
Michaelmas. If my mother was unusually
busy, we had what we called a holiday;
though, in reality, it involved barder work



MY FRENCH MASTER.

179

than our regular lessons; but we fctchcd,’Englieh. and too terrible also to bLe made
and cartied, and ran eirands, and became  known to us children, nor could we at once
rosy and dusty, and sang merry songs in the | find the clue to the cypher in which it was
gaicty of our hearts.  1f the day was remark | spoken about. We heard about *the Iris
ably fine, my dear father—whose spirits being blown down;™ and saw wmy fatha's
were rather apt to vary with the weather— | honest loyal excitement about ity and the
would come bursting w with his bright, kind | quict :eserve which always betohened some

bronzed face, and carry the day by storm
with my mother.  “1t wasa shame to coop
such young things up in a house,” he would
say, ** when every other young animal was
frolicking in the air and sunshine. Grammar!
—what was that Lut the art of arranging
words?—and he never saw a woman but
could do that fast enough, Geography 2—he
would undertake to teach us more geography
in one wintur cvening, telling us of the
countries where he had been, with justa
map before him, than we could learn in ten
years with that stupid book, all fall of hard
words. \s for the French—why that must
be learnt, for he should not like M. de Cha-
labre to think we slighted the lessons he
took so much pains to give usj but surely,
we could get up the earlier to learn our
French.” We promiscd by acclamation; and
my mother—sometimes smilingly, sometimes
reluctantiy—was alsays compelled to yield.
And these were the usual occasions for our
bolidays, But twice we had a fortnight’s
entire cess:tion of French lessons; ouce in
January, and once in QOctober. Nor did ne
even sce our dear French master during those
periods.  We went several times to the top
of the clover-field, to seaich the dark green
outskirts of the forest with ou: bLusy eyes;
and if we could have seen lis fizure in that
shade, Tam sure we should have scampered
to him, forgetful of tae prohibition which
made the forest forbidden ground. But we
did not see him,

It was the fashion in those days to keep

children inuch less informed than™ they are

seeret grief on my mother’s part.

We had no Freuch lessons: and somchow
the poor, battered, storm-torn Iris was to
blame for this Tt was many weeks after
this before we knew the full reason of M. de
Chalabre’s deep depression when he again
came amongst us: why he shook his head
when my mother timidly offered him some
snowdrops on that first morningon which we
began lessons again: why he wore the deep
mourning of that day,when all of the dressthat
could be black was black, and the white
wauslin frills and rufiles were unstarched and
limp, as if to bespeak the very abandonment
of grief.  We knew well enough the meaning
of the next hieroglyphic announcement—*“the
Avicked cruel boys had broken oft' the White
Lily’s head!  'That beautiful queen, whose
portiait once had been shown to us, with her
Llue eyes, and her fair resolute look, her pro-
fusion of lightly powdered bair, her white
neek, adorned with stiings of perls. We
could have eried, if we Lad dared, when
we heard the transparent mysterious words,
We did cry at night, si-ting up in bed, .
with our arms round cach other’s necks, and
vowing, in our weak, passionate, chilidish
way, that if we lived Jong enough, that lady’s
death avenged should be.  No one who
cannot remember that time can tell the
shudder of horror that thriiled tiwough the
couniry at hearing of this last execution, At
the moment, there was no time fur any con-
sideratien of the silent horrors endured for
centuries by the peopie, who at length rose
in their wadness against their rulers. This

now on the subjects which interest theirlast blow changed our ¢ar M. de Chalabre,
parents. .\ sort of hicroglyphic or eypher talk ; I never saw ham again in quite tiie same
was usud in order to conceal the meaning of (gaicty of heart as Luefore this time,  There
much that was said, if children were present. scemed to be tears very close behind his
My mother was a proficient in this way of  swiles for ever after. My father went to sce
talking, and took, we fanced, a certain him when he had been about a week absent
pleasure in perplexing my father by inventing | from us—no reason given, for did not we, did
anew cypher, as it were, every day. Fornot every one kuow the !:orror the sun had
instance, for some times I was called Martia, | jooked upon! As soon as my father had gone,
beeause [ was very tall of my age; andjust as, my mother gave it in charze to us to make

my father had begun to understand the
name—and, it must be owned, a good while
after I had learned to prick up my cars when-
ever Martia was named—my mother suddenty
changed me into *““the buttress,” from the
habit I had acquired of leaning my languid
Iength against a wall. T saw my fathor's
perplexity about this “buttress” for some
days, and could have helped him out of i,
but I durst not.  And so, when the unfortu-
nate Louis the Sixtecenth was exccuted, the
news was too terrible to be put into plain

the dressing room beionging to our guest-
chamber as much like a sitling room as
pussible. My father hoped to ULring back
M. de¢ Chalabre for a visit to us; but he
would probably like to be a good deal alone;
and we wight move cvery article of furniture
we liked, if we only thought it would make
him comfortable,

I beltieve General Ashburton had been on &
somewhat similar e¢rrand to my father's
before; but he had failed. My father gained
his point, as I afterwardslcarned, in a very un-
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conscious and characteristic aanner. e had | litle cork dolls for'us—in short, as he said,
arged his invitation on M, de Clalabre, and  his heart would have been broken but for his
received such 2 decided negative that he was | joiner's tools.  Nor were his ingenious gifts
bopeless, and quitted the subject,  Then employed for us alone. The farmer’s wife
M. de Clualabre began to relieve his heart by X where he lodged had numcrous contrivances
telling Lim all the details: my father beld | in hier house which he had made.  One par-
his breath to Bsten-—at last, his honest heart | ticularly whizh Eremamber was a paste-buard,
could cuntain iisddf Lo longer, aud the tears wade after a French patten, which would
ran det.u his fece. 1s unaffeeted sympathy | not s'lip abott on a dresser, ashe had observed
touchal AL du Chalabre nexpressibly 3 and | her fnglish paste board do.  Susan, the far-
inan hour after we swow our dear Freuch omer’s ruddy daughtor, had e voik box,
masler coming down the clover-ficld slone, "o, to show usj and L cousmloer had a
leaning on wy father’s wm, which ke had [ wondaful stick, with an exttan dumy demon
involuntaily ofivred a5 a support to one in | head carved upon it ;—all by M. de Chalabre,
tronble—although he was slightly lame, and | Farmer, fumer's wife, Susan, Hebert, and all
ten or fifteen years older than M. de Chalabre. | were full of his praises.

Tor a year after that time AL de Chalabre| We grew from children into girls—from
never wore any flowers; and after that, to, girls intg women; and still M. de Chalabre
the day of Lis death, no gay or coloured yose , taught on in the forest; still he was beluved
or carnition could tempt him.  We seeretly jar.d Lonoured ; still no dinncr-party within
observed bis taste, and T always took care to | five miles was thought complete without him,
bring him white flowers for his posy. 1 and ten miles' distance strove to offur him o
_noticed, too, that on his left arm, under’ his bed sooner than miss his company. The
cont sleeve (Sleeves were made very open | pretty wmerry Susan of sixteen bad buen
then,) he alwzy s wore a simall band of black | jilted by the faithless Robert; and was now a
crape. 1lelived to be cighty one, but he had | comely demure damscd of thirty-one or two;
the black crape Land on when he died. istill waiting upor M. de Chalabre, and still

M. de Chalabie was a favevite in all the | constant in respectfully singing his praiscs,
forest circle.  fle wasa great acquisition to | My own poor mother was dead ; my sister was
the sociable dinner partics that were per-jengaged to be married to a young licutenant,
petualiy going on; and tliough some of the  who was with hisship in the Mediterrancan,
familics pique themscves on being aristo- | My father was as youthful as ever in heart,
eratic, and turnued up their noses at any one jand indecd in many of his ways; only bis
who had been engaged in trade, however hair was quite white, and the old lan.cness,
Targely, M. de Chalabre, in right of his good | was more frequently troublesome than it had
blood, his luyalty, his daring * preux cheva- [ been.  An uncle of his had left lum a con-
Hier™ actions, was ever an houored guest. e siderable fortune, so he farmed away to his
took his poverty, and the simple halits it Lheart’s content, and lost an annual sum of
enforced, so naturally and gaily, asa mere money with the best grace and the lightest
trifling accident of his life, about which [heart in the world. There werenot even the
neither concealment or shame could be ne- | aentle reproaches of my mother's eyes to be
cessary, that the very scrvants—often so|dreaded now,
much wore pseudo-aristocratic than their; Things were in this state when the peace of
mast rs—loved and  respected the French | cighteen hundred and fourteen was declared.
gentleman, who perhaps came 1o teach in the | W Liad heard so many and such contradictory
mornings, and in the cvenings made his, rumours that we were inclined to doubt even

appearance dressed with dainty neatness as
a dinner gauest.  He came, lightly prancing
through the forest mite; and, in our littl:
hall, at any rate, he would pull out a ncat
minute case containing a blacking-brush and
blacking, and re-polish his beots, speaking
gaily, iu his broken English, to the footman
all the time.  That blacking case was his own
making; he had a genius for using his fingers.
After our leszang were over, he relaxed into

the “Gazette” at last, and were discussing
probabilitics with some vchemence, when M.,
de Chalabre entered the room, unannounced
and breathless:

“ My friends, give me joy !" he said. “The
Bourbions ™ —he could not go on ; his features,
{ hay his very fingers, worked with agitation,

but Le could not speak, My father hastenced
to relieve him::

“We have heard the good news (you sce,

the famiiiar house friend —the morry play ‘girls it is quite true this time). T do con-
fullow., Welived far from any carpenter or | gratulate you, my dear friend, I am glad®
jQ%m}tr; if a lock \vas} out of orilrcr H.bdc ;nd 1}1‘0 seized M. de ((lfhi;llabr(}::s h’:md in his
Chalabre made it right for us any box, own hearty gripe, and brought the nerv.us
was wanted, his ingenious fingers had made ;ag‘it:\ﬁon of the latter to a close by uncon-
it l()]efox% our 1esst(;n day. ) e tx:rn:d] sitk Sc]lmlls]y administuring a pretty severe dose of
winders for my mother, made a set of chess- | wholesome pain. .

men for my father, carved an clegant watch-! “TIgoto London. T go straight this after-
casc out of a rough beef bonc—dres:ed up jnoon to sce my sovercign, My sovercizn
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holds a court to-morrow at Grillon’s Iotel;
I go to pay hin my devoirs. T put on my
uniform of Gardes du Corps, which have laid
by these many years ; a little old, alittle worm-
eaten ; but never mind ; they have been seen
by Maric Antoinctte, which gives them a
grace for ever.”  1le walked about the room
in a nervous hurried, way. There was some-
thing on his mind, and wesigned to my father
to be silent for a moment or two and let it come
out. “No!” said M. de Chalabre, after a
moment’s pause. I cannot say adieu; for 1
shall return to say, dear friends, my adieux.
1 did come a poor emigrant; noble English-
men toolk me for their fiiend, and welcomed
me to their houses. Chalabre is one large
mansion, and my English friends will not for-
sake me; they will come and sce me; and,
for their sakes, not an English beggar shall
pass the doors of Chalabre without being
warmed, and clothed, and fed. 1 will not say
adieu. I go now but for two days.”

TIIE IRISH MATCIH BOY.

A TALE OF NEW YORK.

“Bracrixe! blacking! matches!” cried a lit-
tle dirt-begrimed imp, popping his head in as
he opened the door of the reading-room of
the Universe Iotel; and as, whenever the
tympanum is touched by the above sounds,
there is a sympathetic cord acting like a bell-
pull upon the ¢jaculatory organs which forces
them to say no, a chorus around sang out
wnisono, and with a precision our drilled and
paid choruses at the Opera have never attained
yet: “No, we don’t want any.” Mr. Jerome
Green, an easy good-natured gentleman, who
was in town for the holidays, was resting in
an arm-chair, making use, however, of only
its two hinder legs, his own feet being propped
upon the window-sill, and sung out with the
rest: “No, I donot want any.” The little
fellow, who had an intelligent but melancholy
face, was just going to withdraw himself from
the gorgeously decorated room, when Mr,
Green, happening to turn his face to the door,
caught sight of a muddylittle foot, quite blue
with the pinching cold—that is to say, that
part of it which was not black with incrusta-
tions—and recollecting that he had actually
been annoyed during the past week by the

dle of boxes pensively in his hand, as if he
thought to get at their intrinsic value by
weighing them. * Eighteen-pence a dozen,
and they don’t smell,” repeated the boy,
blowing his little chilled hands. Still Mr.
Green did not speak, for his mind was far
away in some hypothetical match-factory, cal-
culating the imaginary wages somebody must
get for making matches to sell at eighteen-
pence a dozen, and not smell.

“Warranted to keep and to burn freely,”
broke in the boy, who put his best foot for-
ward, beginning to think his chance of a sale
growing slim.

“But I do not want a dozen,” our gentle-
man said, rousing himself: “Iam sure half
the quantity is enough to set me on fire a
dozen times. Give 1ea couple of boxes—
here i$ sixpence for you ;" and tendering the
boy a shilling, asked him for the change.

The boy’s countenance, which had begun
to brighten, fell again: he had no change, he
had not sold anything that morning.

“Never mind,” said easy Mr. Green;  you
can bring it me to-morrow ; you will find me
here at about thishour. What is your name ”

The boy told him Peter, departing joyfully
with professions of promptitude: and Mr.
Green got up to saunter away, when his friend
Smart, who had been a silent spectator of the
scene, left off contemplating his boot-tips, and
called after him: “I say, Jerry, what made
you give that boy a shilling for two boxes?
They are dear enough at sixpence.”

“I gave him only sixpence,” replied our
easy friend; “heis to bring the change to-
morrow.”

4 Surely you do not expect to see that boy
again”

1 positively do,” was the quiet reply.

I bet you a hat you don't.”

“Done!” and “done!” followed in quick
succession; and the friends parted.

We were standing that afternoon at the cor-
ner of X Street, with the same feelings of for-
lornness that take hold of some unfortunate
overland pilgrim to California when he comes
to a rapid stream, the Mormons in possession
of the ferry, the fare asked five dollars, and
the gentleman having spent his last effigy of
our glorious eagle done in gold at the ferry of
the day previous: or with the feclings of a
very young man atea party, who stands in a
knot of other very young men, and is dying

want of a match in his bedroom, cried, 110 go up to that splendid girl Miss Peacock ;
“alloo! I do want some matches, though, ;only Miss Peacock sits at the other end of the

little shaver: how do you scll them?”

“ Eighteen-pence a dozen,” was the ready i

reply; “and they don't smell.”

roomn, and the very young man would have to
traverse a howling desert to get to her, which
he dare not do for his life. There we stood,

“ Don't they 2" said Mr. Green, and thougbt"staring across jmpassable Broadway, with a
to himself, *that ismore than I can say of i number of other individuals, whose breasts
you, my young friend;” but he kept the;were filled with the same wishes which agita.
thought to himscif, being rather eccentric, and | ted our own, We all wanted to cross Broad-
not wishung to hurt the match-boy’s feclings. { way, and accumulate as little mud and break

All this time Mr. Green had held the bun-; as few ribs as possible™ On the other shore



THE IRISH MATCH BOY.

175

stood our counterparts, lifting their umbrellas
to heaven, and presenting a trae picture of
life; they would have given anything to stand
where we stood, and we as eagerly desired to
be where they were. All in vain, Kipp and
Brown, Broadway and 49th Stveet, Tompkin’s
Square and Union Squarc®—all rolled by like
the roaring and restless waves of the sea;
coming up to scatter in different directions
upon the shores of up-town, and rolling down
again to be reunited into the bosom of South-
ferry.t  But there is a sudden lull, and every-
body looks at his or her neighbour, as if to
say: “Now then!” Everybody does it;
everybody gets across. Did we say every-
body gotsafely across? Weare safely ashore
on the side-walk, and look round. Noj;
everybody has not got across safely. Looking
only at the big ships, the omnibuses, a poor
little match-boy has neglected to dodge the
schooners and sloops of this perilous element,
and has been run over by a butcher’s cart,
and his modest wares scattered all over the
street. The driver swears awfully, and goes
on; a crowd assembles; a compassionate
working-man lifts the boy up, and carries him
tothe next drug-store, (We, with some other
gentlemen, would have been glad to do it, but
could noton account of our clothes)) The
door closes; the crowd flattens its noses
against the window; we cannot get in to
help ; we have not the time to wait, for the
printer’s devil is after us; so we wend our
way down fown, thinking of the poor little
fellow !

The following morning found Mr. Green in
the same place and position we have described
in the beginning; and being intently engaged
upon the Zribune, he did not observe a very
small boy, a very speck of a boy, eyeing him
wistfully, evidently trying to attract his atten-
tion; but in vain, for he was so small. At
last, the miniature edition of humanity made
such a discordant noise with the creaking
door, that somebody ordered him, in 2 stern
voice, ““to clearout,” when Mr. Green, think-
ing vaguely he had seen him before, beckoned
to the child; for a child it was, such asought
to have been in a nursery, under the guardian
carc of a mother. What need to describe
him? Was he not the reduced effigy of our
friend Peter? The same blue toes, the same
blue hands, and the same intelligent honest
eyes. But, alas! such wo looking out of a
thin little face, on which tears had made chan-
nels in the incrustations, Mr. Green was
making up his mind, to save further trouble,
that the apparition before him must be the
same Peter from whom he had bought the
matches the day previous, who had shrunk
and dwindled overnight—possibly from cold,
probably from hunger—and who had now

*Names of omaibus lines in New York.
$The lower cnd of Broadway towards the bay.

come back to bring the change. But this
idea struck him as too absurd ; for how could
such a Tomn Thumb sell anything, and where
was his basket? While these reflections
passed vaguely across the mirror of Mr. Green’s
mind, Peter junior has been diving diligently
into the recesses of his garments, and finally,
after sundry attempts, brought out of the
side-pocket of his jacket, which was onalevel
with his calf, three distinet copper coins,
which he tendered to Mr. Green.  “Is you
the gemman what Peter owes sixpence t03”

“Yes, my lad; I am the man,” was the
reply.

“ Peter hasn’t got sixpence—Peter’s gone,
and wasrund over by a buss—and lost his
basket, and his cap—and broke his leg, and
broke his arm; and Peter—is—s0-0-0-0-0—
ill” (here the child broke out into an uncon-
trollable fit of crying;) and three—cents—is
all—he’s got.”

“The deuce!” exclaimed Mr. Green, jump-
ing up; “where do you live?”

“Little Rum Street, Mud Alley,” sobbed
the child.

“Come along, then;” and not waiting to
hear Mr. Smart’s sneer of “A very likely
story, my verdant friend,” he was out of the
room, had called a carriage, and was on his
charitable mission with little Joe by the time
Mr. Smart had finished his sentence.

The carriage stopped before one of those
archways abounding in that part of our city,
and always denoting filth, drunkenness, and
abject poverty. The childled the way up the
alley, ascended a few broken steps, entered a
doorless hall, passed through it to the yard,
and descending into what appeared to be only
a hole, but which had, on nearer inspection,
some steps, opened the door of a low dark
cellar.  'When Mr. Green's eyes had been
accustomed to the darkness, which a tallow-
candle, stuck in a bottle, just made visible, he
saw in a corner, stretched upon a straw mat-
tress, his little acquaintance of yesterday;
butoh! how changed: the pinched face nearly
livid, with here and there a bit of a lock of
hair glued to it by the cold perspiration; the
little body, with its bandaged limbs, motion-
less, and & low groan now and then, all the
evidence of life. The furniture of this abode
of human beings consisted of a broken table
and a three-legged stool.  Upon the latter sat
a poor woman rocking herself] to and fro, with
the peculiar motion of gricf. She was a
neighbor, she said, poor enough herself, the
Lord knew. The parents of tiie children had
come out a year ago from the old country,
poor decent people, with three little oncs, and
finc children they were: the mother never
got over the ship-fever contracted on the pas-
sage, and soon left them for a better place,
taking the haby with her, which was a mer-
cy; and afier the father, a hard-working,
steady man, had been killed by a fall from a
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building, a neighbor proposed to take Peter,
sending Joe to Randall’s Island*  But Peter
had refused to leave little Joe, and seraping
together a small sum by the sale of their few
effects, had bought his humble wares, and
manfully, with a big heart in his little bady,
through heat and cold, through hunger and
thirst, pursued his cailing, making just
enough, with what help the poor neighlors
could give, to keep body and soul together.
Ile was a fine lad indeed, a good lad, with
sense above his years; and now it was ali
over.  The doctor—good, kind gentleman, he
had stayed with him and ¢ent medicine—said
he conld not he moved to the hospital, where
they ought to have taken him at first; and,
indeed, there was no use in moving him, for
he was sinking fast since morning. Green
had listened in silent horror to so much
misery so quietly told, and whether it was
from the damp cold or the foul stifling a:mos-
phere, he fels toosick at heart (o speak, Just
then the hoy opened his sunken eyes, and ouy
fritnd bending over him, a flicker of recog-
nition passed over his face.  “I—had—not
—got—the—money.  I—lost—it—all,” he
muttered painfully, pushing out cach werd
with an eliort.

“ Never mind the money, my poor boy,”
struggled ont Green, something hard and dry
in his throat choking him. *“You muxt get
better. [ will take care of you and of little
Joe, and vou shall be cold, and hungry, and
naked no more; and you skell get better, it
care can do it.”  Alas! little Peter was be-
yond the neglect of the hardened and the
care of the kind of thisworld. A smile stole
softly over his features—he seemed to com-
prehend.  “Thank you—little Joe—thank
yon—I—had—not—got—the ™ Thesmile
faded, the eyes looked fixed and glassy ; one
deep sigh followed by an unmistakabie rigid-
ness of features, told that the child’s troubles
were over.  Green fuirly burst into tears. Ile
closed the eyes, and stood long and thought-
fully over the body, then leaving money and
directions, he took little Joe’s hand and left
the place.

“What about the hat?” cried Jim Smart,
meeting our friend a few days afterwards at
the Universe. “ Guess you may give me an
order on Genu syt suppose you won't sse your
match-boy and your sixpence any more.”

% No,” replied Green gravely; “I shall not
see the boy any more—he lics under the
snow in Greenwood}  His body was wretched,
miserable, and neglected enough here below
“but,” he added with emphasis, “his little
soul is now incense before God.—Goud morn-
ing, Mister Smart; 1 am leaving town.”

*Large favins where tive orphans of New York ave
maintained.

+A celebrated hatter.

$The largest cemetory near New Tovk.

CHRISTMAS.

Christmas! where i3 thy laughter gone ?

The merry viol’s gladsome tone,

And all the revelry thine own,
Whither all past away?

The table for the feast is spread,

Where holly with its berries ved,

And Lauristina's pearl-crown’d head,
Fair decorate the board :

And, lo! with song and carol gay,
The minstrels throng in time away,
To usher in the holiday,
And bid blithe Christmas, hail?

3

But, Chvistmas! thou art changed to me,

And sad is now thy revelry,

And smiles they welcome wont to be,
Are changed to mournful tears!

“The szme and not the same,” thy brow
‘The faneral eypress garlands, now,
And melancholy claims the vow,

To mirth that, crst was given.

While as the social board is spread,

The buried, and the * living dead”—

The absent—Dby vemembrance leg,
The vecant seat resume!?

Alas! alas! of what avail

Thy gambols now—thy menry tale,

While aclung memory lifts the veil,
And by-gone days restores.

Days of unclonded radiance gone 3
The dead to happier regions flown!
The living that we gaze not onl—

: Perchance no more may see.

Chiristmas! the tributary tear

Is all, alas! now greets thee here;

The laugh, the revel, and the cleer,
For ever past away!

-

Pedantry crams our heads wich learned fumber
and takes out our brains to make reom for it.
A shrag often takes awav a maa’s character as
; effectually as the most defumatory dbservation.
' The loss of a friend is Jike that of a limb; time
! \ . ’
jmay heal the anguish of the wound, but the loss
j caneot be repaired.
| Pleasurc owes its greatest zest to anticipation
1 The promize of a shilling fiddle will keep a ¢choot -
{ boy happy for a year. The fun connected with
i its possession will not last an hour. Now, what

(is true of schoolboys is equally true of men ;all

they differ in, isin the price of their fiddles,

l Advantageisa better soldier than raskness,
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A PEDESTRIAN EXCURSION.*

BY A MEDICAL STUDENT,

PART 111, NOB WRITK'S EXTRAORDINARY STORY,

Now, one Thursdiy-—when as usual, on that day,
a quoram of this committee were ussembled
in the library of the college for the' dispatch of
academical business—it was represented to them
in proper form by Mr. Whyte that the parish of
Drittenbrook had not up to that time been made
the scene of any of those crusades against the
Paynim, ignorance. The scheme worked admi-
rably. A note was immediately made of the
fact. The clergyman of the parish was written
to, and an anxious acquiescence was received by
retura of post.

- It was next Sunday announced in the church,
between services, that on the ensuing Saturday
evening, a popular lecture, illustrated by interest-
ing experimeats, on the subjects of electricity
galvanism and magnetism, would be delivered by
Professor—————, of Soandsonian University,
assisted by Mr. Robert Whyte, B. A. The min-
ister, moreover, took occasion earnestly to re-
commend the attendance of the members of his
flock, especially the more youthful, assuring
them that he considered it not only folly but
actual sin in any one tolet pass, unturned to
account, the smallest opportunity of adding to
his knowledge.

On the important Saturday, big with the fate of
Bob Whyte and of Drittenbrook, behold us em-
barked in a capacious hackney-carriage—the
Professor, his assistant, and myself. In the bottom
of the vehicle, on its roof, and secured behind and
before it, were numerous boxes containing the
apparatus and materials wherewith were to be
effected the experiments that were to make science
lovely in the eyesof the wondering natives, while
the discourse that was to pour instruction over
their minds slumbered in the old gentleman’s coat~
pocket. .

Bob was now attired in a dress suited to a
philosophic character ; myselfevensported a long-
tailed garment of sacerdotal hue; my long locks
too I had shorn, and he had shaved his whiskers,
80 that it would have been a wonder, if in us the
‘worthies had identified the_forlorn victims they
bed o unmercifully served out.

An excellent dinner we found prepared for us
at the parsonage, the clergyman presiding; and
to our infinite satisfaction, there we beheld the
magnates of the village, viz—the blacksmith,

*Oontinued fron page 95, val, 4—concluded
VOL, IV.—MN

butcher, grocer and exciseman, each attired in u
well-brushed black coat, and looking as sedate as
became clder of the parish and chicf citizens of
Drittenbrook. !

Aud here let me digress for one moment to
inform you, reader, who may have been born
under a more southerly parallel, that every
Scotchman has a dlack coat. This garment he
and his good wife cherish with most parental
assiduity, it being only used for the more solemn
religious ceremonials and funerals, on which ocen-
sions it is brought forth from its drawer, aud after
undergoing a thorough process of rubbing down,
is donaed with a singular feeling of pride and in-
dependence. The possession of this important
piece of raiment confers respectability, and no
man is 80 degraded as the Caledonian who, how-
ever poor, is destitute of a decent black coat
wherein to follow his kingman tothe grave. But
to nobody is it more absolutely a sire qua non
than to one holding the high ecclesiastical dignity
of an clder in the church. Who conld reverence
an ‘elder in & blue dress-coat, with Biummagem
buttons?

Our worthy professor soon became quite at
home with his companions, and with uncommon
spirit discussed at once dinner, politics, the crops,
trade, and questions of doctrinal dispute, As for
his two followers, we made an early retreat, and
proceeded to the church to put in order our
machinery for the evening lecture.

A couple of large tables had been raised in
front of the pulpit, on which we set in order an
imposing array of clectrical, voltaic, and magnet-
ic apparatus, glittering in all its mystic splendor
of crystal and brass. Around the font we suspen-
ded several striking diagrams gorgeous with
cabalistic lines and figures of crimson, blue, and
yellow, while we had in readiness a big bottle of
sulphuric acid, wherewith toset in action our gal-
vanic battery whenever it might be required,

Our preparations had hardly been completed
when the audience began to assemble, and in
another hour the church was crowded: a most
motley assemblage it appeared certainly, but all
very quiet and decorous,

Then the magnates who had formed them-
selves into what they styled a committee,
entered, aind we rejoiced to see among them the
whole of our assailants. These were accommoda-
ted with elevated seats around the tables, where
they sat, looking as demure as any owls, the
admiration of the good folks below seeming to e
divided between them and the mysterious display
on the tables.

At length the lecturebegan, and fora full hour
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and a half it lasted. The professor was in excel-
lent spirits, and harangued in beautiful style.
We, ngain, wereas alert as cats, and went through
the experiments(the manual performance of which
was our especial duty) with unexampled eftect.
The applause was unbounded, and our satis-
faction proportionate. At length the speaker's
wind and matter were both exbausted, and he
brougl:t his discourse to a conclusion.

The audience now began slowly to make their
way to the doors, while our friends round the table,
rising to their feer, Legan, with faces of the ut-
most sagacity, to handle, examine, and remark
upon the various pieces of apparatus wherewith
they had seen such astonishing feats performed.

My companion was all activity and attention;
from one to another hie went, and explained with
the utmost courtesy the uscs and mode of action

of the difierent implements, whilst they listcncd,;

quite charmed with bis manner, and theirinterest
intensely excited by the strange phenomena he
was bringing before their minds.

A slight shock from the Leyden jar he first
afforded them; from that he led their attention
to the voltaic pile, putting to their tongues the
wires from the two poles, to let them experience
the remarkable taste produced in the mouth by
the passage of the fluid. Then he set before
them the novel and striking clectro-magnetic
machine, and at length prevailed upon them to
subniit to its influence.

Now, reader, who perhaps may not have minute
and critical knowledge of the properties of this
cngine, let me inform you that the sensation pro-
duced by it, is at first rather 2 pleasurable thrillin
the arms of the person under its action. But an
cssential part of the affair, at least in the form
we had it, is a2 small bit of crooked wire, like a
staple, which being inserted into two cups ofmer-
cury, by cstablishing a communication between
them and producing a new channcelfor the myste-
tious fluid, instantly changes the above gentle
thrill info an excruciating tugging and wrenching
at the nerves, to which the most violent shock
from a common ninejar clectric battery is little
wore than as a playful fillip fromn your lady's fan.
In fact, it scems as if your arms were about to be
torn {rom their sockets, and your backbone split
into two.

And the best of the fun is that the luckless
wight who is undergoing the agony cannot rid
himself of its cause, but, in spite of himself, with
frantic clatch, grasps couvulsively the metallic
cylinders through which the current passes into
his handy, all that hie has the power to do being
to gasp out spasmodically, *“ Murder!”

I may state that the whole proceeding, if pro-
perly conducted, is quite harmless, the pain cea-
sing the moment the machine is stopped.

Mr. Whyte, therefore, when he had them all
nicely arranged about the instrument, at the han-
dle of which I was officiating, and when they had
for some momnents, with faces expressive of satis-
faction, remarked upon the strange and peculiar
sensation they were cxperiencing, on a sudden
made with his off cyelid a signul which I was
immediately on the alert to obey. At once X
slipped the crooked wire into the two cups, and
whirled the wheel with my whole strength and
activity.

Thereupon, the unfortunate victims began to
cut the most surprising and original capers, fling-
ing their limbs out at an amazing rate, and
twisting their frames about into all sorts of con-
tortions. The group of Laocoon gives but a faint
idea of their attitudes or their distress. They
struggled and plunged about as if seven devils
possessed them; threw out their arms and legs;
puffed and panted, and made convulsive attempts
to cry out for help or mercy, which came to the
caronly as inarticulate gaspingroars. The water
gushed into their starting cyes, the sweat poured
over their faces, but, with an enduring remem-
brance of our own bruises, I turned the crank
with only increased vigor and good will.

But all this time my companion was anything
but idle. He got hold of a cloth, which he made
dripping wet with the acid I have alluded to;
then, going round behind them whilst they were
unconscious of anything ssve the racking of their
joints, thoroughly damped ali their black coats
with the color-changing liquid. Then, fiyingto
me with an appearance of the utmost anxiety
and concern, he stopped my operations just as
the burly grocer fainted away from exhaustion.
He was profuse in his apologics for the untoward
circumstance, laying the whole blame upon the
little bit of wire, which he assured them had com-
pletely deranged the machine. He could uot
sufficicntly expreas his regret at the accident ;
aud severely chided me for my carelessness, while
1stood by with aspect contrive, as became one
corrected.

As for the poor creatures, they dropped into
the nearest scats, and began to wipe the perspi-
ration from their faces and hauds. But he, with
the most attentive politeness, immediately direcs
ted them to & basin bard by, which might be
supplicd from & jug beside it, containing a clear
liquid quite like water. This was a strong solution
of nitrate of silver (the substauce which constitutes

warking-iok,) and the result was, that four of
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them washed their faces, and all of them their
hands, in the jet-producing compounnd.

As sonn as they had recovered thewselves from
the stunning effects of their experiment, they got
up, took their hats, and, wishing us a humble
“ Good night,” went hastily avay, with gait mar-
vellously dejected, remarking that we and our
machines (which might the devil confound) were
anything but “ canny ” for honest folks to have
to deal with, taking in with heedless ears our re-
peatedly urged apologies and expressions of regret.

No sooner were they out of the building than
Bob and I, with wonderful dispatch, began to
pack way our apparatus in the readiest way we
could; for the thoughts of the vengeful nature of
the Drittenbrookians filled our minds, and sym-
pathetic aches began torisein the bones of our
memory.

In a quarter of an hour they were all stowed
away (with some damage certainly) and secured
about the carriage which stood close by the gate-
Into this vehicle be forthwith hurried the pro-
fessor, who was solacing Limself with a glass of
wine with the parson in the vestry, and, himself
mounting the box, took the reing, and urged the
two hacks to their extremest speed, never relax-
ing the pace till wercached the roadsideale-house
I have alluded to.

But the fun was not yet over.

On the following Monday we were again in the
apparatus-room. The professor was with us,
arranging some lenses for an optical instrument,
part of which was likewise under the hands of my
chum, whilst I stood by, in respectful silence
looking on. On hearing a carriage draw up in
front of the building, the professor, who was near
a window, looked out, and suddenly started up,
cryig—

““Red coats! Bless me, Mr. Whyte, I'm mista-
ken if this is not Colonel Quecrfiz and his officers
come to vicw the University! Run and receive
them-—show them to the muscum first, while I
soatch a moment to make myself deceat. No!
it can’t be; they have round bats: it must be
sportsmen—foxhunters, I'll be bound, come to
present us with some rare specimen in their pecu-
liar live—an cxtraordinary fox, or a cab witha
head in place of a tail—"

(** A cubec equation,” whispered Bob, attempt~
ing the pun mathematical.)

—*Or something of that sort—but it’s all the
mame: run out and show them this way."

Buthe wasauticipated, for presently, marshalled
along the passages by the gatekeeper of theinsti-
tution, they approached the room where we were,
and, the door being opened, in they came.

And now a spectacle presented itself, which
set the old professors wits altogetlier abroad,
utterly confounding his ideas for a space, during
which he steod with his hauds behind his back,
gazivg blankly at the strangers, with features
expressive of amazement, strong curiosity, and
complete ** nonplussation "—(somehody coined
this word, not I)—appareutly unwitting what to
say, or how to say it, to creatures of so remarka-
ble an exterior.

Never in my life was I witness to a scene so
absurd!

Six individuals stood before us, every one to
appearance in greater mental tribulation than his
neighbor, and all evidently as much at a loss how
to begin the palaver as the professor himself.
Four of them had faces as black as the Prince of
Pandemonium’s waistcoat, and their red lips and
white eyes appeared to grin a smile at their own
ludicrous aspect, which, iun spite of a misery their
sable features also testified, they could nut for
their lives suppress.  The other two ha® counte-
nances of a piebald complexion, but were in all
other respects in similar plight with their fellows,

Every one sported beneath his diabolic physi-
ognomy, & suowy-white neckcloth, and had the
upper part of his frame enveloped in a roomy
broadskirted coat of the brightest crimson hue,
the rest of the apparel consisting of various arti-
cles of more or less rustic description.

They stood sliding and shifting about, winking
and whispering, and knocking cach other’s elbows,
secmingly at 2 loss who should be spokesman
now forlornly grimacing, with 2 mixture of mirth
and dismay, as they looked at cah other, anon
giving a hurried and horrified glance at what
they could perceive of their own exteriors.

1 could not belicve my eyes at first, and ac-
koowledged that for a moment I shared in the
doubt and amazement of the professor; I could
hardly conceive that our scheme could have been
carried to such ludicrous perfection; but when I
became cageizantof the full truth, I own that the
perspiration cawe out on my Lrow, and I felt
dizz- with atteropts to keep down the shout of
laughter _at was springing to my mouth. ButX
had to give way, and out it came, to the scandal-
ization of the professor’s gravity, who joined with
complete abandonment in the ¢ guffaw,” being
seconded by Bob, and at length by the objects
themselves, till the roof echoed again, and the
glass apparatus cverywhera about quivered and
rang, to burst after burst of rattling mesriment,

The tears ran from our eyes, and bolding our
sides, we fell against the walls and pillars of the
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room, till the worthy proff; after many attempts,
succeeding in a frown, came out with:

“This is too absurd! My gaood people, who
are you? why do you cume here—what do you
want with me ?”

“Qh, sir!” cried one, now that the ice was
broken, ¢ it's the electricity —the shocks—ye ken,
that hae done this to us. Isn't it a dreadfu’ sicht ?
We're no the same men, Think on our wives—
they’re distracted; our weans are temified, and
run frae us to hide themselves; our neighbours
are mad wi' daffin, and hae lost a' respec’ for us.
Look at this noo.”

Here he glanced with piteous ogle over his
shoulder, at the same time turning half round to
bring to bear the gloomy red of his back full
into the light, when the strong contrast it pre
sented to his sooty physiognomy was rsichly per-
ecptible.

“But who are you? that's what I want to
know #

e gqre the governors of the Drittenbrook
Literary and Scientific Institute.”

¢40b, the deuce you are! And what do you
want coming here in this ridiculous masquerade?

“We want you to change us again—to take
your cantrip off us. We have been to the minis-
ter for a word o’ prayer, but deil a bit the better
are we. Ol sir! for guidsake, take your appar-
awtus, and mak’ us as we were before.,”

¢ Ay good friends, I am altogether at a loss to
understand what you would be at. Mr. Whyte,
can you cxplain this strange phenomenon?”

Bob Whyte thus called upon for an explana-
tion, took his Jacobin club from a nail where it
hung, aud catching up an old box from a corner,
warched up to the metamorphosed heroes of Drit-
tenbrook. Then staring them full in the face, and
drumning upon the bottom of the box, he com-
ruenced whistling, with car-picrcingloudnes: and
amazing glee, the identical tuncthat had erewhile
drawn upon him their dircct hostility, while the
professor looked on in astonishment at this unac-
countable prank of his assistant, which hc was as
much at 2 loss to understand as he had been to
sec through the other events of the day.

But their conduct was no less remarkable.
They started, looked at one another, then atonce
the recollection and identification of my chum
and myself scemed to come upon all their minds
with & simultancous stroke. The sound of his
whistling entered like iron into their souls, and,
as more loudly and more clearly still he poured
the absurd melody upon their cary, they turned
with crest-faliecn and humiliated demesuor, and,
wocfully sighing, marched in Iudian file one after

.

the other out of the room, unconsciousty keeping
time to the cadence. As they went along the
passage, we sent after them a farewell peal ot
laughter that must have sounded in their earslike
the hiss of old Drury in those of an author whose
farce is dammned,

Then running to the window, we saw them
enter the old rickety post-wagon in which they
had come, amid the admiration and entertaln-
ment of a group of passers-by who halted around
them, unable to make out for dear life who or
what such strange looking creatures could be.

“Mr. Whyte,” said the professor, turning to us
with more anger than I ever before beheld upon
his countenance, ““I am afraid this is some prac-
tical jake of yours. You have been anusing
yourself'at the expense of these poor people. I
trust that the next thing of the kind you play
off, you will have better taste than to involve in
iit me of all the people in the world. As the
thing is, if it come to the knowledge of the com-
mittee of wanagers, I would not guarantee your
continuing to hold your situation in the univer-
sity.”

But a few dayvs after, when he came down
quictly to the workshop to enjor his pipe, Bob
expluined to him the whole circumstance, from
beginning to end, when he Jaughed heartily, and
averred that the only thing that excited his won-
der was, how luck had seemed in everything so
much to coincide with our wishes.

As for the sufferers, I never saw them again.
1 have been informed, however, that the citizens
of Drittenbrook since then have become remark-
able for civility to strangers, and that the tune
and song alluded to have ceased to possess the
power of exciting their wrath, but rathier seem
to have acquired a tendency quite the contrary
Way.

Reader, forgive thedigressive and unconnected
nature of this paper. It is like the excursion,
and describes & production of youth—vague, ex-
travagant, without rule, and hardly with reason.
Yet I cannot counsider, that, if chastened under
a regular plan, it would be plessing to you in
perusal—I know it would not have been to me
in its composition. Its style is as our wander-
ings were—now wild in its fun, again melting in
itgsorrow, anon incre-"ible in its absurdity—at one
time erring from the strait path to sketch treeor
tower, at another halting to list the tales of oth-
crs, with which haply, itsclf has no connexion.

Does it not recal to yous memory the recollec-
tion of your own carly days? and is not the re-

collection sweet to your mind among the cares
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of mature life, as is the breath of a hay or clover
ficld to oue whirled along the cuts and tunnels of
arailway? If T can persuade myself it has this
effect upoa you, the delight it has afforded to me
will be increased tenfold, albeit, whilst the polar
gtar shines upon the scenery of which it is de-
scriptive, the rays of the southern cross almost
fall upon the paper as I write.

————————

PHRASE IS EVERYTIHING.

Rerrsep modern society can stand a great
deal of practical iniquity and outrage; but it
cannot stand strong language. You must
phrase things gently if you wish to be lis-
tened to.  As you hope for justice to your
cause, plead itin soft words. The practical
iniquity and outrage is not necessarily seen,
or sociely can shut its eyes and refrain from
seeing ; but words cannot but mect the ear,
or at least the sensorium, in some way, and
with them, therefore, there is no aiternative
—they must be mild. Occasionally, worthy
people unwitting of this, or perhaps too hasty
to reflect uponit, damage themselves sorely
by coming out with what they think the
proper terms, calling a piece of roguery a
piece of roguery, tellinga shabby fellow that
he is a shabby fellow, declaring they have
been cheated whenthey have been cheated,
and so forth ; which is a course attended with
great inconveniences on all hands, and seldom
or never productive of any good. It becomes
necessary to give such persons instructions in
the right phrascology to be used on such occa-
sions, and also to train them to be on their
guard against using any of & different kind—
that is, any phrases above the aliowable de-
gree of explicitness.

We shall suppose that Mr. Bertie, who is
perfectly a gentleman, has been spoken of
opprobriously by a coarse fellow called Rug-
gles.  Were Bertic an inconsiderate man,
disposed to go the straightest way to a point,
he would probably send Ruggles a brief cartel
ia such terms as these : ‘You scoundrel! give
over your scandalmengering about me, or
~——," This would never do. The world
could not bear it, however, Rugsles might;
and Bertic wonld have the worst of it. ' What
Bertic does, however, is this. He writes a
letter to William Ruggles, Esq., beginning
with ¢ Dear Sir,’ and going on thus: *T have
heard, with wuch surprise, that you lately
allowed yourselfin a mixed company to ad-
vert to mein very injurions terms.  Ieing
unconscious of giving you any cause of
offence, T am at a loss to believe the report,
and therefore wish to afford you an opportu-
nity of denying its truth, or explaining the
circumstance in some other way,  Should it
um rtunately happen that you have used
such expressions, 1 must express my hope

that you will see the propriety of retracting
them. T am, dear sir, yours faithfully,
Turoyas Berne.)?

This is quite in accordance with the public
taste, so far ; and Bertie keeps -everybody on
his side. Ruggles, however, proves refrac-
tory. He will neither deny his worcs nor
apologise for them. Now, then, comes still
sorer trial for Bertie. Were he to write in
plain [old] English: ¢Sir, you are a brate, and
[ have no more to say to you," he would be s
lost man. But he knows better. What he
does write is: *I cannot but express my
great regret that you should not have felt it
necessary to do yourself justice by withdraw-
ing the remarks of which 1 complained.  You
are, however. 'he best judge of what is befit-
ting your character, and I only claim the
privilege of retaining my own opinion of your
conduct. Under the circumstances, I must
request that our correspondence may close;
and I am, sir, your most obedient servant,
Trnomas Bexmie.' Thus the aggrieved party
comes off with flying colours, while everybody
privately applies to Ruggles that plain term
which Bertie had the good sense to repress.

It will be observed in this example of cor-
respondence, how muchis done by merely the
words *surprise’ and ‘regret’ Very great
words these! QOne is never shocked or dis-
gusted now a days at any sort of wicked
conduct in a person with whom he has to
converse or correspond.  He s, at the utmost,
‘surprised.” One never now condemns 2
violent heterodoxy in any person or party;
he only ¢ regrets' there should be such a thing.
Men were long ago burnt or hanged, drawn
and quartered, for things which the modern
world keeps entirely right by its ‘regret.
The improvement in point oftaste isimmense.
A great deal of all this may be said
to be owing to the vastly increascd apti-
tude to apprchend meanings which marks
modern society. Long ago, the intellects of
men were dull and heavy.  They required
things to be clearly brought before them.~
Now-a-days nicety of perception going hand
in hand with moral scusitivness, the slightest
hint is enough. One does not now need to
characterize any bad procedure ; he has only
tosay; ‘he cannot trust himself to characterize
it? Every body knows what that means, as
wellas theaggrieved party had writtena chap-
ter of that oversaid old English on the subject
One does not need in our time to do anything
cruel or severe: he only ¢ takes a painfulsiep.’
Much, too may be done by an adroit use of
the subjunctive wmood. Dont say a thing
was so and 503 say there is reason to fear
that it may be generally regarded as so and
so; thus conveying all the meaning, but in
such mask of potentiality that no offence can
be taken. At onc time, we can believe, the

subjunctive mood was felt to be & weak part
of the verb, Now it is the strongest, and a
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man may metaphorically cut his own throat
by malapartly employing the indicative.

In the improved phrascology, next to ¢ sur-
prise’ and ‘regret,’ there is no work which
does such excellent service as ¢ impression.’
In a matterof any delicacy, as the character
of a friend, or of a certain public transaction,
you are saved from all the hazards andincon-
veniences of downright belief and conviction,
by ‘having an impression.’ The other party
again, is enabled to handle your unfortunate
state of mind on the subject, by merely
speaking of you as ‘laboring under an impes-
sion.” The metaphysics of an impression
seems to be this—it puts you into the passive
voice. Instead of being viewed in the
responsibility for an active opinion, you stand
as only the victim of something external,
which has worked upon jou. Itis unfortu-
nate, but you cannot help it.  The aggrieved
party has not you to blame—he must avenge
himself] if he requires revenge, onthe facts or
occurrences which impressed you.
is probable, he himself was concerned in
those occurrences, then he must, in part at
least, blame himself. In short, he is shut
up.

In our houses of legislature, as is well
known, the improved phrascology has been
long in use, to the exclusion of the ancient
and more downright, insomuch that it has
come to berecognizedas ‘parliamentary. It
is felt as a prolix mode of expression; but it
serves so many good purposes that tedious-
ness may well be put up with. Only im-
magine what would be the effect of introducing
the terminology of the hustings into the
House of Commons; how cvery particular
hair of the Speaker's wig would quiver, how
the horrors of the bad ventilation would
deepen!  Desides, there would be no merit
init. It is.only when a gentleman puts his
case insome roundabout ambuscading way,
and leads you at last to ¢infer’ whathe means
as the approbrium of his opponent, that he
proves himself truly fit to be a legislator.—
Why, any porter can tell another that he lics.
It requires a clever fellow to go through the
series of logical and rhetorical evolutions
which at last leaves his audience only the
trigger of a deduction to draw, in order to
cause the shot to go to the mark. Touch-
stone has six moves of the game of quarrel
before he comes to the lie direct, and even
that may be avoided with an Jf. ‘I knew
when seven justices could not make upa
quarrcl; but when the parties were met
themsclves, one of them thought of an Jf—
as, If you said so, then. Isaid so; and they
shook hands, and swore brothers. Your Jf
is the only peacemaker; much virtucin an
I? Yes, Touchstone, your ‘Jf7is a right
worthy mateto our *surprise,” our ‘regret,
our ‘im ression,” and our ‘infer; peace-
keapers as weil as peacemakers all; and it

If, asj,

requires ‘rare fellows' like you to use them
adroitly.

It is only in an old and highly civilised
society that such periphrases are in vogue. In
the roughness of a “new country” there is
no time for them. The settler, in calling for
a spade, that implement so all-important to
him, must just call it a spade. Newspaper
editors, who have probably to damp their own
paper, cannot be expected to quarrel with
cach other in the cqually refined and tedious
terms which are felt to be necessary in an
autumn fight between the 7émes and Horning
IHerald. A colonial newspaper, thercfore,
comes back upon us like a bit of the fifteenth
century. So, also, when a denizen of our
periphrastic republic enters upon life at Mel-
bourne, and for the first time in his life finds
well-dressed men using the briefest and most
emphatic means of expressing their views
about cach other, he must feel asif he were
coming in contact with a new humean nature.

We trust that enough has now been said to
enable young and inexperienced persons to
penetrate the mystery of our modern Euphu-
ism. They must now sec that there is an
advantage in it, and that, if they would wish
to prosper and do well, they must take ad-
tantage of it. Yourrcbel against the round-
about is a mere blunderer—a kind of honesty
about him perhaps—means well—but not at
all the man for a civilised community. His
tendency must be to the outficlds of the
world-farm. There let him go, and kick and
cuff in the old English as he pleases. The
fertile smiling meadows of inficlds are for the
docile and considerate men who know how to
put a case mildly, to be “surprised,” to ex-
press their “regret,” to limit themsclves to
‘an impression,” and to make ifs and infer-
ences in affairs of delicacy.

How 70 rror ouvt Ay Evenixe Partr.—Sift
card-rack for most respectable acquaintancea,
Frame invitations with lace-horders. Sweep
drawing-room quite clean, and shoot rubbish into
back bed-room.  Map out an artificial paterre on
the fioor with chalk. Sow sced for sced-cake.
Gather mustard for sandwiches.  Beat about the
bush for gooseberries and put them in bottles, to
come up as Champaigne. Orderin old man from
green-grocer's and put Berlin bags on his hands
for gloves. Buy slip for new dress, and gather
flowers in the Burlington Arcade for your hair.
Put the young twigsin their beds, hut the clderly
plants stick in library with cards. Lay traps for
rich young men. Plant your company in rows
and couples, and set musicians in full blow in cor-
nerof drawing-room. When they are alittle faint,
water them with Sherry, Hang wallflowers round
the room. Dig for compliments, and run up a
flivtation wherever you can fasten one. Ahove
all; nail a husband, or elsc your plot will be
without its greatest ornament and centre.

What the Vegetarians live on.  Gammon and
Spinach.
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Whaart a rarity it was to ece & nun thirty vears
ago! You could only catch a glimpse of them
through the leaves of some futbidden romance,
and follow only with the mind’s eye—and who
did not love tu do so?—their ghast-like walk
amongst dimly-lighted cloisters. How delight-
fully filmy and inysterious those creatures were
in their supposititious couvents and St. Cecilia-like
appellations ! Now, they are substantial realities,
and have a local habitation and 2 name : yet even
in these railway times, when the Ursulines, the
Sisters of St.Mary, the Sisters of Mercy, the Sisters
of Charity, increase and multiply around us, there
is still a wonderful intcrest about those women
who voluntarily devote themselves to prayer, or
to the relief of their suffering fellow-creatures, for
all of them are not forced into convents by Mrs.
Radcliffe’s cruel fathers.

VWith the romantic notions of my bread-and-
butter days, it was scarcely surprising that the
arrival of a nun in our quiet little English town
should greatly excite my juveunile, but somewhat
imaginative brain.

A real live nun from a foreign convent—what
a lovely creature she must bel—who, for her
bealth had obtained a dispensation, for a brief
space, to visit her native town. Ourtown had
absolutely had the lLonour of sending a member
to a convent! What au event this was for the
gossiping little place! How it set every tongue
going! Such a raking up of by-gone family
affuirs; such sifting of circumstances to the very
bottom ; until it was actually ascertained to be
quite a Radcliffe case—a daughter who had been
forced into a convent by a cruel father, for the
purpose of enviching the son! It was to behoped
the damsel would find svme lover, some knight-
errant yet extant in our land of liberty, to rescue
her and redress her wrongs. How could his ho-
liness the pope trust her so far, and not foresee
the danger?

The father, to be sure, did not cxactly meet
the generilly received notions of a cruel parent;
for old Mr. Patrick was the very impersonation of
the portmits of Monsieur Tonson—a short man
with a pinched hat, Hessian boots, and an um-
brella under his zrm.  This was an obvious vio-
lation of the costume of the father of a heroine;
bat I would not let that interfere with my pre-
conceived notions. I strove to forget him, or
dressed him in my own imagination. The whole
interest, however, centered in the daughter, who
was lodged in his house, which, I remember well,
stood near the old bridge at the {oot of the town,
in the midst of a large garden ; and here the nun
was said to walk about in the actual dress of the
convent. To this garden our prying little town
went in detachments, and pecped over the wall.

< How interesting ¥’ exclaimed one.

¢ How humble !’ said another.

‘The cross aud beads depending from the
girdle; so exactly what we rcad of!' added a
third.

This was too tantalizing to be longer endured.
It might not be lady-like to follow the example
of the ruie people,and climb to the top of a wall
for the purpose of looking overinto a gentleman’s
garden; but it st be done, and as secretly and

swiftly as possible. Old John, the water-carrier,
was a very proper confidant; his back was to be
the scaling-ladder by which the acne of my long-
ings was tu be achieved: cverything scemed ex-
cusable to obtain a sight of the lovely nun.

The autumn evening was closing—the old
church clock struck seven—the hour the nun
walked. Old John was where he ought to be,
close under that side of the garden-wall which
ran along by the river,

¢Is she there now, John?’

*Yes, miss.’

‘No one with her, John

* No, miss.!

‘Does any one see us, Jchn?'

‘Yes, miss.’

¢Who, John ?

¢ Your futher, miss.!

From the undignified position of stepping upon
Johu's back, I actually dived intoa bed of nettles,
to hide myself from my father; and there I lay,
stung by my guilty conscience, as well as by the
venom of the vegetable, trembling and repent-
ing my rash exploit—when : *No fears, miss, he's
gone the other way,’ lured me from my leafy re-
treat. Literally nettled by this iuterruption to
my adventure, X was on the point of giving it up,
but John was not so disposed. *‘Don’t go with-
out a peep at St. Patrick, miss,” said John. This
prefix the nun's surname had already acquired
for her from the vulgar people of our town.

‘Fie, John?! said I reprovingly; ‘call her by
her convent-name—Sister Celeste.”

‘Then mount miss, and see what a celestial
critter she is. So saying, old John placed himself
as if for a game at leap-frog. Imounted boldly,
and clung by my arms, which I threw like grap-
pling irons over the wall, for the sake of reliev-
ing poor John's back. O what a reward awaited
me! There was the nun, in her long flowing
gray dress; her fijure met my eye at once—
saw nothing else, and could have gazed for ever.
0 how I wished myself that nun, or next to that,
some ardent youth to carry her off! She had
zot to the end of the walk; she would doubtless
turn, and I should see her face. She did so, and
—could it be possible >—my lovely mm was a
horrid old woman. To be a nun, and to be old,
was an anomaly I couldn’t reconcile: but as I
was pondering upon this, my arguments were
met face to face by my father, who, obtaining Mr.
Patrick’s permission, hadentered the garden, and
mounted on a chair on the inside of the wali, for
the purpose of convicting me in the very act.

John had made off on the first appearance of
my father's head over the wall amongst the
branches of the pear-tree : and there I was help-
lessly left, my feet daungling, and my shoulders
pushed up to my ears, by the effort of holding on.
Bread and water for a day was the very proper
punishment of my undignified introduction to my
Grst nun.

My next was on & very different oceasion. I
was to behold a really beautiful gir), the admira-
tion of the city, who, with abundance of riches,
had voluntarily resigned all the pomps and vani-
tice of the world in exchange for the seclusion
of a convent. This was in the charming city of
Cork. where I happened to be spending the sum-
mer with a relation. A friend, dropping in one
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morning, asked me if I woutd accompany her to
the convent, as she wus going to see her cousin,
the identical heauty, and had the privilege of
taking me along with her. Of course, I rejoiced
to go; my friend promising that, after I had seen
the nuy, it I still required to be told, she would
acguaint me with the cause of her taking the
vows,

We walked about in the garden of the convent
for some time, listening to the organ. One of
the nuns, the only one visible, and really au in-
teresting-looking creature, came towards ug, and
informed my companion thatsister Beatrice would
be at liberty presently. The organ ceased ; there
was the tinkling of a bell; away rushed the nun,
and directly after Sister Beatrice appeared.  She
came quickly up the walk, holding her long coarse
black serge dress a little aside so asnot to impede
her feet. She was tall, and managed her train
with the grace of a court lady. A black veil
flowed from her head, apparently of the same
thick texture as the dress; but the face was un-
covered, and lovely indeed, even in spite of the
white fillet low down over the forchead, and the
linen tippet, which, hiding every inch of the
throat, came most unbecomingly right up under
the car.  She was not more than two-and-twenty,
and exquisitely fair; with features a model for
the sculptor. I was surprised at her elegance,

and almost cheerfulness of manner—it was that of

the most polished lady of the drawing-room. I
confess I expected to meet an aspect of melan-

choly resignation, somewhat more in accordance

with the sombre hue of the dress; but no such
thing. She said she was happy : and but for the,
to me, forced smile around those beautiful lips,
I could have believed her.

And do you not find the convent dull? I
asked, as we got into conversation.

‘Never,” she replied. ‘I used to be plagued
with eanui in the intervals of London gaieties;
here we don't know what it means. All the
pleasure I derived from balls, plays, parties, and
above all, cantering over hill and dale on me
avourite Lilla, were poor in comparison with my
present happiness?

¢Well,’ I remarked, ‘I should not, I fear, be
able to reconcile myself to the idea of living in a
house where every sound of mirth was forbidden.

¢ Oh, but there is nointerdict here,’she replied.
¢Weare very merry.  After onr morning meal,
when weare all congregated, half an hour is al-
lowed for the relation of some anecdote or inci-
dent which may have happened when we were in
the world; this half hour we each take by turns,
and I assure you, it is generally a mirthful one,
and we often laugh heartily.!

Oh, that must be a pleasant halfhour,’ re-
marked I ¢and one that I think, from your man-
ner, you must be particularly caleulated to en-
liven and enjoy.”

¢It is pleasant,’ she replied; ‘but since my
bereavement'—a»- she cast up her beautiful blue
eyes to heaven, all gaiety of manuner banished
now—*the happiness of wmy life here—and I
sometimes think it will be hercafter—is in music
—is to make the organ, which you heard faintly
pealing just now, pour forth all its magnificent
tones, as if to carry up the thanks aud praises of
our sisterhood to the heaven of heavens??

I shall never forget the solemn exultation in
the nun’s utterance of these words: we were
silent, and, a few drops of rain falling, took our
leave. The tinkling bell caused the nun to hurry
into the convent; and as we descended the steps
from the garden, we again heard the organ, but
this time accompanying the angelic voice of sister
Beatrice.

*What,” I asked cagerly of my companion,
was the cause which could seclude so beautiful a
creature from the world

¢I thought,’ she replicd, ‘you would not find
it out.?

tIt was impossible to find it out; she merely
alluded to her bereavement.’

¢Did you not perceive, then, that she was
blind

*Blind !’ T cchoed in astonishment.

“Yes; after a grand ball at Almack’s, she
caught cold, which resulted in the utter loss of
sight; but, as you perceived, without any injury
to the appearance of the eye. Her brother, who,
after she became blind, devoted himself to her,
was her constant companion, and compensated
as far as possible her great loss—died. This was
the bercavement she alluded to, which she felt
more than her deprivation of sight. She then
entered the convent, where, from her affuble
manner, beautiful appearance, and exquisite skill
and taste in musie, she is beloved and admired
by all.?

Shortly after my return home, I became ac-
quainted with my third nun, a very charming
young Irishwoman, governess to the daughters
of our doctor, whose wife, being a Cathelie, reared
the girls according to her own faith, while the
worthy doctor trained his only son in the Pro-
testant religion.  Miss Hamilton, asthe governess
was called, secemed happy to have me with her
whenever opportunity permitted ; and my father's
intimacy with Dr. Renton's family rendered this
of frequent occurrence. In one of our many
rambles through the beautiful woods which
clothed the banks of the river, she, for the first
time to me, at least, began to speak of her own
previoug history, a subject hithertoalwaysavoided
by her. I was not a little startled, when, alluding
tq some circumstance, she inadvertently said,
¢ Al, that happened on mv marriage-day.> 1 felt
embarrassed, and was silent. I always suspected
she had a secret ; and though wondering what it
was, I would not for the world have taken advan-
tage of what she had thus incautiously uttered, to
win it {from her, It appeaved as if this very for-
bearance on my part determined her on making
me her confidante.

+It is a dreary thing,’ she said aftera pause,
¢when an incident, in which is at once concen-
trated the chief happiness and misery of our
lives, must be shut up in our own bosoms, un-
talked of, and unsympathized with.

I felt quite unable to fill up the painful silence
which now ensued. At length Miss Ifamilton
thus resumed: *My father’s second marriage
made my home a wretcher one, and determined
me at & very early age to leave it, and adventure
in the world for « subsistence. For tnis purpose
I applied mysclf closely to study. I was a pretty
good musician, was advancing in French, and ac-
knowledged to be the best granunariau in the

!
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gchool; this, with the advantage of writing well,
made up the whole stock of accomplishments on
which I was about to trade. Y packed up my
wardrobe, took a cold leave of my father, and |
with five sovereigns in iny purse, started by the
the coach for Dublin. I had my projects ar-
ranged, and was singularly confident of success.
¢ My intention was to offer myself for a year as
a teacher at one of the schools, that I might ac-
quire sullicient knowledge and confidence to take
a situation as a private governess. This was ac-
complished ; and at the age of sixteen I was re-
ceived into the family of the Marquis of ——, to
instruct hir young daughters. The son arrived
from Cambridge, bringing his tutor, Mr. Sey-
mour, along with him. I was treated by the
whole family with the most affectionate kindness,
The young tutor, for he was not many years older
than his pupil, hearing me express a desire to
acquire German, volunteered to give me lessons.
A sympathy, strengthened by a singular coinei-
dencc of unhappy family circumnstances, which
had thrown us both alike on the wide world to
struggle for ourselves, sprang up, and resulted—
on my part at least, and I believe mutually—in
the most devoted attachment ; but this we thought
it prudent to conceal from the family, lest it
should prove inimical to our interests. On the
morning of his lcaving Dublin with his pupil,
finding an excuse to walk out with me, we were
privately married, vowing to each other never to
divulge the secret until circumstances rendered
it expedient. Even in separation we were happy,
now that our vows were irrevocably made.
‘Several lettershad arrived from him, addressed
to 1me, by previous arrangement, at the post-
officc ; when, onc morning, the marquis informed
his family that lic had received from his son the
melancholy news of Mr. Seymour’s sudden death,
You cannot imagine, my dear friend,’ continued
Miss Hamilton—for I cannot call her by any other
name—"* what my sensations were; it would be
impossible to describe them. Yet in the midst
of my distress I kept my seeret; I was ashamed,
80 young asT was, to reveal the duplicity I had
practised. But my health sunk benecath the
straggle, and compelled me to resign a situation
which, from these circumstances had now become
irksome to me. For a time my only consolation
was in the advice and sympathy of the good old
priest who joined our hands; besides yourself, he
is the only person acquainted with this portion
of my history. I owe it to you, my dear friend,’
concluded Miss Hamilton, ‘to be thus sincere;
and oh, let it warn you against clandestine friend-
ship, love, or alliance. Few circumstances can
excuse them, and the result is always sortow.

Of course, Miss Hamilton was dearer to me

and more interesting than ever; and after she,
had left Dr. Renton’s” family, and gone to reside
in the West of England, a letter arrived stating,
that she was going to a convent in Germany, |
which supported a schiool, to he English teacher;
tacre; and that, at the termination of the first,
twelvemonth, she might, if she chose, commence

1ler first letter deseribed to me her arrival at
the convent, and the singular feeling she had as
the gates closed behind her, probably to separate
her for ever from the world. It was night, and
by the dim lights she could sec the nuns cluster-
ing together on the staircase to catch a glimpse
of the new-comer. The superior, whom she de-
scribed as a very charming woman, reccived her
not only with kindness, but affection, confiding
her to the care of one of the nuns who could
speak a few words of English.

On the following day, her duties commenced.
She wasg forcibly impressed with the admirable
system of education, the industry and superior
knowledge of the children. On giving a lecture
on English. it was no uncommon thing for a girl
of cleven years of age to stand up and argue with
her, saying: ¢Allow me, Miss Hamilton—that
rule i3 quite contrary to the Germar.! She liked
her new life, and made many friends amongst
the German ladies, whose habit it was to bring
their work and sit with the nuns during the
afternoon.

On the first examination of her pupils—an im-
portant cay in the convent—Miss Hamilton, who
still worc her own costume, had dressed herself
very carefully, completing her toilet with a pair
of closefitting primrose coloured gloves. The
superior wished to see her; smiled, and said she
would supply her with a more appropriate cover-
ing for her hands, at the same time presenting
her with a large awkward pair of black kid in ex-
change for her own. Miss Hamilton put them
on and retired; but the really good-natured su-
perior recalled her, saying: *I sce you are dis-
appoirted. Put on your own gloves again: we
pardon the vanity for once.’

Truc to her intention, she commenced her novi-
tiate, and as it drew to a termination, these were
her words: ‘My dear friecnd—I have a hungry
longing for my profession-day, that day which
shall separate me forever from most of the things
of tme; not from the correspondence of my
friends, but from the false pleasures of a treach-
erous world.” I could not but regret this, a young
creature, not yet eighteen ; and then the clip-
ping off of those luxuriant tresses, which I had
so often euvied her! However, it was decided,
and my friend took the veil. I occasionally re-
ceived letters, all breathing the most pious feel-
ings, and prayers for my being brought into the
true path, and joining her in her seclusion.

An unusually long silence made me fear that
she had sank under somewhat drooping health,
when a letter arrived, a communication indeed to
wonder at. The substance of it was this: She
was alone with the superiorand her confessorone
cvening, when two priests were introduced who,
brought messages from a convent in England.

{Sister Lavine, so my friend was now called, at

the superior’s request, remnained, merely retiring
ing *in meditation’ to a recess of the apartment.
There was something in the voice of one of the
pricsts singularly sad ; it secemed to command
her attention. She fancied she recollected the

her novitiate—this she declared to be her inten- sound; she must have met the priest in Eng-

tion—and cventually take the veil. I tried to,
dissuade her—would I had succceded!—but all;
in vain: she went. !

land; she would look up and recognise him. She
did so; and in that tall, thin, palec man she saw
her husband! The superior and her confessor
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were acquainted with her story, and gave no
small share of sympathy to the painful scene
which ensued.  What had been reported as sud-
den death, it appeaved, was paralysis, which,
after a period of unconsciousness, prostrated the
poor suflerer helplessly on a bed of sickness for
three years, Life was a burden. Could he be
80 selfish as to share that burden with the poor
girl he had, sinfully perbaps, persuaded to a se-
cret marriage, and who, from the false statement
in the newspapers, which confirmed the report,
must think him dead? At length he slowly re-
covered, and went to Ireland to seek out the old
priest for news of his young aud spotless bride.
The priest was dead. ~¥e knew the address of
her father.  To him he applied, and received the
information that a letter had arrived from his
daughter some time previously, bidding him fare-
well, preparatory to her taking the veil, but in
what convent she would not reveal. This ended
all hope, and from that moment he devoted him
self to a religiouslife ;and now, by merzaccident,
accompanying his fellow-priest to the convent, he
was on his way to join a severe and self-denying
brotherhood of monks,

These were the incidents with which I became |

acquainted in the life of my third nun; and though
the peculiarity of the circumstances might have
warranted a renunciation of her vows, her destiny.
was the bride of heaven; for, in that one event-
ful interview, the long-parted took leave of each
other for ever in this world. The trial, she said,
had been a hard one, but only 2 befitting penance
for having swerved from the direct path. of sin-
cerity; and her concluding words were: ¢ Re-
member that the result of dissimulation is surely
sorrow !’

Ecnumo.
Tth Class, Edinburgh dAcademy, 1831,

Iail! vagrant spirit of the sky!

Sweet minstrel of the mountain wood!
Whose strains of liquid melody

Float o'er the holy solitude ;
Wild lover of the ancient caves

That skirt the unfrequented shore,
When the fretting ocean raves,

And the foamy tempests roar;
Thy Iyre of universal tone

Can imitate each varied measure,
And make each wandering note its own

Of joy, or grief—or pain, or pleasure,

The village schoolboy at his play,
On a summer holiday,
Loitering in the leafy wood,
Enamour'd of its berries rude,
Whoops, to scare the snowy dove
Nestling on the boughs ahove,
And laughs with roguish look to hear
1lis cry come back upon his ear,
Theu shouts his joyous carol round,
Till all the neighbouring glades resound.

When the vestal train is knecling
On the holy altar stone,
And through the choir the hymn i3 pealing
In a sweet and hallowed tone—
All the notes in Union blending,
Like sister streams at silent even,
To the rapturea spirit lending
The choral harmonies of heaven—
On thy harp with airy finger,
Thou dost raise the heavenly lay—
In the far aisles its echoes linger,
And die in half heard notes away [

How sweet at moonlit eve to lie
Upon some balmy breathing steep,
Whose verdant forebead, lone and high,
Looks down on a long cottaged dell,
Where the simple rustics dwell,
Buried all in balmy sleep—
When the smoke had ceased to rise
From the mossy cottage roof,
Aud naught disturbs the drowsy skies
But the hollow trampling hoof
Of some lone traveller's wearied steed,
Pressing him with eager speed;
Or the long but distant bark
Of sleepless watch-dog, through the dark;
If then, perchance a beauteous strain
Should rise along the silent plain
From some ecmbowered nook,
And swell in circling notes along,
Till every grotto found a tongue,
And every minstrel mountain took
The chorus up, how sweet unto the list’ning ear
That glorious melody to hear,
Soft thrilling through the azure sky,
So fairy-like—so heavenly,
In that delightful hour,
As if "twere borne on angel's wings
From some fair star where music springs
With every golden flower,
‘Where every honied breeze that blows,
Joins in a soft melodious song,
To charm the blisful ears of the undying throng!
——————es————

We never knew a ** Selling oft® where the pur-
chasers were not included in the Selling.

We never met an English tourist who could
drink a glass of Continental beer without inwardly
regretting it.

We never cat an oyster opened by an amateur,
that didn't taste like spoilt periwinkle mixed with
gravel walk.

We never met a cockney so sanguine of lon-
gevity as to hope to live to sce the river Thames
deodorised.

The tongue was intended for a divine organ;
but the devil often plays upon it.
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CHAPTER THE SECOND,

Up to this time we had felt it rather imperti-
nent to tell each other of our individual silent
wonder as to what Miss Phillis lived on: but I
know in our hearts we cach thought aboutit
with a kind of respectful pity for her fallen low
estate., MMiss Phillis, that we remembered like
an angel for beauty, and like a little princess for
the imperious sway she exercised, and which
was such sweet compulsion that we had all felt
proud to be her slaves; Miss Phillis was now a
worn, plain woman, in homely dress, tending to-
wards old age! and looking—(at that time I
dared not have spoken so insolent a thought, not
even to myself)—but she did look as if she had
hardly the proper nourishing food she required.
One day, I remember Mrs, Jones the butcher’s
wife—(she was a Drumble person)—saying in her
saucy way, that she was not surprised to see
Miss Morton so bloodless and pale, for she only
treated herself to a Sunday’s dinner of meat, and
lived onslop and bread-and-butter all the rest of
the week. Ethelinda put on her severe face—a
look that I am afraid of to this day—and said,
¢ Mrs. Jones, dojyou suppose Miss Morton can eat
your half starved meat? You do not know how
choice and dainty she is, as becomes one born
and bred like her.  What wasit we had to bring
for her only last Saturday from the grand new
butcher’s in Drumble, Biddy ?’—(we took our
eggs to market in Drumble every Saturday, for
the cotton-spinners would give us a higher price
than the Morton people; the more fools they!)

I thought it rather cowardly of Ethelinda to
put the story-telling on me; but she always
thought a great deal of saving her soul; more
than I did, I am afraid, for I made answer, as
bold as «lion, * Two sweetbreads, at a shilling
a-piece: and a fore-quarter of house lamb, at
eightpence a pound,” So off went Mrs. Jones
in a huff, saying *their meat was good enough
for Mrs. Donkin the great mill owner’s widow
and might serve a beggarly Morton any day.”
When we were alone, T said to Ethelinda, “ I'm
afraid weshall have to pay for onr lies at the
great day of account,” and Ethelinda answered
very sharply—(she’s a good sister in the main)—
“Speak tor yourself, Biddy. I never said a
word. I only asked questions. How could I
help it if you told lies? U'm sure I wondered at
you, how glib you spoke out what was not tree.”
But I knew she was glad I told the liesin her
heart.

After the poor Squire came to live with his
aunt, Miss Phillis, we ventured to speak a bit to
ourselves. We were sure they were pinched.—
They looked like it. He had a bad hacking
cough at time ; though he was so dignified and
proud he would never cough when any one was
near. I have seen him up before it was day,
sweeping the dung off theroads, to try and get
enough to manure the little plot of ground be-
hind the cottage, which Miss Phillis had let alone
but which her nephew used to digin and ¢l ;
for, said he, onc day, in his grand slow way *“ he
was always fond of experiments in agriculture.”

1 .* Continucd from pago 77, vol 4—Concluded.

Ethelinda and I, do believe that the two or three
score of Cabbages he raised were all they had to
live on that winter, besides the bit of meal and
tea they got at the village shop.

One Friday night I said to Ethclinda, “Itisa
shame to take these eggs to Drumble to sell, and
never to offer one to the Squire on whose lands
we were born.”  She answered * I have thought
50 many a time ; but how can we doit! I, for
one, dare not offer them to the Squire; and as
for Miss Phillis it would seem like impertinence,”’
“I'I try at it,” said I,

So that night I took some eggs—fresh yellow
eggs from our own pheasant hen, the like of
which there were not for twenty miles round—
and I laid them softly after dusk on one of the
little stone seats in the porch of Miss Phillis's
cottage. But, alas! when we went to market at
Drumble, early the next morning, there were my
eggs all shattered and splashed, making an ugly
yellow pool in the road just in front of the cottage.
I had meant to have followed it up by a chicken or
so; but I ggw now it would mever do. Miss
Phillis came now and then to call upon us; she
was a little more high and distant then she had
been when a girl, and we felt we must keep our
place. I suppose we had affronted the young
Squire, for he never came near our house.

Well! there came a hard winter, and pro-
visions rose ; and Ethelinda and I had much ado
to make ends meet. If it had not been for my
sister's good management, we should have been
in debt I know ; but she proposed that we should
go without dinner. and only have a breakfast and
a tea, to which I agreed, you may be snre.

One baking day I had made some cakes for
tea—potato-cakes we called them. They had a
savoury hot smell about them; and, to tempt
Ethelinda, who was not quite well, I cooked a
rasher of bacon. Just as we were sitting down
Miss Phillis knocked at our door. We let her in,
God only knows how white and haggard she
looked. The heat of our kitchen made her totter
and for a while she could not speak. But all the
time she looked at the food on the table as if she
feared to shut her eyes lest it should all vanish
away. It was an eager stare like that of some
animal, poor soul! **If T durst,” said Etheclinda
wishing to ask her to share our meal, but being
afraid to speak out. I did not speak, but handed
ber the good hot buttered cake; on which she seiz-
ed and putting it up to her lips as if to taste it, she
fell Lack in her chair, crying.

We had never seen a Morton cry before ; and
it was something awful. We stood silent and
aghast. She recovered herself, but did not
taste the food ; on the contrary, she covered it
up with both hands, as if afraid of losing it. “If
you'll allow me,” said she, in a stately kind of
way to make up for our having seen her crying,
“T'll take it to my nephew.” And she got up
to o away ; but she could hardly stand for very
weakness, and had to sit down again; she smiled
at us, and said she wasa little dizzy, but it would
soon go off; but asshe smiled the bloodless lips
were drawn far back over her teeth making her
face scem somchow like a death’s head, ““Miss
Morton,” said I, “do honour us by taking tea
with usthisonce. The Squire, your father, once
took a luncheon with my father, and we are
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proud of it to this day.” I poured her out some
tea, which she drank ; the food she shrank away
from as if the very sight of it turned her sick
again.  But when she rose to go she looked atit
with hier sad wolfish eyes, as if she could not
leave it; and at last she broke into a low cry,
and said. “ Oh, Bridget, we are starving ! weare
starving for want of food! I ean bearit; I don't
mind ; but he suflers, oh, how he suiffers! Let
me take him food for this one night.”

We could hardly speak; our hearts were in
our throats, and the tears ran down our cheeks
like rain.  We packed up a basket, and carried
it to her very door, never venturing to speak a
word, for we knew what it must have cost her to
say that. When we left her at the cottage we
made our own usual curtsy, but she fell upon
our unecks, and kissed us. For several nights
after she hovered round our house about dusk;
but she would never come in again, and face us
in caudle or fire-light, much less daylight. We
took out food to her as regularly asmight be, and
gave it to herin silence, and withgghe deepest
curtsies we could make, we felt 80 honored.—
We had many plans now she had permitted us to
know of her distress. We hoped she would allow
us to go on serving her in some way as became
us as Sidebothams. But one night she never
came ; we staid out inthe cold bleak wind looking
into the dark for her thin worn figure 5 all in
vain. Late the rext afternoon the young Squire
lifted the latch, and stood right in the middle of
our houseplace. The roof was low overhead;
and made lower by the deep beams supporting
the floor above: he stooped as he looked at us,
and tried to form words, but no sound came out
of his lips. I mever saw such gaunt woe; no,
never! At last he took me by the shoulder, and
led me out of the house.

“Come with me!” he said, when we were in
the open air, as if that gave him strength to
speak audibly. I needed no second word, We
entered Miss Phillis's cottage; a liberty I had
never taken before. What little furniture was
there it was clear to be scen were cast-off frag-
ments of the old splendor of Morton Hall. No
fire. Grey wood ashes lay on the hearth. An
old scttee, once white and gold, now doubly
shabby in its fall from its former estate. On it
L:iy Miss Phillis, very pale; very still; her eyes

ut,

“Tell me!? he gasped. “Is she dead? I
think she is asleep ; but she looks so strange—as
if she might be—""IIe could not say the awful
word again. I stooped, and felt no warmth;
gnly a cold chill atmosphere seemed to surround

er.

“She is dead!” I replied at length. “ Oh,
Miss Phillis! Miss Phillis!” and, lilke a foo), I be-
gan to cry. But he sate down without a tear,
and looked vacantly atthe empty hearth. I dared
1ot cry any more when I saw him so stony sad.
X did not know what to do. I could not leave
him; and vet I had no excuse for staying. I
went up to Miss Phillis, and softly arranged the
gray rageed locks about her face.

“Ave! said he. *She must be laid out.—
Who so fit to do it as you and your sister,
children of good old Robert Sidebotham.”

¢« Oh! my master," I said, * this is no fit place

for you. Let me fetch my sister to sit up with
me all night; and honour us by sleeping at our
poor little cottage.”

I did not expect he would have donecit: but
after a few minutes’ silence he agreed to my pro-
posal. I hastened home and told Ethelinda, and
both of us crying, we heaped up the fire, and
spread the table with food, and made up a bed in
one corner of the floor. While I stood readyto
go I saw Ethelinda open the great chest in which
we kept our treasures; and out she took a fine
Holland shift that had been one of my mother’s
wedding shifts; and seeing what she was after, I
went upstairs and brought down a piece of rare
old lace, a good deal darned to be sure, but stiil
old Brussels point, bequeathed to me long ago
by my god-mother, Mrs. Dawson. We huddled
these things under our cloaks, locked the door
behind us and set out to do all we could now for
poor Miss Phillis. We found the Squire sitting
justas we left him ; Thardly knew if he understood
me when I told himn how to unlock our door, and
gave him the key; though I spoke as distinetly
as ever I could for the choking in my throat. At
last he rose and went ; and Ethelinda and I com-
posed her poor thin limbs to decent rest, and
wrapped her in the fine Holland shift; and then
1 plaited up my lace into a close cap to tie up
the wasted features. When all was done we
looked upon her from a little distance.

* A Morton to die of hunger!” said Ethelinda
solemnly. ‘We should not have dared to think
that such a thing was within the chances of life;
do you remember that evening, when you and I
were little children, and she a merry young lady
peeping at us from bebind her fan 9

We did not cry any more; we felt very still
and awe-struck.  After a while, I said, “I won-
der if after all the young Squire did go to our
house. ¥le had a strange look about him. If X
dared I would go and see.” I opened the door;
the night was black ag pitch; the air very atill.
“T'll go,” said I'; and off I went, not mecting a
creature, for it was long past eleven. I reached
our house; the window was long and low, and
the shutters were old and shrunk. I could peep
between them well, and see all that was going on.
He was there sitting over the fire, never shed-
ding a tear; but seeming as if he saw his past
life in the embers. The food we had prepared
was untouched. Once or twice, during my long
watch (I was more than an houraway), he turned
towards the food, and made as though he would
have eaten it, and then shuddered back; but at
last he scized it, and tore it with his teeth, and
Jaughed and rejoiced over it like some starved
animal. I could not keep from crying then, He
gorged himself with great morsels; and when he
could cat no more it seemed as if his strength for
suffering had come back; he threw himseclf on
the bed, and such a passion of despair I never
heard of, much less ever saw. I could not hear
to witness it. The dead Miss Phillis lay calm
and still ; her trials were over. I would go back
and watch with Ethelinda.

When the pale grey morning dawn stole in,
making us shiver and shake after our vigil, the
Squire returned.  We were both mortal afraid of
bim, we knew not why. He looked quict enough
—the lines were worn deep before; no new
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traces were there. e stood and looked at his
aunt for a minute or two. Then he went up into
the loft above the room where we were; he
brought a small paper parcel down : bade us keep
on our watch yet a little time. First one and
then the other of us went home to get some food.
It was a bitter black frost; no one was out, who
could stop indoors; and those who were out cared
not to stop to speak, Towards the afternoon the
/ir darkened, and a great snow-storm came ou.
We durst not be left, only one alone; yet at the
cottage where Miss Phillis had lived there was
neither five nor fuel. So we sate and shivered
and shook till morning. The Squire never came
that night nor all next day.

“ What must we do ?” asked Ethelinda, broken
down entirely. ‘I shall dic if Istop here ano-
ther night.  We must tell the neighbors and get
help for the watch.”

% So we must,” said I, very low and grieved.
I went out and told the news at the nearest
house, taking care, you may be sure, never to
speak of the hunger and cold Miss Phillis must
have endured in silence. It was bad enough to
have them come in, and make their remarks on
the poor bits of furniture ; for no one had known
their bitter straits even as much as Ethelinda and
me, and we had been shocked at the bareness of
the place. I did hear that one ortwo of the
more ill-conditioned had said, it was not for noth-
ing we had kept the death to ourselves for two
nights; that to judge from the lace on her cap
there must have been some pretty pickings.
Ethelinda would have contradicted this, but I
bade her let it alone ; it would save the memory
of the proud Mortons from the shame that poverty
is thought to be; and as for us, why we could
live it down. But, on the whole, people came for-
ward kindly; money was not wantiug to bury
her well, if not grandly as became her birth; and
many a one was bidden to the funeral who might
have looked after hera little more in her lifetime.
Among others was Squire Ilargreaves from Both-
wick Hall over the Moors. He was some kind of
far-away cousin to the Mortons. So when he
came he was asked to go chief mnourner in Squire
Morton’s strange absence, which I should have
wondered at the more if I had not thought him
almost crazy when I watched his ways through
the shutter that night, Squire Hargreavesstarted
when they paid him the compliment of asking
him to take the head of the coffin.

4 Where i her nephew ?” asked be.

¢ No one has seen him since eight o’clock last
Thursday morning.

“But I saw him at noon on Thursday,” said
Squire Hargreaves with around oath. * He came
over the moors to tellme of his aunt’s death, and
to ask me to give him a little money to bury her
on the pledge of his gold shirt-buttons. He said
I wasa cousin, and could pity a gentleman in
such sore need. That the buttons were his mo-
ther’s first gift to him; and that I was to keep
themn safe, for some day he would make his for-
tune and come back to redeem them. He had
not known his aunt was 8o ill, or he would have
parted with these buttons sooner, though he held
them as more precious than he could tel me. I
gave him moncy; but X could not find in my
haart to take the buttons, He bade me not tell

of all this; but when a man is missing it is my
duty to give all the clue I can.”

And so their poverty was blazoned abroad!
But folk foreot it all in the search for the Squire
on the moor gide. Two days they searched in
vain ; the third, gpwards of a hundred men turned
out hand-in-hand, step on step, to leave no foot
of ground unsearched. They found him stark
and stiff, with Squire Hargreaves' money, and
his mother’s gold buttons, safe in his waistcoat
pocket.

And we laid him down by the side of his poor
aunt Phillis.

After the Squire, John Marmaduke Morton,
had been found dead in that sad way on the
dreary moors, the creditors secmed to lose all
hold on the property ; which indeed, during the
seven years they had bad it, they had drained as
dry as a sucked orange. But fora long time no
one seemed to know who rightly was the owner
of Morton Hall and lands. The old house fell
out of repair; the chimneys were full of star-
lings’ nests; the flags in the terrace in front were
hidden by the long grass; the panes in the win-
dow were broken, no one knew how or why, for
the children of tly village got up a tale that the
house was haunted. Ethelinda and I went some-
times in the summer mornings and gathered some
of the roses that were being strangled by the
bind-weed that spread over all; and we used to
try and weed the old flower-garden a little; but
we were 1o longer young, and the stooping made
our backs ache.  Still we always felt happier if
we cleared but ever such a little space. Yet we
did not go there willingly in the afternoons, and
left the garden always beforethe first slight shade
of dusk.

We did not choose to ask the common people
—many of them were weavers or Drumble man-
ufacturers, and no longer decent hedgers and
ditchers—we did not choose to ask them, I say,
who was squire now, or where he lived. Bus
one day, a great London lawyer came to the
Morton Arms, sod made a pretty stir. He came
on behalf of a General Morton, who was aquire
now, though he was far away in India. He had
been written to, and they had proved him heir,
though he was a very distant cousin; farther
back than Sir John, I think. And now he had
sent word they were to take_money of his that
was in England, and put the“nouse in thorough
repair ; for that three maiden sisters of his, who
lived in some town in the north, would come and
live at Morton Hall till his return. So the law-
yer sent for a Drumble builder, and gave him
directions, We thought it would have been
prettier if he had hired John Cobb, the Morton
builder and joiner, he that had made the Squire’s
coffin, and the Squire’s father before that. In-
stead, came a troop of Druinble men, knocking
and tumbling about iz tbe Hall, and making their
jests up and down all those stately rooms. Ethe-
linda and I never went near the place till they
were gone, bag and baggage. Aud then whata
change! the old casement windows, with their
heavy leaded panes half overgrown with vines
aud roses, were taken away, and great staring
sash windows were in their stead. New grates
inside; all modern, new-fangled and smoking,
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instead of the brass dogs which held the mighty
logs of wood in the old Squire’s time. The little
square Turkey carpet under the dining table,
which had served Miss Phillis, was not good
encugh for these new Mortons; the dining-room
was all carpeted over. We peeped into the old
dining-parour; that parlour where the dinner
for the Puritan preachers had been laid out; the
flag parlour as it had been called of late years,
But it had a daiap carthy smell, and was used as
a lumber-room.  We shut the door quicker than
we bad opened it. We came away disappointed.
The Hall was no longer like our own honoured
Morton Hall,

‘¢ After all, these three ladies are Mortons,”
said Ethclinda to me. *We must rot forget that
—we must go and pay our duty to them as soon
as they have appeared in church.”

Accordingly we went. But we had heard and
seen them before we paid our respects at the
Hall.  Their maid bad been down in the village;
their maid as she was called now ; but a maid of
all work she had been untilnow, as she very soon
let out when we questioned her. However we
were never proud; and she was a good honest
farmer’s daughter out of Northumbe.iand. What
work she did make with the Queen’s English!
The folk in Lancashre are said to speak broad ;
but I ¢ould always understand our own kindly
tongue, whereas when Mrs. Turner told me her
name, both Ethelinda and I could have sworn
she said Donagh, and were afraid she was an
Irishwomun. Her ladies were what you may
call past the bloom of youth; Miss Sopronia—
Miss Morton, properly—was just sixty; Miss An.
nabella, three years younger; and Miss Dorothy
(or Baby, as they called her, when they were by
themselves, was two years younger still. Mrs,
Turner wasvery confidential to us, partly because
I doubt not she had heard of our old connexion
with the family, and partly because she was an
arrant talker, and was glad of anybody who would
listen to her. So we heard the very first week
how each of the ladies had wished for the east
bed-room: that which faced the north-east;
which no one slept in, in the old Squire’s days;
but there were two steps leading up into it, and
said Miss Sophronia, she would never let a
younger sister have a room more elevated than
she had herself. She was the eldest, and shehad
a right to the steps  So she bolted herself in for
two days while she unpacked her clothes, and
then came out looking like a hen that haslaid
an egg, and defies any one to take that honour
from her.

But her sisters were very deferential to ber in
general; that must be said. They never had
more than two black feathers in their bonnets;
while she had always three. Mrs. Turner said
that once, when they thought Miss Annabella
had been going to havean offer of marriage made
her, Miss Sophronia had not objected to her wear-
ing three that winter; but when it all ended in
smoke, Miss Annabella had to plackit out, as be-
came & younger sister. Poor Miss Annabella!
she had been a beauty (Mrs. Turner said), and
great things had been expectod of her. Her
brother, the General, and her mother had both
spoilt her, rather than cross her unnecessarily,
and so spoil her good looks; which, old Mry,

Morton had always expected would make the for-
tune of the family, Her sisters were angry with
her for not having married some rich gentleman;
though, as she used to say to Mrs, Turner, how
could she help it. She was willing enouglh, but
no rich gentleman came to ask her. We agreed
that it really was not her fault; but her sisters
thought it was: and now that she had lost her
beauty, they were always casting it up what they
would have done if they had had her gifis. There
were some Miss Burrells they had heard of, each
of whom had married a lord; ard these Miss
Burrelle had not been such beauties. So Miss
Sophronia used to work the guestion by the rule
of three, and put it in this way: If Miss Burrell,
with a tolerable pair of eyes, a shub nose, and a
wide mouth, married a baron, what rank of peer
ought our pretty Annabella to have espoused!
Aund the worst was, Miss Annabella, who had
never had any ambition, wanted to have married
a poor curate in her youth; but was pulled up
by her mother and sisters reminding her of the
duty she owed to her family. Miss Dorothy had
done her best; Miss Morton always praised her
forit. With not half the good looks of Miss An-
nabella, she had danced with an honourable at
Harrowgate three times running; and even now
she persevered in trying; which was more than
could be said of Miss Annabella, who was very
broken-spirited.

X do believe Mrs. Turner told us all this before
we had ever seen the ladies. We had let them
know, through Mrs. Turner, of our wish to pay
them our respects; so we ventured to go up to
the front door, and rap modestly. We had rea-
soned about it before, and agreed if we were
going in our everyday clothes, to offer alitile
present of eggs, or to call on Mrs. Turner (asshe
had asked us to do), the back door would have
been the appropriste entrance for us. But going,
however humbly, to pay our respects, and offer
our reverential welcome to the Miss Mortons, we
took our rank as their visitors, and should go to
the front door. We were shown up the wide
stairs, along the gallery, up two steps, into Miss
Sophronia's room. She put away some papers
hastily as we came in. We heard afterwards that
she was writing a book, to be called “The Fe-
male Chesterfield, or Letters from a Lady of
Quality to her Niece.” And the little niece sate
there in a high chair, witha flat board tied to her
back, and her feet in stocks on the rail of the
chair, so that she had nothing to do but listen to
her aunt’s letters ; which were read aloud to her
as they werewritten, in order to mark their effect
on her manuers. I was not sure whether Miss
Sophronia liked our interruption; but I know
little Miss Cordelia Mannisty did.

“Is the young lady crooked ?”asked Ethelinda
during a pause in our conversation. I bad no-
ticed that my sister’s eyes would rest on the
child; although by an effort she sometimes sue-
ceeded in looking at something else occasionally.

“No! indeed, ma’am” said Miss Morton,—
““But she was born in India, and her backbone
has never properly hardened, Besides I and my
two sistera each take charge of her for a week;
and, their systems of education—I might say non
education—differ 80 totally and entirely from my
idcas, that, when Miss Mannisty comes to me,I con-



MORTON HALL.

191

aider myself fortunate if I can undo the—hem!—
that has been done during a fortnight’s absence.
Cordelin, my dear, repeat to these good ludics the
geography lesson you learned this morning ”

Poor little Mies Mannisty began to tell usa
greut deal about some river in Yorkshire of which

we had never heard, though I dave say we ought
and then a great deal more about the towns
that it passed by and what they were famous for;
and alt{ can remember—indecd could understand
at the tme—was, that Pomfret was famous for
Pomfret cakes, which I kknew before, But Ethe-
linda gasped for breath before it was done, she
was so nearly choked up with astonishment ;and
when it was ended, she said, ¢ Pretty dear! its
wonderful!® Miss Morton looked a little dis-
pleased, and replied *“Not at all. Good little
girls can learn anything they choose, even French
verbs. Yes, Cordelia, they can. And tobe good
is better thanto be pretty. Wedon't thirkabout
looks here. You may get down, child, and go
into the garden, and take care you put your bon-
net on, or you'll be all over freckles.” We got
up to take leave at the same time, and followed
the little girl out of theroom. Ethelinda fumbled
in her pocket.

‘“Here's sixpence, my dear, for you. Nay, I
am sure you may take it from an old woman like
me, to whom you’ve told over more geography
than I ever thought there was out of the Bible,”
For Ethelinda always maintained that the long
chapters in the Bible which were all names were
geozraphy; and though I knew wellenough they
were not, yet I had forgotton what the right word
was, go I lether alone ; for one hard word did as
well as another. Little Miss looked as if she was
not sure if she might takeit; but I suppose we
had two kindly old faces, for at last the smile
came iuto her eyes—not to her mouth—she had
lived too much with grave and quiet people for
that ; and, looking wistfully at us, she said :

“Thank you. But won’t you go and sce Aunt
Aunabella ¥* We said we should like to pay our
respects to both her other aunts if we might take
that liberty ; and perhaps she would show usthe
way. But, at the doorof a room she stopped
short, and said sorrowfully, “I mayn't goin; it
i not my week for beingwith Aunt Annabella:®
and then she wentslowly and heavily towards the

den door.

¢ That childis cowed by somebody,” said Ito
Ethelinda.

“ But she knows a deal of geography”—Ethe-
linda’s speech was cut short by the opening of the
door in answer to our knock. The once beauti-
ful Miss Annabella Morton stood before us, and
bade my sister and I to enter. She was dressed
in white, with & turned up velvet hat, and two
or three short drooping black feathers init. I
should not like to say she rouged, but she kad
& very pretty colorin her cheeks ; that much can
do neither good nor barm.

She looked so unlike anybody I had ever
seen, that I wondered what ihe child could have
foand to like in her; for like her she did, that was
very clear. But, when Miss Aonabella spoke, I
came under the charm. Her voice was very
sweet and plaintive, and suited well with thekind
of things she said; all about charms of nature,
and tears, and grief, and such sort of talk, which

reminded me rather of poetry—very pretty to
listen to ; though I never could understand it as
well a3 phin comfortable prose. Still 1 hardly
know why I liked Miss Annabella. I think I'was
sorry for her; though, whether I should have
been if she had not put it in my head, I doa’t
know. ‘fhe room looked very comfortable; a
spinnet in a corner to amuse herself with, and a
good sofa to lic down upor. Byaud bye, we got
her totalk of her little niece, and she tov had her
system of education. She said she hoped to
develop the sensibilitics, and to cultivate the
tastes. 'While with her, her darling niece read
works of imagination, and acquired all that
Miss Annabella could impart of the fine arts, We
neither of us quite knew what she was hinting at
at the time; but afterwards, by dintof questioning
little Miss, and using our own eyes and cars, we
found that she read aloud to her aunt while she
lay on the sofa; Santo Sebastiano, or the Young
Protector, was what they were deep in at this
time; and, as it was in five volumes and the
heroine spoke broken English—which required
to be read twice over to muke it intelligible—1t
lasted them a long time. She also learned to play
on the spinnet; not much—for I never heard
abave two tunes; one of which was God save the
King, and the other was not. But I fancy the
poor child was lectured by one aunt, and fright-
ened by the other’s sharp ways and numerous
fancies. She might well be fond of her gentle,
pensive (Miss Annabella told me she was pensive
so I'know I amrightin calling her s0)aunt with her
soft voice, and her never erdiug novels, and the
sweet scents that hover about the sleepy room.

No one tempted us towards Miss Dorothy’s
apartment when we left Miss Annabella; so we
did not see the youngest Miss Morton this first
day. We had each of us treasured up many little
mysteries to be cxplained by our dictionary, Mrs,
Turner,

“Who is little Miss Marnsity ?” we asked in
one breath, when we saw our friend from the
Hall. And then we learncd that there bhad
been a fourth—a younger Miss Morton, who was
no beauty, and no wit, and no anything ; so Miss
Sophronia, her eldest sister, had allowed her to
marry a Mr. Mannisty, and ever after spoke of her
as ‘“my poor sister Jane.” She and her husband
had gone out to India; and both had died there;
and the General had made it a sort of condition
with his sisters that they shefild take charge of
the child, or else none of them liked children ex-
cept Miss Annabella,

4 Miss Annabella likes children®” said IL-—
“Then that’s the reason children like her.”

“I can’t say she likes children; for we never
have any in our house but Miss Cordelia; but her,
she does like dearly.”

¢ Poor little Miss!” said Ethelinda, * does she
never get a chance of play with otherlittle girla
And I am sure from that time Ethelinda consid--
ered her in a diseased state from this very cir-
cumstance, and that her knowledge of geography
was one of the symptoms of the disorder ; forshe
used often to say, ** I wish she did not know so
much geography ! I'm sure it is not quite right.,”

‘Whether or not her geography was right I
don’t know ; but the child pined for companions.
A very fow daysafter we had called—and yet long
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enough to have passed her into Miss Aunabeila’s
week—[ suw Miss Condelin ina corner ol the
church green; plaving with anwkward hwwility,
alenz with rome of the rough village girls, who
were asexpert at the game as she was unapt
aud slow. T hesitated alitde, and at last I ealled
to hier,

“How do you, my dear?” I said.
come you here, so far from home??

She reddenced, and then lovked up at me with
her large serious eyes.

* Aunt Annabel seat me into the wood to me-
ditate—and—and—it was very dull—and I heard
these liztde girls playing and laughing—and § had
my sixpence with me and—it was not wrong,
was it na'am ?—1 ¢une to them, and told one of
them 1 would give it to her if she would ask the
others to let me play with them.”

“ But my dear, they are—some of them—very
rough little children, and not fit companions for
a Morton.”

= But 1 am a Mannisty, m’am ! she pleaded,
with =0 much entreaty in her voice that, if I had
not known what naughty bad girls some of them
were, I could not have resisted her longing for
companions of her own age.  Asit was, I was
angry with them for having taken her sixpenge;
but, when she had told me which it was, and saw
that I was going to reclaim it, she clung to me,
and said :—

“Qh?! dont, ma'un—you must not. I gave
it to her quite of my own self”

o I turned away; for there was truth in what
the child =aid. But to this day I have never told
Ethelinda what beeame of hersixpence. I took
Miss Cordelia home with me while I chauged my
dress to be §it to take herback to the Hall, And
on the way, to make up for her disappointment,
I began talking of my dear Miss Phillis and her
bright pretty youth. I had never named her
name since her death to anyone but Ethelinda—
and that only or Sundays and quiet times. And
I could not have spoken of her to a grown-up
person; but somchow to Miss Cordelia it came
out quite natural. Not of her Iatter days, of
course: but of hier pony, and herlittle black
King Charles’s dogs, and all the living creatures
that were glad in her presence when I first kuew
her.  And nothing would satisfy the child but 1
must go info the Hall garden and show her
where Miss Phillis’s garden bad beez. We were
deep in our talk, and she was stooping down to
clear the plot from weeds, when I heard a sharp
voice cry out, “Cordelia! Cordelia! Dirtying
yourfrock with knecling on the wet grass! It is
not my week; but I shall tell your Auut Anna-
bella of you.”

And the window was shut down with a jerk.
It was Miss Dorothy.  Aud I felt alimost asguilty
as poor little Miss Cordelia: for I had heard from
Mrs. Turner that we had given great offence to
Miss Dorothy by not going to call on herin her
room that day on which we hud paid our respects
to her sisters; and I had a sort of an iyea that
sceing Miss Cordcliawith me was alinost as much
of a fault as the knceling down on the wet
So I thought I would take the bull by the horns.
“VWill you take me to your Aunt Dorothy, my
doar?” said L

The little girl had no longing to go into ber

“How

aunt Dorothy’s room, us she had so evidently
had at Miss Annabella’s door;,  On the contrary,
sl ¢ pointed it out o me at a sate distanee, and
then went away in the neasiied sicp she wasg
tunght to use in that house; where sueh things
as running, going up stairs two steps at a time,
or jumping down three, were consdered undig-
nified and velgar.  Miss Dorothy’s room was the
least prepossessing of any.  Somchow it had o
nerthevast look about it, though it did face
direet south; and, as for Miss Dovothy herself,
she was nore like a * Cousin Betty” than any-
thing clse; if you know what a Cousin Retty is,
and perlaps it is teo old-fashioned a word w be
understood by any one who has learnt the forengi:
languages; but when 1 was o girl, there wsed to
be poor crazy women rambling about the country,
one or two in a district.  They wever did any
harm that I know ot; they might have been born
idiots, poor creatures! or crossed in love, whe
knows? But they roaumed the country, and were
well knoyvn at the farmehouses; where they often
wot food and shelter for as long a time as their
restless minds would allow them to remain in any
one place ; and the farmer’s wife would, maybe,
rununage up 2 ribben, or a featliar, or a smurt
old breadth of silk, to please the hawnnless vanity
of these poor crazy women ; and they would go
about so bedizened sometimes that, as we called
them always “ Cousin Bettv” we made it into a
kind of proverb for any oue dressed in a {lv-away
showy style, and said they were like a Co isin
Betty.  So you know what I mean that Miss
Dorothy was like. Her dress was white, like
Miss Annabella’s; but ins:ead of the black velvet
hat her sister wore, she had on, even in the house,
a small black silk bounet. This sounds as if it
should be less like a Cousin Betty than a hat;
but wait Gl I tell you how it was lined—with
strips of red zilk, broad ncar the face, narrow
near the brim; for all the world like the ruys of
the sun, as they are painted on the public-house
sign.  Aud her face was like the sun; as rourd
as an apple; and with rouge on, without any
doubt: indeed, she told me once, a lady was not
dressed unless she had put her rouge on.  Mrs.
Turner told us she studied reflection a great
deal; notthatshe was a thinking woman in gene-
ral, I should say; and that this rayed lining was
the fruit of her study.  She had her hair puiled
together, so that her forchead was quite covered
with it; and I won't deny that I mather wished
mysclf at home, as I stood facing her in the doer-
way. She preternded she did notknow who I'was,
and madc me teli all about myself; and then it
turncd cut she knew all about me, and she hoped
I bad recovered from my fatigue the other day.

* What fatiguc ¥ asked I, immorably. Oh!
she had understood I was very much tired after
visiting hier sisters; otherwise, of course, I should
not have felt it too much to came on to hicr room.
She kept hinting at me in =0 many wayvs, that I
could iiave asked her gladly to slap in; sace and
have donc with it, only T wantcd 10 make Miss
Cordelia’s peace with her for knccling down and
dirtying her frock. 1 did say what I could to
ke things straizht; but I don't krow if I did
any good. Mrs. Turner told me how suspicious
and jealous she was of everybody, and of Miss
Aunabella in particular, who had been sct over
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ber i her youth beeause of her beauty; but
since it had faded, Miss Morton and Mizs Doroth:y
had never ceased pecking at her; and Miss Dor-
othy worst of all. If it had not been for little
Miss Cordelia’s love, Miss Aunabella might have
wished to die; she did often wish she had had the
small-box as a baby.  Miss Morton was stately
and cold to her, as one who had not done her
duty to her family, and was put in the corner for
her bad behaviour. Miss Dorothy was continu-
ally talking at her, and particularly dwelling on
the fiict of lier being the older sister.  Now she
was but two years older; and was still so pretty
and gentle lvoking, that I should have forgotten
it continually, but for Miss Dorothy.

The rules that were wude for Miss Cordelia!
She was to eat her meals standing, that was one
thing! Another wag, that she was to drink two
cups of cold water before she had any pudding
and it just made the child loathe cold viater. Then
there were ever so many words she might not
ovse; each aunt had her own set of words which
were ungenteel or improper for some reason or
another.  Miss Dorothy would never let her say
“red;” it was always to be pink, or crimson, or
scarlet.  Miss Cordelia used at one time to come
10 us, and tell us shie had a pain at her chest so
often, that Ethelinda and I began to be uneasy,
aniquestioned Mrs. Turner to know if her mother
had died of consumption; and many a good pot
of currant jelly have I given her, and only made
her pain at the chest worse; for—would you be-
lieve it ?—2Miss Morton told her never to say she
had got 2 stomach-ache, for that it was not pro-
per to say 50. I had heard it called by a worse
mame still in my youth, and so had Ethelinda;
and we sat and wondered to ourselves how it was
that some kinds of pain were genteel ar2 Liners
werenot. I said that old families, like the Mor-
tons, generally thought it showed good blood to
have their complaints as high in the body as they
could—brain fevers and headachies had a better
sound, and did perhaps belong more to the nris.
tocracy. I thought I had got the right view in
saying this, when Ethelinda wouid put in that
she iiad often heard ot Lord Tofo: Yaving the
gout and being lame, and that no‘.glussed me.
If there is one thing that I do distike more than
another, it s & person saying somcthing on the
other side when I am trying w0 make up my mind
—how can I reasor i€ 1 am to be disturhed by
another person's arguments?

But though I tell all these peculiarities of the
Miss Mortons, they were good women in the
mrin; even Miss Dorothy had her times of kind-
ness, and really did love hes little niece, though
she was always Iayin% traps to catch her doing
wrong. Miss Morton I got to respect, it I never
Gted her. They would ask zsup to tea; and
w2 would put on our best gowns ; wnd iaking the
house-key in my packet, we vsed to walk slowly
through the village, wishing the people who hed
been living in our youth could have scen us now,
goiug by invitation to driok tes with the family
at the Hall—notin the housekeeper's room, but
with the family, mind you. But siace they be-
gan to weave in Morton, everybody seemed too
busy to notice us; 30 we were fain tn be conient
with reminding each other how we shoald never
have Lelieved it in our youth that we could have

Voi. V. —~%

lived to this day. After tea, Miss Morton would
set us to talk of the real old family, whom they
had neser known; and you may be sure we told
of all their pomp and grandeur and stately wayss
but Ethelinda aud I never spoke of what was to
ourselves like the memory of a sad. terrible
dream.  So they thought of the Squire in his
coach-und-four as High Sherif), and Madam lying
in her morning-room in her Genon velvet wrap-
ping rabe, all aver peacock’s eyes (it was a piece
ot velvet the Squire brought back from ltaly.
when he had been the grand tour,) and Miss
Phillis goine to a ball at a great lord’s house and
dancing with a royal duke. The three ladics
were never tired of listening to the tale of the
spleudcr that had been going on here, while they
and their mother had been starving in genteel
poverty up in Northumberland ; and uas for Miss
Cordclia, she sat on a stool at her Aunu Anna-
bella’s anee, ker hand in her aunt's, and listened,
open-nouthed aud unnoticed, to all we could say.

One duy, the child chme eryiug to our house.
It was the old story; Aunt Dorothy had been so
unkind ¢0 Aunt Aunabella! The little girl said
she would run away to India, and tell her uncle
the General, and secmed in such a paroxysm of
anger, and grief, and despair, that a sudden
thonght came over me. I thought I would try
and teach her something of the deep sorrow that
lies awaiting all at some part of their lives, and
of the way in which it ought to be borne, by
telling her of Miss Phillis's love and endurance
for her wasteful, handsome nephew. S from
little, I got to more, and I told her all; thechild's
greateyes filling slowly with tcars, which brimmed
over and came rolling down her cheeks unno-
ticed as I spoke. I scarcely necded tomake her
promise not to speak about all this matter to any
one. She said, ““J could not—no! not even to
Aunt Anmabella,” Aud to this day she never
namned it again, not even to me; but she tried to
make hersell more patient, and more silently
helpful in the strange houselold among whom
she was cast.

By and bye, Miss Morton grew pale and grey,
aud worn, amid all her stiffuess. Mrs. Turner
whispered to us that for all her stern, unmoved
looks, she was ill unto death ; that she had been
secretly 10 sec the greatdoctor at Drumble ; and
he had told hier she must sct her house in order.
Not even her sisters knew this; but it preyed
upon Mrs. Turner's mind, and she told us. Long
after this, she kept up herweck of discipline with
Miss Cordelia; and walked in her straight, sol-
dier-like way about the village, scolding people
for having t00 large families, and burning too
much coal, and cating too much butter. One
morning she sent Mre. Turner for her sisters;
and, while she was away, she rummsged out an
old locket made of the four Miss Mortons® basr
when they were all children ; aud threading the
eye of the locket with a piece of brown ribbon,
she tied it round Cordelis’s neck, and kissing her,
told her she had been a good gitl, and had cured
herwelf of stooping; that she muet fear God and:
honor the King; and that now she might go and
bave s holiday. Esv2n while the child ed at
bmg:i:““:id,a. unusual tenderness with
! was 4 grim sptsm paseed Over
ber face, and Cordclis ran in atiright to.call Mrs,
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Turner. But when she came. and the other t.wogl fortune some day, so I expected to hear of her

sisters came, she was quite herself again.  She | heing soon snapt up.

had lrer sistors in her roum alone whenshe wished

But the General said her
husband was to tiake the name ot Morton ; and

thein good bye; 0 no one knows what she said, ) what did my young budy do bhut hegin to care for

or how ~iie tokd them (who were ti
asin he
deatir,
her,  Oae thing they both agreed in saying—and
it was mnch that Miss Dovothy agreed in any
thing—that she begueailied her sitting room, up
the tuo steps, to Miss Annabelia as being next
i age. Then they leie ker room crying, and
went both tegetizer into Miss Annzbelis’s room,
sitiing hand in hand (for the first time since
childiiood I should think), hstening for the sound
of tae Jittle hand-bell which was to be pliced
close by ber, in case, in her agony, she required

Wking of her
th) thas the signs of near approaching

beeame twilight,  Miz: Cordelia stole in from the
gardea with its loug, black, green shadows, and
siraznge cerie sounds of the night wind through
the trees, and crept to the kitchen fire. At last,
Mrs. Tuener knocked at Miss Morton's door, and
hearing no reply, weat in and found her cold and
dead in her chair,

I suppose tiiat cometime or other we had told
them of the funeral the old squire had; Miss
Phillis’s futher, I mean. e had had 2 procession
of terstatry half «t anile long to follow lim to the
grave.  Miss Dorothy sent for me to tell her what
tenantty o1 her brother’s could follow Miss
Mortwon's cofling but what with people working
in auills, and land having passed away trom the
family, we could but muster up twenty pecple,
men and women and all: and onc or two were
dirty enough to be paid for their loss of time.

Paor Miss Annabella did not wish to go into
the room nup two steps; nor vet dared she stay
hebind: for Miss Dorothy, ina kind of spite for
rot having had it bequeathed to hier, kept telling
Miss Anuabelk it was hier duty to occupy it: that
it was Miss Soplironia’s dying wish, and that she
should not wounder if Miss Sophronia were to
haunt Miss Annabelly, if she did not leave her
warm room, full of casc and sweet scent, for the
grim north-cast chamber.  We told Mrs. Turner
we were afraid Miss Dorothy would lord it sadly
over Miss Aunabella, and she only shook her
head; which, from so talkative a worran, meant
a great deal.  But, just as Miss Cordelia had be-
gun to droop, the General came home, without
any cne knowing he was coming. Sharp and
sudden wae the word with him.  He sent Miss
Cordeiia off’ to school; bt not belfore she had
time to tell us that sheloved her uncle dearly, in
spite ai his quick basty ways. He carried his
sisters off to Cheltenbiun; and it was astonishing
how young ikey made themsclves look before
ther came back again. He was always here.
there, and everywhere ; and very civil to us into
the bargain; leaving the key of the Hall with us
whenever they went from home.  Miss Dorothy
was afraid of him, which was a bleasing, for 1t
kept her in order; and really T was rather Jorry
when che dicd, and, as for Miss Aonabells, she
fectted after her till ghe injured her health, and
Miss Cordelia had to leave gchool to come and
keep ier company.  Wiss Cordelia was not pretiy;
shie liad too grave and sad a look for that; but
se had winning ways, and was to bave ber ancle’s

ich the doctor had foretold, were upon 1 choose from  besides!

one of the great millowness at Deumble, as if
there were not all the lords and commons to
Mis. Turner was dead;

cand t.ere wits no one to tell us abont it but I

cenld see Miss Cordelin growing thinner and paler
every time they cane baek to Morton Hall; and

Conged to el Ber to pluck up o spisit, and

be wbove a cottonsspinmer. One day, not half a

L year betore the General's death, she came to see
cus, aad told us, blashing ike a rose, that Ler uncle

had piven his consent: asnud so, altbough he had

 refused 1o take the name of Morton, and had
y Wit s 1o marry her witheut a penay, aud with.
Mrs, Turiiers preseace. Bat it never vang. Noon + out her unele’s Jeave, i !

ul all come right at
last, and they were 1o be warried at once; and
their house was to be a kind ot home for heraunt
Annabelly, wao was getting tired of being per-
petually on the yamble with the General.

“Dear ol fiiends!” said our young lady,
“you must like him, T am sure you will; heis
so handsome, and brave, and good. Do you
know, he says a velation of his ancestors lived at
Morton Hail in the time of the Commonwealth,”

¢ His ancestors ™ said Eihelinda, ¢ Hashe got

ancestors?  That’s one geod point about him, at
any rate. I didn't know cotton-spinners had an-
cestors.”

o™

“What is his nmne 2 asked 1.

SMr. Marmaduke Carr,” said she, soundiug
each » with the old Northumberland burr, which
was softerred into a prewty pride and effort to give
distinctness to each letter of the beloved name.

“Carr,” said 1, ¢ Carr and Morton!  Be it so!
It was propliccied of old!” But she was too
much absorbied iu the thought of her own secret
happiucss to notice my poor sayings.

He was, and is 2 gooid gentleman ; and a real
gentleman too, They never lived at Morton
Hall.  Just as I was writing this, Eth:elinda came
in with two picces of news. Never again say I
am superstitious!  There is no oneJiving in Mor-
ton that knows the tradition of Sir John Morton
and Alice Carr: yet the very first part of the
hall the Prumble builder has pulled down is the
old stone dining parlor where the great dinner
for the prexchers mouldered away—{lesh from
flesh, crumb from crumb!  And the street they
are going to build right through the rooms
through which Alice Carr was dragged in her
agony of despair at her husband’s loathing hatred
is to be called Carr Strect?!

And Miss Cordelia has got a baby; a little
gitd; and writes in pencil two lines at the end of
her husband's note to say she mecans to call it
Phillis.

Phillis Carr! Tam glad he did not take the
name of Morton, 1 like 10 keep the name of

hillis Morton in my memory very still and un-
spohen.

————r— —

A ProrieM.—(to b: worked ot by a newly-
mar ‘ed Young Lady.)—A sufficient quantity of
linen for the manufacture of her husband’s shirt -
being given—to make it &

ADVICE 70 ALL WRO ATTEND Ersox Racxg,.— -

Avoid Rooke, whether in or out of Pigeon pies.
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A man stoed eat a barren mountain peak

glogu!
Oh, snnless warld! O, universal tomb!
Biind, cold, mechanic sphere, whevein 1 seck
i vain for Lile and Love, Gl ope grows weak
And falters towards Chaos ! Vast blank Doom!
Hug darksess in a nacrow prison-room!
Thou art dead—dead!” Yet, erc he ceased to
~peal,

Across the level ocean in the East
The moon-dawn grew ; aud all that mountain’s
side
Rose, newly-born from empty dusk. Fields,
trees,
And deep glen-hollows, as the light increased,
Seemed vital; and, from Heaven bare and wide,
The moon's white soul looked over lands and
seas.

-0

MOLDO-WALLACHIA.
Brvoxp milways, beyond diligences, beyond
post-chaises, out of the track of travellers, but
full in the high road of conquest from the north
to thie south, lic the sister provinces of Moldavia
and Wallachia, which, for shortness, some are
wccustomed to designate a3 Moldo-Wallachia.
Their names have become notorious of late by
taking place in the vocabulary of political writers
and speskers; but it may be doubted—certain
vague statisticsset apart——whether in most men’s
minds any ideas at all are connected with them.
When we talk of Paris we picture to ourselves
the Place de la Concorde or the Boulevards; an
allusion to Berlin implies a recollection of Under
the Linden Trees; to Naples of the Strada di
Toledo; but who thinks of the Pé de Mogochoya
at mention of Bucharest, or has auy associations
whatever with Curt d’Argis and Kimpolongo?
Lct us try to conuect a few images, a few forms,
& few colours, with these words. Thisisthebest
way to extend our sympathics in that direction.

Moldo-Wallachia is little more than a2 huge
farm, giving employmeunt tosome three or four mil-
lions of labourers. It isnot, howcever, a farm laid
out on the principles of Mr. Mechi, butan ¢astern
backwoods farm, very vast and steaggling; here
and there cut up by patches of original descrt
and extents of primitive forests, made rugged by
spurs of mountains and watered by boisterous
rivers, navigable for the most part ouly by fallen
trecs. These rivers flow from the Carpathian
mountains which divide the country to thenorth-
ward from Austria, and fall into the Danube,
which divides it from Turkey. There is & kind
of postern-gate to the East, ill-closed by the
Pruth, a river that has often been mentioned
this year. In neither of the Principalities are
there many roads worthy of thename. The cities,
villages, or farming scctions ate generally cons
mocted only by tracks aud bridle-paths.

| The geological construction of Moldo-W illachia

1

l

Ia the night, and cried: ¢ Oh, world of heavy i len
* o0 ’ J l’;mrtslmle spurts of liquid metal are seen, from
{time o time, breaking from the schistous rocks,

is essentially voleanic. Its mountains contain
many craters freguently in a state ot cruption.
Sulphur and bitumen are plentiful.  In some

- lowing alittle way like mehed lead, and then con-
! densing to the harduess of iron. In various places
1of Inte years, miniature voleanves have been
‘known to start up from the ground and flame
bravely away for afew days wmidst coin-ficlds
and pasturage. The Prathova river in certain
parts of its course becomes tepid or hot, or even
builing, according as it lows or not over subter-
ranean galleties of fire. EBarthquakes are fre-
jquent.  Itisnot long since nemly the whole of
i the city of Bucharest was destroyed—0P6 de Mo-
gochoyn, and all.  The sheck was felt whilst the
principal inhabitants wereat the theatre listening
to o1¢ of the dramas of Victor Hugo. Many
persons perished, and an immense amount of pro-
perty was oJcourse lost.  Ingthe countries, how-
ever, that are subjectto thése epileptic fits of
nature, such accidents are quickly forgotten and
their consequences repaiced. They serve, in-
deed, the purpose of revolutions or sanitary bills
inwmore civilised lands, Bucharest, at auy rate, like
aris and London, has been induced to widen its
thronghfares and mprove the build of its houses.
A great part of Moldo-Wallachia, especially
{towards the mountains, is clothed in torest. In
i fow countries are beheld more maguificent oaks;
and traveliers talk of having seen thousan-:s with
trunks rising straight more than eighty feet with-
out branches.  Mingled with these splencid trees
ar covering the higherslopes with their duli ver-
idurc. arc enormons firs that would delight the
]

eye of the ship-builder. Besides these there are
‘clms and beeches of prodizious size, with wild
pear trees and senna, maple, cherry, and yew
trees, with many others.  All these grow in a
tangled mass—grow or falltogether, beaten down
by the tempest or uprooted by rushing inunda-
tions, *In the low country the millet has no
more husk than the apple has rind in the high,”
says the Wallachian proverd, topicture the ferti-
lity of the country. Its vast pliing, indecd, are
covered in the season with splendid crops; ot
which those who travel to Guiatz can say some-
thing. These districts are counted now, as they
have always been counted, among the granarics of
Europe. It is worth remarking, that a young:
French gentleman, who has studied political eco-
nomy, has lately recommended the Moldo-Walla-
chiaus to neglect the culture of the ground and
take to the manufacture of cotton cloths, in order
to cscape from the comniercial tyrauny of perfi-
dious Albion. The mpysterics of supply and de-
mand, however, the definitions of value, and the
influence of tariffs do not lie in our way at pre-
sent. We are not going to discuss what is a
pound, but to explain what is the Wallachian sub-
stitute for a milway. Before visiting or descri-
bing & country in detail, it is good to know what
means of locomotion it possesses.

If you arc not particularly pressed for time,
which no one ought to be in that part of the
world, it is best 10 usc the great waggon called
the Kcrontza, which resembles the vchicles in
which the burly boors of the Cape sleep and
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smoke in their journey from one kloof toanether.
It is of solid construction, and well roofed with
lcather. A large fumily, with all their uggage
and paraphernulia, even their cocks and hens,
may travel in it and perhaps there could be no
more romantic way of speuding six months than
in joltingabous in one of these lumbering chariots

of clutching hold of the edge of your abomina-
ble post-box, as an awkward rider scizes hold of
she pommnel of hia saddle. The neigabora shoug
out a loud farewell, ur look commi-eratingly us
you. a3 if you were going to be )mngei; ruthless
boys langh at your deplorable countendnce ; and
| the postilions yel} like mad. Thus you anive a3

aidst the plains and forests of Wallachia. The | the gates of the city, exlidit your passport—

people of the country generally go from plice to

shame preventing vou from getsing ous—submis

place on foot, or mounted on horses, buffulees, or | probably ta the fast extortion you will suffer in

oxen. Asscs are little used ; those humble qua-
drupeds being treated with the sume unchristian
contempt as in most other European eountries.
Asia and Africa are their paradise.  Among the
Boyards, however, it is fashionable to make use
of what is called a Karoutchior, a kind of vehicle
peculiar to the country, and which we sincerely
hope may eves remain so. As a traveller has
already remarked, it holds a position in the scale
of conveysances, a little above a wheelbarrow and
a little below a dungcart. X is, properly spenk-
ing, a trough, a box_witheut a cover, three fect
Jong, two feet wide,®ind twofeet und a half igh.
It rests, of course, without the interventien of
aprings, upen the axles or beams; and is porsed
upon four wheels made of solid wood, inore or
less rounded bv means of a haichet. Perbaps
Boadicea’s war-chariot was something of the make
of a karatchour. Nota single nail enters intoits
composition. The harness 13 as primitive as the
vehicle. To a single shaft, generally with the
bark on, eight, ten, or twelve horses are fastened
by means of long cords, with collars at the end
through which the heads of the beasts are passed.
Three surijions or postilions mount three of the
horses without saddles, withous stirrups, and
without bridies; and these are all the preparations
made to travel express in Wallachia.

If you have courage enough to undertake this
mode of progression, you present yourself to the
Aga or Ispravnick of the city you inhabit, and
inform him of your desperate intention, and also
of the place you waut to reach, the day on which
you wish to set ou, and your address. This in-
formation is set down upon a piece of paper,
which it is necessary to show to each postmaster
on the way. The chief formality, however, con-
sists in paying the whole fare in advance—a pre-
caution probably taken because there exist so
very few chances of your arriving safely at the
end of your journey, and because it would notbe
decorous to exact payment from a dead traveller.

When the fatal moment has arrived, and you
have :aid adieu to your friends and made your
will, the karatchour comes dashing up to your
door; and t is considercd wiscst, if you really
intend to travel, to leap in without 2aking a mo-
ment to think of the conscquences. The Isprav-
nick has given a thought to your comfort. You
will ind an armful of hay, not very sweet it is
true, to sit upon; and whilst you are arranging
it underneath you, the chief surijion will utter his

« all right” in the shape of 2 savage cry, asifhe
were about to whirl you to the infernal regions,
will crack his enormous whip, and thus give the
signal of departure. Off you go—with a fright-
ful jerk and an ominous hop of all the four
wheels at once ; for they h:venot yet got used
togoround They will get into the habit oucby
onc, never fear. You feel the necessity at once

thia life; and rash into the open plain.

Now the three postilions begin to show them-
selves in their true chavacter.  Tox have already
had some =ugly suspicions. They are not posti-
lions. They aredemons. They are carrying you
away soul and body to their great master. As
300n as they have the wide horizon of plin an@
foress around them, they begin to scream with
delight, and to exhibis their infernal joy under a
false pretence of singing. The first in rank sets
up a discordant rhyshmical howl, sometimes as
gav as the psalins on a witch’s sabbath, some-
times as dreary as the shrieks of ghosts disturbed
in their midnighs evelutions. Then the others
join in chorus, and you would assusedly stop
your ears if your hands were not fully employed
i holding on. Meunwhile these wretches ac-
company their screams with the most furions gea-
ticulations, wriggling their bodies in all manner
of postures, leuning now this way, now that,
lashing furiously ths herd of wild animals that is
bounding under them ; and giving, indeed, every
addisional proof that is necessary of their super-
natural charucter.

Once you have set out, you feel yourself re-
duced t0 a most miserable state of insigaificance.
You are otterly forgotten. The surijionsthink of
nothing but their songs and their horses. They
have not evena glance to spare for the karatsh-
our. On they go, whether there be a road or not,
caring only to swallow s0 many miles in the least
possible space of time. The tracks in the African
desert are often marked by the bones of camels
that have fallen under their heavy burdens; those
in Wallachia arc marked by the bones of mad
men who have undertaken to travel post. But
the surijion cares nos for—uotices not—these
lugubrious mementoes of former journcys. He
skipa lightly over them all. Ravines, torrents,
ditcires, patchesof brushwood, are dashed through
with railroad rapidity. The horses scem to take
delight in this infernal race. They too forges
that they have anything at their heels, andstrug-
gle desperately which shall be foremost. A
steeple chase is nothing to it. If you are a very
bold man the excitement keeps you up for half
an hour; but then alavm rushes into your soul.
Not onc of the postilions deigus to turn his head.
He is not there for conversstion. He has noth-
ing to say to yov. As to stopping or going slow-
er, ornot going quicker, the idea is absurd. At
length in all probability a wheel breaks, the
trough falls over, and thetraveller is shot off into
some deep hnle, with & broken leg or collar-bone,
and is thankful that he is not quite killed. Stilt
on goes the karatchour rendered lighter by this
slight accident, and it isonly on reaching the nexs
relay, that the surijions turn round and perceive
that they have lost & wheel and their passenger.

Poace be to his manes—his fare is paid.
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The distinguishing chavacteristic of Moldo-Wal-
fachia being the absence of cities, travelling is
not very prevalent among the people. 1Itis true
that exch principality possesses nominally a capi-
tal, and that Bucharest and Jussy coutain a con-
giderable agglomeration of inhebitants.  Both
these pluces, however, though t..cy exhibit some
tendencies to civilization—though they put on
fragments of French costume as the savages put
on the inexpressibles of Captain Cook—are little
beuter even than vast villages.  The true life of
Dauubian provinces is in the country—in the
plains that stretch from the banks of the Danube
towards the Krappacks aud Dneister—out amidst
the fields, where grew probably, the corn which
made the bread we, sitting here at breakfast in
London, have this day eaten—out in the forests
that furnish the wood with which Constantinople
i3 built—out into thedistricts where men live like
moles in the earth, and where you may ride over
the roofs of a village without suspecting its ex-
istence, unless your horse stumbte into a chimuney

ole.

If Moldo-Wallachia possessed a proper govern-
ment, and were insured against the dangers of
conquest, it would probably produce ten times
the amount of grain it now produces. The culti-
wated fields, so far from succeceding one another
in unbroken suocession, are foosely scattered over
the country, and divided by patches of forest and
waste Jand, and sometimes by vast estent of
marsh. They are allowed to Lie fallow every other
sear frowm the waut of a praper system of manur-
ing. The seed time is generally in autemn; but
if a short crop is feared, an inferior quality of
grain is sown i othee lands in the spring.  Six
oxen drag a heavy plough, which mukes a deep
furrow. Every year, 4s in 2 new counury, virgin
tracts are brought under cultivation, to replace
others which have Leen wilfally abandoned, or
hiave been ruined by violent inundations of the
Banube, or its trivutary torrents.  These newly
conguered ficlds are first planted with cabbages,
which grow to an enormous size, and are sup-
posed to exhaust certzin salts, which would be
injurious to the production of wheat, of bar'ey,
of maire, of pexse, of beans, of lentils, and other
grain and pulse.  Maize was first introduced into
these conntiies in the last century, and yiclds
prodigious returns,

The Danubian provineces are familiar to the
Englishwan chiefly as cori-growing countries ;
but we must repeat, in order to leave a correct
impression, that great portious of them are still
ciothed in the primseval forest.  Patriots, taking
this fact to be 2 sign of barbarism, insist that the
waood-lands are every day giving way to cultiva-
tion, and pride themsclves on the fact; but a
grave Iwlian writer, who scems to fear that some
day the world will be in want of fucl, deplores
this ciccumstance, and attributes it to what he
considers an extravagant, absurd, and almost im-
plous use of good thinge grauted hy Providence,
namely, the custom of paving a few of the prin-
cipal streers, or vather kennels, of Jassy and
Bucharist with wuod. The worthy man, how-
ever, might have spued himself the anxicty
which this hidcous waste appears to have created
in his wind. There is no danger that Moldo
‘Wallachia will soon be dis.ores:.cd, aud the scn-

timental, perhaps, will rejoice in this fuct, when
they know that the vast seas of fuliage which
form the horizon of the plains and roll over the
wountains are inhabited by prodigious colonies
of nightingales. In no place in the world are
there found so many of these delightful songsters
as in Wallachia. In the monthsof May and June
it is considered to be one of the greates- enjoy-
ments that man can taste. to go out by moounlight
and listen to the concert of nightingales, swelling
full and melodious above the rusting of the
leaves, and the rattling of small water-courses.
Benighted travellers often stop their waggons by
the side of some forest-lnke that spreads over
half a glade, on purpose to listen to this marvel-
lous nusic, and then after having feasted their
ears for awhile, give the order to march. upon
which, amid the cracking of whips, the shouts of
the drivers, and the creaking of the wheels, all
those sweet sounds are stifled, and you are
brought back as it were from fairy-land to the
country of the Boyards, serfs, and gipsies.

Let us suppose the reader to be wending his
way according to this primitive style, through
one of the vast plains that streich westward from
the Dimbowitza. If it be summer there is little
fear, even after midnight, from the wolves; and
the bears remain up amidst the krappacks. You
may, therefore, jolt along in safety, unless you
happen to deviate into a morass, or upset into
one of the crevices, which so frequently occur.
It is pleasant to travel by night on account of the
great comparative coolness of that time; but no-
thing cau exceed the delight of moving leisurcly
along in the early hours of the morning, when
the air is full of grey light, and the skies are co-
vered by flights of birds on the look-out for 2
breakfast; when bustards go rusti ng through
the underwood, when partridges start up from the
dewy grassand take semicircular flights to get
out of the way of the intruders, and when awk-
ward storks are seem perched upon boughs
watching for serpents and other reptiles to take
home to their young. The suurise in those dis-
tricts is wonderfully fine, clear, and red. Ouce
the winter scason passed, the weather is balmy
and agreeable, except in the afternoon, whea the
ficree heat shrivels the vegetation, and causes the
traveller to droop.  This is why the dark hours,
or those which usherin the day, are preferred for
travelling; and if youare out in the plains at that
time, you are sure to hear the discordant creaking
of wheels approaching or receding in different
directiong, just as in the enchanted forest in
which Don Quixote was taken by the humorous
(and not very amiable) hospita ity of his ducal
hosts.

The approach to a Wallachian village in these
wild regions is remarkable. On emerging pere
haps fram a sombre wood, along the skirts of
which hang white patches of morning wist, you
dimly see signs of cultivatien, ficlds of maize or
wheat and beds of cucumbers and cab ages.  So
you bezin to bave thoughts of eggs and poultry,
and leap out of vour slow moving wagzon and
push on, expeeting, if you ave quite & novice, to
desery comtartable lovking cottages, aud it may
be the steeple of a village church.  Whilst you
are gazing ahead inthis vain expectation, a slight

brecze wafts a strong odour of smoke around you,
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and looking attentivly you see a few blue ringlets | whilst those from Egypt and other places, being

coming up from the ground just in front. Pres-

shipped whilst yet halt-dried, otten covrupt on

ently some slight elevations may be distinguished | the way.

scattered over what appears to you a patch of|

rough grass land, and now and then a wild look- | g1 a A\
ing figure risex mysteriously, flits along a liu.le| THE BUFFALO BULL. AN

way, iand then drops into the earth.  These are
Moldo-Wallachians making their morning calls,—
You have stumbled upon a village or rather a
human warren.  The houses are mere holes dug
in the ground, with a roof composed cf long
poles, which are covered with earthand thatched
with the grass that naturmily grows. This style
of living wi

from the marauders, to whose inroads they have
always been subject on every side.

The villages are dug as far as possible from
#ny line of route ordinarily used. They rarely
contain more than a few hundred inhabitants,
and are subject to a tax, the amount of which is
fixed according to the supposed number of the
houses. For example, a village set down as con-
taining a hundred dwelling places, has to pay
four hundred piastres. The Ispravnick or gover-
nor ot the district, receives a list of villages from
the treasury, with a sum required from ecach
affixcd, and sends an agent to inform the people

of their liabilities. It often happens that a vil-

adopted by the people of theseu -{animal on the wild prairie.
fortunate countries for the sake of concealment

St - - -

N ADVEN-

TURE WITHL ONE.
|Ro.\s1'-m:1er—-turkey and tongue! Capital
Hare for the last day of the year, and the first
“too for that matter. But, my friends, they
igive you but little notiun of the flavour of
' beef obtained by single combat with the living
You shall hear
how a dinner of the kind was achieved by a
friend of mine, but before commencing my
story, I must tell you something about the
customer he had to deal with,

The range of the bison, or, as it is univer-
sally called by American hunters, buffalo, is
extensive, although it is every year becoming
confined within narrower limits. Tt now con-
sists of a longitudinal stripe of the continent,
of which the western boundary may be con-
sidered the Rocky Mountain chain. At the
upper part of the Mississippi, the buffalo con-
tinues to roam in large bands.  The number
of the animals is annually on the decrcase.

)

lage is set down us containing more or less houses | 't heir woolly skins, when dressed, are of great

than itreally does. If there isa greater number, |
that is to say, if the estimate of the treasury is
under the mark, the peasants collect in a publie
meeting to discuss in what proportion each is to

benefit by the mistake. At these meetings they
ghout, quarrel, and even fight. But though

wounds and death sometimes oceur, nothing ever|

transpires before the tvibunals. It is a family
quarrel in which no stranger interferes.  When
matters are settled the head man of the village

valuc as an article of commerce. Amongst
i the Canadians they are in general use: they
| serve as the favourite wrappers of the travel-
{ler in that cold climate. Thousands of them
i are used in the northern parts of the United
States for a similar purpose.  They are gen-
;erally known as buffalo-robes, and are often
i prettily trimmed and ornamented, so as to
, command a good price.  They are even ex-

i
i

collects the various items of the tax, and carries | ported t¢ Europe in large quantities.

the sum to the agent who has no call to meddle

otherwisein the matter.  But if, asoften happens

the village containg fewer houses then are set:

down, the peasants collect and nominate a depu-
tation entrusted with the duty of representing the
overcharge in the proper guarter. If they can-
not obtain redress they often abandon their
houses or holes, and separate and pass into

neighbouring parishes and districts, leaving their

old dwelling places entirely deserted.  After a
little time, of course, taxation pursues them in
their new retreat.  1n this way the ).opulation
remains unsettled, and we never meet with what
in other countrics would be called rising towns.

Of course, this extensive demand for the
robes causes a proportionate destraction
among the buffiloes. But this is not all.
Whole tribes of Indians, amounting to many
; thousands of individuals, subsist entircly upon
these animals, as the Laplinder upon the
1eindeer, or the Guarini Indian upon the fmo-
riche palm. Their blankets are butfalo-robes,
vart of their clothing buffialo leather, their
- tents are buffalo-hide, and bufiada-beef is their
{sols food for three parts of the year. 'The
Harge prairic tribes—as the S:oux, the Paw-
! nees, the Blackfeet, the Crowes, the Chicnnes,

It is calculated that in the two principalities! the Arapahoes, and the Conanches, with
there are ahont five thousand boroughs and villa- | several smaller ban 1s—live npon the t.dflo.
ges, most of them of the character we have just| These tribes united munber at least 160,000
described.  However, on the mountains, thesouls. No wonder the buffalo shonld be cach
houses are above ground, and are not disagiee-} year diminishing in numbers.  Itis predicted
a}:]c in :\'ppc’:nruucc or uncoamfortable to ln'c. "‘iih:nt in a few years the race will become ex-
Near most viilages mav be seen long gravaries, | i, The ime has often heen saitl of the
if they may so hecidled, of peculiar construction. Indi The soi-diwant prophet is sddicted
They arc often ahout three hundredfeet in leng p ! naan. e sovdaant prophet 18 addieied
gix fect high, and three or four feet wide, sud ; Lo this sort of melancholy torchading hccause
are made of open trelis work,  In them the maize | he helieves l“-‘: such babhling he mams a chas
i3 thrown, and being dricd by the wind is pre-| Tacter for philanthropic sympathy ; besides,
gerved, when necessary, for several vears.  JUis, ' it has a poctic sound.  Belizve we, there is
on this acdount, that the cirmoes of maize from | not the siightest danger of such a destiny for

Galatz are seldom or never injurcd on the p:\ssagcl the Indiau; his race is nol to breome ex-
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tinct ; it will be on the carth a long as that '
of either black or white. Civilisation is ve-
moving the sceds of decay; civilisation will?
preserve the race of the Red Man vet to mul-
tiply. Civilisation, teo, may preserve the
buffalo. The hunter race must disappear and 1
give place to the agriculturist,  'The praivies!
are wide. Vast expanses of that smgular
formation must stiil remain in their primitive
wildness, and perhaps for centuries a safe
range for the butfalo.

‘ihe appearance of the buffalo is well
known; pictorial illustration has rendered |
him familiar to the cyes of every one. The!
enormous head, with its broad triangular
front; the conical hump on the shoulders;
the small piercing cyes ; the short black horns
of crescent shape; the great profusion of
shaggy hair abost the neck and foreparts—
all are characteristic. Upon the hind-qnar-
ters, the coat is shorter and smoother; and
this gives somewhat of a lion-shape to the
animal.  Some of these peculiarities belong
only to the bull. The cow is less shagey,
has a smaller head, and is altogether more
like the common black eattle of our farms.

The buttalo is of a dark brown or livid co-
lour. The hue changes with the season. In
autumn, it is darker and wore lustrous; du-
ring the winter and early summer, it acquires
a bleached, yollowish-brown look. A full-
grown buffalo-bull is six feet high at the
shoulders, cight feet from the snout to the
base of the tail, and weighs fificen hundred
weights.  Iwdividuals exist of 2000 pound-
weights.  The cows are much smaller.

The flesh of the buifalo is juicy and deli-
cious, equal to well-fed beel.  Hunters prefer
it to any beef.  The flesh of the cow is more
savoury than that of the bull; and in a hunt
the former is selected from the herd, unless it
be a hunt for the hidealone. The parts most
esteemed are the tongue, the hump-ribs (the
long spinous processes of the first dorsal ver-
tebree) and the marrow of the shank-bones.
The tongues, when dried, are really snperior
to those of common heeves, and, indeed the
same may he said of the other parts; but
there is @ better and worse in builalo-beef,
according to the ave or sex of the animal,
‘Fat cow’ isa term for the superexcellent;
by ‘poor bull or ‘old bull is meant a very
unpaiatable article, which is only eaten by
the hunter in times of necessity.

The hunt of the buifalo is a profession
rather than & sport. Those who pragiice it
in the latter sense are few indeed, as i€ is a
sport to enjoy whieh entails the necessity of a
long and tailsome journey.  To hunt the huf-
falo in his native habitat, you must travel full
three hundred miles heyond the frontiers of
civilisation ¢ and at the same time risk yonr
scalp with no inconsiderable chance of losing
it. For these reasons, few amateur hanters

ever trouble the buitalo. I'ne true huaters—

the white trippers and the red Indians—pur-
sue them almost incessantly, and thin their
numbers with lance, ritie, and arrow.

But buffalo-hunting is not all sport without
peril: the hunter frequently risks his lite;
and numerous have heen the fatal resalts of
the encounters with the<e animals. The
bulls, when wounded, cannot be approached,
even on horseback, without considerable risk,
while a dismounted hunter has but slight
chance of escaping. The buftalo runs with a
eait apparently heavy and lumbering—first
heaving to one side, then to the other, like a
ship at sea; but this gait, although not cqual
in speed to that of a horse, is far too fast for
a manon foot, and the swiftest runner, unless
favored by a tree or some other ohject, will
be surely overtaken, and cither gored to death
by the animal’s horns, or pounded to a jelly
under its heavy hoofs.  Instances of the kind
are far from being rare, and could amateur
hunters only get at the bull, such occurrences
would be fearfully common. An incidentil-
lustrative of these remarks is told by the tra-
veller and naturalist Richardson, and ma
therefore be regarded as a fact :—* While
resided at Carlton House, an incident of this
kind occurred. Mr. Finnan McDonald, onc
of the Hudson’s Bay Company’s clerks, was
descending the Saskatchewan in a boat, and
one cvening, having pitched his tent for the
night, he went out in the dusk to look for
game. It had become nemly dark when he
fired at a bison-bull; which was galloping
over a small eminence ; and as he was hasten-
ing forward to sce if the shot had taken cffect,
the wounded beast made a rush at him. He
had the presence of mind to seize the animal
by the long hair on its forchead, as it struck

!him on the side with its horn, and heing a
iremarkably tall and powerful man, a stiuggle

ensued, which continued until his wrist was
severely sprained, and his arm was rendered
powerless ; he then fell, and aftir receiving
two or three blows, became senseless,  Shortly
after, he was found by his companions lying
bathed in hlood, being gored in several places;
and the bison was couched beside him, appa-
vently waiting to rencw the attack, had ho
shewn any signs of life. M. M‘Donald re-
covered from the immediate cffects of the in-
juries he reerived,’ but died a few wanths
after.”  Dr. Richardson adds: “ Many oiher
instances might be mentioned of the tena-
ciousness with which this animal pursues its
revenge; and T have heen told of 2 hunter
having heen detained for many howrs in a
tree, by an ol bull which had taken its post
below to watch him."”

The adventure promised at the beginning
of this sketeh has been long of coming, but
here it is.  Let the hero of it speak for him-
selfl

I was travelling with Bent’s train from Tn-
dependence to Santa Fé. One evening afier
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the waggons had corralled, and my animal had
got some restand a bite of corn, I leaped into
the saddle, and sct out to secif T could find
something fresh for my own supper. It was
a rolling prairie, and the camp was soon hid-
den from my sight—as it lay in a hollow be-
tween two swells. Trusting to the sky for
my direction, therefore, I “continued on
After riding about a mile, T should think, 1
came upon buffalo signs. It was not the first
time for me, and I saw at a glance that the
sign was fresh. There were several wallows;
and T could tell by the tracks, in the dusk,
there had been nothing but bulls in that quar-
ter. A cow-track would have pleased me
better; but, after all, thought 1, a tresh bull’s
tongue for a change is better than salt bacon;
so [ followed the trail in hopes of getting one.
Bhortly after, I cam: to a place where the
ground was ploughed up, as if a drove ofhogs
had been rooting it. 1lere there had been a
terrible fight among the bulls—it was the
rutting season when such conflicts occur.
This augured well.  Perhaps there are cows
in the neighborhood, reasoned I, as I gave
the spur to my horse, and followed the trail
with more spirit.

I had ridden full five miles from the camp,
when my attention was attracted by an odd
noise ahead of me. There was a ridge in
front that prevented me from secing what
produced the noise; but I knew what it was
—it was the bellowing of a buflalo-bull, At
intervals, there were quick shocks, as of two
hard substances coming in violent contact
with cach other. 1 mounted the ridge with
caution, and looked over its crest. There
was a valley beyond; a cloud of dust was
rising out of its bottom, and in the midst of
this I could distinguish two huge forins—
dark and hirsute. I saw at once they were a
pair of buitalo-bulls engaged in a fierce fight.
hey were alone; there were no others in
sight, either in the valley or on the prairie
beyond.

1 did not halt longer than to see that the
cap was on my rifle, and to cock the piece.
Qceapied as the animals were, 1 did not ima-
gine they would heed mej; or, if they should
attempt flight, T knew T could easily overtake
one or other; so, without further hesitation
or precaution, I rode towards them. Con-
trary to my expectation, they both winded
me, and started off. The wind was blowing
freshly towards them, so as to draw their
attention.  They did not ran, however, as if
badly seared; on the contiary, they went off]
apparently indignant at being disturbed in
their fizht; and every now and then both
came round with short turnings, snorted, and
struck the prairies with their hoofs in a vio-
lent and angry manner. Once or twice
fancied they were going to charge back upon
me; and had T Leen otherwise than well
mounted, 1 sheuld hate been very chary of

risking such an encounter. A more formida~
ble pair of antagonists, as far as appearance
went, could not have been well conceived.
Their huge size, their shagey fronts, and
their huge eyeballs, gave them a wild and
malicious seeming, which was heightened by
their bellowing, and the threatening attitudes
in which they continually placed themselves

Fecling quite safe in my saddle, T galloped
up to the nearest, and sent my bullet into his
vibs, Tt did the work. He fell to his knees
—rose agrin—spread out his legs, as if to
prevent a second fail—rocked from side to
side like a cradle—again came to his kness;
and, after remaining in this position for some
minutes, with the blood running from his
nostrils, rolled quictly over on his shoulder,
and lay dead.

I had watched these manccuvres with inte-
rest, and permitted the second bull to make
his escape; a side glance had shewn me the
latter disappearing over the crest of the
swell. T did not care to follow him, as my
horse was somewhat jaded, and T knew it
would cost me a sharp gallop to come up with
him again; so I thonght no more « { him at
the time, but alighted, and prepared to deal
with the one already slain. There stood 3
solitary tree near the spot—it was a stunted
elm. There were others upon the prairie,
but they were distant; this one was not
twenty yards from the carcass. T led my
horse up to it, and taking the trail-rope from
the horn of the saddle, madc one end fast to
the bit-ring, and the other to the tree. 1
then went back, drew my knife, and proceeded
to cut the buffalo.

I had hardly whetted my blade, when &
noise from behind caused me to leap to an ups
right attitude, and look round; at the first
giance, I comprehended all. A huge dark
olject was passing the crest of the ridge, and
rushing down the hill towards the spot where
I stood. It was the buffalo-bull, the same
that bad just left me. The sight, at first
thought, rather pleased me than otherwise.
Although I did not want any wmore meat, I
should have tle triumph of carrying two
tongues instead of oncto the camp. 1 there-
fore hurriedly sheathed my knife, and laid
hold of my rifle, which, according to custom,
I had taken the precaution to reload. 1 hesi-
tated 2 moment whether to run to my horse
and mount him, or to fire from where 1 stood;
that question, however, was settled by the
buffalo. The tree and the borse were to ons
side’of the direction in which he was running,
but Being attracted by the loud snorting of
the latter, which had begun to pitch and
plunge violently, and dceming it perhaps a
challenge, he suddenly swerved from his
course, and ran full tilt upon the horse. The
latter shot out instantlv to the full length of
the trail-rope—a heavy * pluck™ counded in
my cars, and the next instant I saw my horse
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parc irom the tree, aud scour off over the
prairie, as if there had been a thistle under
his tail. T had knotted the rope negligenti
upon the bit-ring, and the knot had come
undone.

I was chagrined, but not alarmed as yet.—
My horse would no doubt follow back his own
trail, and at the worst Ishould only have to
walk to the camp. I should have the satis-
fuction of punishing the buffalo for the trick
he had served me and with this design, 1
turned fowards him, I saw that he had not
followed the horse, but again heading himseh
in my dircetion. Now, for the first time, it
occurred to me that I was in something of a
scrape. The bull was coming furiously on.
Should my shotmiss, or even should it only
wound him, how was [to escape? T knew
that he could overtake me in three minutes
stretch ; I knew that well,

1 had not much time for reflection—not 2
moment, in fact: the infuriated animal was
within ten paces of me; I raised my rifle,
aimed at his fore-shounlder, and fired. 1 saw
that I had hit him; but to my dismay, he
peither fell nor stumbled, but continued to
charge forward more (urious than ever. To
re-load was impossible. My pistols had gon.
off with my horse and holsters. Even to
reach the tree was impossible : the bull was
between it and me. Right in the opposite
dircction was the only thing that held om
the prospect of five minutes’ safety : T turned
and ran. I can ran as fast as most men;
and upon that occasion I did my best. Tt
would have put * Gildersleeve ” invo 2 white
sweat to have distanced me; but 1 had not
been two minutes at it, when I fzlt conscious
that the bufialo gained upon me, and was
almost treading upon my hecls. I knew it
only by my cars—I dared not spare time to
ook back.

At this moment an object appeared before
me, that promised, one way or another, to
interrupt the chase; it was a ditch or gulley,
that intersected my path at right angles. Tt
was several feet in depth, dry at the bottom,
and with perpendicular sides. T was almost
upon its edge before T noticed it, but the
moment it came under my eye [ saw that it
offcred the means of a temporary safety at
least. If T could only leap this gulley, T felt
satisfied that the buffaio could not. It wasa
gharp leap—at lcast, seventeen fect from
check to cheek; but T had done more than
that in my time; and, without halting in my
gait, I ran forward to the edge and sprang
over. [ alightea cleverly upon the opposite
bank, where I stopped, and turned round to
watch my pursuer. T now ascertained how
near my end Thad been s the hull was already
up to the gulicy.  Had I not wade my leap
at the instant [ did, T should have been by
that time dancing upon bis horns.  He him-

g Scif bad balked at the lesp; the deep chasm-

ke cleft had cowed him. Ile saw that he
could not clear it; and now stond upon the
apposite bank with head lowered, and spread
nostrils, his *ail Jash‘ng his smaoth flanks,
while his glaring black eyves expressed the
full measure of his haffled rage. T remarked
that my shot had taken effect in his choulder,
as the blood trickled from his long hair. I
had almost begun to congratulate myself on
having escaped, when a hurried glance to the
right, and another to the left, cut short my
happiness, T saw that on both sides, at a
distance of not less than fifty paces, the
wulley shallowed out into the plain, where it
ended; at either end it was, of course, pass-
able. The hull obhzerved this almost at the
same time as myself; and, suddenly turning
away from the brink, he ran along the edge
of the chasm, evidently with the intention of
turning it.  In less than a minute’s time we
were once meore on the same side, and my
situation appeared as terrible as ever; hat,
stepping hack for a short run, I re leaped the
chasn, and again we stood on opposite sides.

During all these manceuvres 1 had held on
to my rifle; and, seeing now that T might
have time to Joad it, T commenced feeling for
my powder horn. To my astonishment, T conld
not lay my hands upon it: T looked down to
my breast for the sling—it was not theres
beit and bullet-ponch too—all were gone! X
remembered lifting them over iny head, when
I set ahout cutting the dead bull, Trey were
lying by the carcass. This discovery was a
new source of chagrin ; but for my negligence,
T could now have mastered my antagonist,
Toreach the ammunition would he impossible;
I should be overtaken before T had got half-
way to it. T was not allowed to indulge much
time in my regrets; the bull had again turned
the ditch, and was once more upon the same
side with me, and T was compelled to take
another leap. I really do not remember how
often Tsprang backwards and forwards across
that chasm; I should think a score of times
at least : I became wearied with the exercise.
The leap was just as much as T conld do at
my best; and as T was growing weaker at
each fresh spring, T became satisfied that T
should soon leap short, and crush mysclf
against the steep rocky sides of the chasm.
Should I fall to the bottom, my pursuercould
casily reach me by entering at ecither end,
and I began to dread such a finale. The
vengeful brute showed no symptoms of
retiring ; on the contrary, the numerons dis-
appointments seemed only to iender him
wore determined in bis resentment.

An idea now suggested itself to my mind,
[ had looked all around to see if there
might not he something that offered a better
security, There were trees, but thev were
too distant: the only one near was that to
whirh my horse had bLeen tied. It was a
small onc, and like all of its species (it was a
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otfon wood,) there were no branches near
the root. T knew that I could clamber up it
by embracing the trunk, which was not over
ten inches in diameter, Conld I only suceeed
im reachmy it it would at ieast shelter me
better than the diteh, of which 1 was getting
heartily tived, But the question was, could
T reach it before the bul'? It was about
three hundred yards off. By proper mance-
uvering, 1 should have a start of fifty.  Even
with that, it would be a “close shave;” and
it proved so. I arrived at the tree, and spranz
up it like a mountebank; bu* the hot breath
of the buffalo streamed after me as Tascended,
and the concussion of his heavy skull against
the trunk alnost shook me back upon his
horns.  After a severe efiort, I succeeded in
lodging mysclf among the branches.

T'was now safe from all immediate danger,
but how was the affair to end 2 1 knew fromn
the experience of others, that my enewmy
might stay for hours by the tree—perhaps
for days. Hours wouid be enough. [ could
not stand it long. T hungered, but a worse
appetite tortured me: thirst. The hot sun,
the dust, the violent exercise of the past hour,
all contributed to make me thirsty. Even |
then, I would have risked life for a draught |
of water. What would it come to should ||
not be relicved? T had but one hope—that
my companions would come to my relief; bus
I knew that that would net be before morning.
They would miss me of course.  Perhaps my |
horse would return to camp—that would
send thew out in search of mc—but not before |
night had fallen. In the darkness, they:
could not follow my trail. Could they do soi
in the light? This last question, which I
had put to myself, startled me. T was just
in a condition to look upon the dark side of|
everything, and it now occurred to me that,
they might not be able to find me! There,
were many possibilities that they might not.
There were numcrous horse-trails on the
prairie, where Indians had passed. Tsaw this
when tracking the buffalo. - Besides, it might
rain in the night, and obliterate them all—my
own with the rest.  They were not likely to
find me by chance. A circle of ten miles
diameter is a large tract. 1t was a rolling
prairie, full of inequalitics, ridges with valleys
between.  The tree upon which T was perch-
ed stood in the bottom of one of the valleys—
it could not be scen over three hundred yards
distant. Those searching for e might pass
within hai', without percciving cither the tree
or the valley.

I remained for a long tme busied with
such gloomy thoughts and forebodings, Night
was coming on, but the ficree and obstinate
brute shewed no disposition to ritise the siege.
He remained watceiiful as ever, walking round
and round at intervals, lashing his tail, and
uttering that snorting sound so well known

the praivic-hunter, and which so much resem-

bles the snuflings of hogs when suddenly
alarmed.

While watching his various manceuvres, an
ohject on the ground drew my attention—it
was the trail-rope left by wmy horse. One
end of it was fastened round the trank by a
tirm knot—the other lay far out upon the
prairie, where it had been drageed. My
attention had been drawn to it by the bull
himself, which in crossirg he had noticed, and
now and then pawed it with his hoolx.

All at once abright ilea flashed upon me—
a sudden hope arose within me—a plan of
escape presented itselt) so feasible and possible,
that T leaped in my perch as the thought
struck me.

The first step was to get possession of the
rope. This was not such an easy matter.
The rope was fastened round the tree, but
the knot had slipped down the trunk and lay
upon the ground. I dared not descend for it.

Necessity soon suggested o plan. My
“pizker "—a piece of straight wire with a
ring-end—-hung from one of my breast huttons.

i This I took hold of, and bent into the shape

of a grappling-hook. I had no cord, but my
koife was still safe initssheath ; and, drawing
this, I cut several things from the skirt of my-
buckskin shirt, and knotted them together
antil they formed a string long enough to
reach the ground. To one end, 1 attached
the picker; and then letting it down, I com-
menced angling for the rope. After a few
transverse drags, the hook caught the latter,
and I pulled it up into the tree, taking the
whole of it in until I held the loose end in my
hands. 'The other end I permitted to remain
as it was; I saw it was securely knotted
around the trunk, and that was just what I
wanted. It was my intention to lasso the
bull; and for the purpose I proceeded to make
a running-noose on the end of the trail-rope.
This I executed with great care, and with all
my skill. T could depend upon the vope; it
was raw hide, and a better was never twisted ;
but 1 knew that if anything shouid chance
to slip at a critical moment, it might cost me
my life. With this knowledge, thercefore, [
spliced the eye, and made the knot as firm as
possible, and then the loup wasreeved through
and the thing was ready.

1 could throw a lasso tolerably well, but
the branches prevented me fiom winding it
it was necessary, therefore, 1o get the animal
in a certain position under theree, which, by
shouts and other demonstrations, 1 at length
succceded in effecting, The nioment of success
had arvived.  He stood aliost divectly below
me.  ‘The noose was shot down—1 had the
gratification to sec it settle round his neck;
and with a quick jerk 1 tightenedit.  The
rope ran beautifully ‘hrough the c¢ye, until
both eye and loop were buried beneath the
shagey hair of the animal’s neck. 1t embraced
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his throat in the right place, and I felt con-
fident it would hoid.

The moment the bull felt the jerk upon his
throat, he dashed madly out from the tree,
and then commenced rusning in cirelesaround
it.  Contrary to my intention, the rope had
slipped from my hunds at the lirst drag upon
it. My position was rather an unsteady one,
for the branches were slender, and I could
not manage matters as well as T could have
wished,  But 1 now feit confident enough.
T'he bull was tethered, and it only remained
for me to get out heyond the length of his
tether, and take to my heels. My gun lay on
one side, near the tree, where T had dropped
it in my race: this, of course. I meant to
-carry oft with me. I waited, therefore, until
the animal, in one of his circles, had got round
to the opposite side, and then slipping down
the trunk, I sprang out, pickcd up my rifle,
and ran. I knew the trail rope to be about
twenty yards in length, but Tran one hundred
at least before making halt. 1 had even
thoughts of continuing un, as [ still could not
help some misgivings about the rope. The
bull was one of the largest and strongest I
had ever seen. The rope might break, the
knot upon the tree might give way, or the
noose might slip over his head. Curiosity,
however, or rather a desire to be assured of my
safety prompted me to look around, when, to
wy joy, I beheld the huge monster stretched |
upon the plain. T could see the rope as tight
as a bow-string; and the tongue protruding
from the animal's jaws, shewed me that he
was strangling himself as fast as_I could
desire.

At the sight, the idea of bufialo-tongue for
supper returned in all its vigour; and it now
occurred to me that I should cat that very
tongue, and no other. I immediately turned
in my tracks, ran towards my powder and
balls—which, in my cagerness to escape, I
had forgotten all about—scized the horn and
pouch, poured in a charge, runmed down a
bullet, and then stealing nimbly up behind
the still struggling bull, T placed the muzzle
within three fect of his brisket, and fived.
He give adeath-kick or two, and then lay
quiet : it was all over with him.

I had the tongue from between his teeth
in a twinkling ; and procceding to the other
buli, T finishied the operations 1 had commen-
ced upon him. I was too tived to think of
carrying a very heavy load; so I contented
myseif with the tongues, and slinging these
over the barrel of my rifle, I shouldered it,
and commenced groping wny way back to
camp.  The moon had risen, and I had no
difficnity in foliowing my own trail; bat
before 1 had got haifeway, I met several of my
companions. My horse had got back a little

before suusct.  Hisappearance had of course
produced alarm, and half the camp had
turned out v search of me. Several, who

had a relish for fresh meat, gallopped back to
strip the two bulls of the rdmaining titbits;
but before midnight all had returned: and to
the accompaniment of the hump ribs, spurt-
ing in the cheerful blaze, T reconnted to my
companions the details of my adventure.

——— el S~ $ P -
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BY A BACKWOODSMAN.
No. vi
BESSY DALRY.
Bessy Darry was one of the sweet wild flowers
that blossomed beside me in the morning path of
life, and was all that I attempt to say of herin
the following verses.

A more devoted affection than she bestowed
on the two helpless beings, that Ileaven had
thrown upon her care would be difficult to in-
stance.

She was their coustant attendant, and never
seemed happy, nor looked so lovely as when
endeavouring to soothe and alleviate their suffer-
ing—I suw her follow the remains of a poor
brother to the grave, sho had struggled hard for
three years, and I saw her return tostipulate with
him, who had long had her earthly affections, ere
she becanie his forever, never to be separated
from the parent, she had so devotedly cher-
ished through years of sickness and want. They
came to the New World, where hermother’s dust
lies—and Bessy Dalry has long been the mistress
of a smiling Farm in the State of New York,

Such redeemivg traits of the heart, are the
green spots of time—traces of the civinity, still
to be found here—like springs in the desert—~—
When looking over the Day-Book of life, we turn
down a leaf of them, as land marks to refer to,
when the mind can be refreshed, when wearied
out. with the guilt and ingratitude of a sordid
and selfish world,

My blessings upon thee, sweet Bessy Dalry,
My blecsings upon thee, sweet Bessy Dalry,
There's no one sa¢ b.nnie "tween Berwick and
Swinnie,
Nor yet half sae gnid as sweet Bessy Dalry,
Her helpless auld mither, and her bed ridden
brither,
She’s never awanting whenever they ery,
Seck Tweed a'thegither, ye'll no find anither.
To marrow I trow, bonnie Bessy Dalry.

Her form it is faultless, her honnie blue cye,
Iz jusc like the Jicht of the soft summers sky,
And then ber sweet lips, 0’ the bee never sips
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0’ a floweret sae sweet as young Bessy Dalry.
Thouzh mine be the Hahouse, and hers but the
Shicling
The scorn 0" the warld, and its laugh I'd defy,
Aud reckon asnaething, compared wi the blessing
Of sharitg it a wi sweet Bessy Dalry.

When looking the meadow, or loaning the Kye,
I aye think I will, but can never gang by,
Whene'er I come near haud, there aye some bit
errand
For stopping to speak wi sweet Bessy Dalry,
To ask about Willie, or speer for her mither,
Andsome wee bit wordie to whisper forby,
A’ the less then I seck, is the blush on her
cheek,
Aund the stown look O’ love O’ sweet Bessy
Dalry.

Then come to my bosom, sweet Bessy Dalry,
O come to my bosom, sweet Bessy Dalry,
Itk ane sallbe ready to wait on my lady, :

I prize thee in Plaidie sweet Bessy Dalry.
Through lif: heaven granting, there nought be

awantiug,

That love ¢re can think O orsiller can buy.
And ilk wish 0" them, sall ever be mine,

Gin ye'l ka my ain Bonnie Bessy Dalry

Cunious Ciinesk Savings.—When aman seeks
advice and won't follow it, they compare him to
“a mole that's continually calling out for the
newspaper.” A drunkard’s nose is said to be
““a lighthouse warning us of the little water that
passes underneath.”—If 1 man is fond of dabling
in law, ther say “he bathes ina sea of sharks.”
—The father who neslects his child is said *“ to
run through life with a wild donkey tied to his
pigtail"—The young wife of an old man is com-
pared to * the light in a sick bedroom.”—Their
picture of asvbition is  a Mandarinteying to catch
& comet, by putting sa't on its tail.”~~And mock
philanthropy has been described by one of their
greatest poets as “ giving a mermaid a pair of
boots.”

Tur Law’s Detav.—If, in the cclebrated arbi-
tration casc of Paris and the anple of Discord the
three goddesses—Venus, Juno, and Minerva—
had been cach defended by Counsel, we wonder
when the case would have come toanend? The
apple wonld have been thrown into Chancery as
a matter of course, and the chauces are that the
celebrated judgzement would not have been deli-
vered at the presentday !

A Birrer Truti.—If 2 person has any defect,
such us a club foot, or a squint, or bad tecth, or
an ugly wife, or has lost a leg, or his hair, and
you rewmind him of it; or if he has been guilty of
anything he has reason to be ashamed of, such as
writing in the magazines, or riding outside & pen-
ny omnibus, and you make allusions to it Lefore
CO!H&)‘::‘\) —that is what coustitutes a * Bitter

THIE DILEMMA—A TALE.

BY HKXNRY G. BELL,

My native vale, my native vale,
How many a chequer'd year hath fled,
How many a vision bright and frail
My youth’s aspiring hopes have fed,
Sincelast thy beanties met mine eye,
Upon as sweet an eve as this,
And each soft breeze that wander'd by,
Whisper'd of love, repose, and bliss;
I deem’d not then a ruder gale
Would sweep 1me soon from Malha ndale.

Alaric Watte,
“By St. Agatha! I believe there is something
in the shape of a tear in these durk eyes of mine,
about which the women rave so unmercifully,”
said the young Fitzclarence, as, after an absence
of two years, he came once more in sight of his
native village of Malhamdale. Ile stood upon
the neighbouring heights, and watehed the curl-
ing smoke coming up from the cottage chirneys
in the clear blue sky of evening, and he saw the
last beams of the setting sun playing upon the
western walls of his father’s old barouial mansion,
and a little farther off, he could distinguish
the trees and pleasure-grounds of Sir Meredith
Appleby's less ancient seat.  Then he thought of
Julia Appleby, the baronet’s only child, his youth-
ful playmate, his first friend, and his first loves
and as he thought of her he sighed. 1 wonder
why he sighed! When they parted two years
before, sunctioned and encouraged by their res-
pective pareats, (for there was nothing the old
people wished more than a union between the
families,) they had sworn eternal fidelity, and
plighted their hearts irrevocably to each other.
Fitzclarence thought of all this, and again he
sighed. Different prople are differently affected
by the same things.  After v long an absence,
many a man would, in the exuberance of his
feelings, have thrown himsclf down on the first
Led of wild-flowers he came to, and spouted long
speeches to himself out of all known plays. Our
hero preferred indulging in the following little
soliloquy :—** My father will be amazingly glad to
sce me,” said hic to himself; “and so will my
motker, and so will my oid friend the antedeluvian
butler Morgau-ap-Morgan, and 80 will the pointer~
bitch Juro and so will my pony Troilus; a pretty
figure, by the bye, I should cutnow upon Troilus,
in this gay military garb of nine, with my sword
rotiling between his legs, and my white plumes
streaming in the air like a minbow over him!
And Sir Meredith Appleby, too, with his great
gouty leg, willhobble through the room in ecstacy
as soon as I present myself before him; and
Julia, poor Julia, will blush, and smile, and come
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flying into my armslike a shuttlecock. Heigho!!
I am a very miserable young officer. The silly
girl loves me ; her imagination is all crammed
with hearts and darts; she will bore me to death
with her sighs, and hor tender glwnces, and her
allusions to time past, and her hopes of time to
come, and all the artillery of a love-sick child's
brain.—What in the name of the Pleindes, am 1
to do? Ibelieve 1 had asort of penchant for her
ance, when I was a mere boy in my nurse’s lead-
ing-strings ; I belicve I did give her some slight
hopes at one time or other; but, now—01 Rosa-
lind! dear—delightful {"—

Here his feelings overpowered him, and pulling
a miniature from his bosom he covered it with
kisses. Sorry am I to be obliged to confess that
it was nof the miniature of Julia.

¢ But what is to be done " he at length resu-
med, *the poor girl will go mad; she will hang
hergelf in her garters; or drown herself, like
Ophelia, in a brook, under a willow. And Ishall
be her murderer! I, who have never yet knocked
on the head a single man in the ficld of battle,
will commence my warlike operations by breaking
the heart of a woman. By St. Agatha it must
not be! I must be true to my engagement: yes,
though I become myself a martyr, I mustobey the
dictatesof honour. Forgive me, Rosalind, heaven-
Yiest object of my adoration! Let not thy Fitz-
clarence™——

Here his voice became inarticulate; and, as he
winded down the hill, nothing was heard but the
echoes of the multitudinous kisses he continued
to lavish on the little brilliantly-set portrait he
held in his hands.

Next morning, Sir Meredith Appleby was just
in the midst of 2 very sumptuous breakfast, (for,
notwithstanding hisgout, the baronet contrived to
preserve his appetite,) and the pretiy Julia was
presiding over thetea and coffee at the other end
of the table, immediately opposite her papa, with
the large long-eared spaniel sitting beside her, and
ever andanonlooking wistfully intoher face, when
& servaut brought in, or: alittle silver tray, aletter
for Sir Meredith. The old gentleman read it
aloud; it was from theelder Fitzclarence :—* My
dear friend, Alfred arrived last night. Heand I
will dine with you tg-day. Your’s Fitxclarence™
—Julis'scheeks grew first as white as her brow,
and then as red asher lips.  As soon a8 breakfast
was over, she retired to her own apartment,
whither we must, for oncs, take the liberty of fol-
lowing her.

She sat herself down before her mirror, and de-
liberately took from her hair & very tasteful little

knot of fictitious flowers, which she had fastened

in it when sherose. Oue naturally expected that
she wasabout to replace this ornament with somes
thing more splendid—a few jewels, perhaps; bug
she was not going to do any such thing. She rung
the bell; her confidentinl attendant, Alice, an-
swered the summons. *“La! Ma'am," said she,
““what is thematter? Youloo: asillas my aunt
Bridget."—* You have heard me talk of Alfred
Fitzclarence, Alice, have vou not?” said the lady,
languidly, and at the time slightly blushing. * 0!
ves. Ma'am, I think I have. He was to be married
to you before he went to the wars”—** He has
returned, Alice, and he will break his heart if he
finds I no longer love him. But he has been so
long away, and Harry Dalton has been so con-
stantly with me, and his tastes and mine are so
congenial ;—I'm sure you know, Alice, I'm not
fickle, but how could I avoid it? Harry Dalion
i3 so handsome, and so amiable !"—To be sure,
Ma'am, you had the best right to choose for your-
self; and so Mr. Fitzclarence must just break his
heart if he pleases, or else fight a desperate duel
with Mr. Dalton, with hisswords and guns,”—* 0!
Alice, you frighten me to death. There shall be
no duels fought for me. Though my bridal bed
should be my grave, I shall be true to my word.
The bare suspicion of my inconstancy would turn
poor Alfred mad. T know how he doatsuponme.
I must go to the altar, Alice, like a lamb to the
slaughter. Were I to refuse him, youmay depend
upon it he would put an end to his life with five
loaded pistols. Only think of that, Alice; what
could I say for myself, were his remains found in
his bed somemorning?" History does not report
what Alice said her mistress might, under such
circumstances, sty for herself; but it is certain
that they remained talking together till the third
dinper-bell rang.

TheFitzclarences were both true totheirengage-
ments; but notwithstanding every exertion on
the part of the two old gentlemen, they could not
exactly bring about thut “flow ofsoul” which they
had hopel to sce animating the young people.
At length, after the cloth was removed, a few
bumpers of claret had warmed Sir Meredith's
heart, he said boldly,—*‘¢ Julia, my love, as Al-
fred does not seem to be much of a wine-bibber,
suppose you show him the improvements in the
gardens and hot-houses, whilst we sexagenarians
remain where we are, to drink to the health of
both, and talk over family matters.” Alfred, thug
called upon, could not avoid risingfrom his seat,and
offering Julis hisarm, she accepted it witha blush
and they walked off together in silezce. * How
devotedly heloves me!” thought Julia, with asigh-
* No, no, I cannot break his heart."—* Poor girl *
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thought Alfved, bringing one of the curls of his
whiskers more Killingly over his cheel s “her af-
fections ave irrevoeably fixed onwme; the slight-
est atiention calle to her face all the roses of
Shavon,”

They procceded down n long gravelwalk,
bordered on both sides with fragrant and flowery
shrubs; but, except that the pebbles rubbed
against each other as they passed over them,
there was not 2 sowid to Le heard.  Julia, Pow-
ever, was observed to hoem twice, and
have been told that Fitzelwrence conghed more
than once. At length the lady stopped, and
plucked a rose. TFitzclarence stopped also and
plucked a lily. Juha swiled; so did Alfred.
Julia’s smile was chased away by a sigh; Alfred
immediately sighed also. Checking himself,
however, he saw the absolute necessity of com-
mencing a conversation. “Miss Appleby!”
said he at last—*Sir"—*It is two years, I
think, since we parted."—**Yes: two yeard on
the fittcenth of this month.,”  Alfred was silent,
“How she adores me!” thought he; ‘“she can
tell to 2 moment how long it iz since we last
met."—There was a pause.—*You have seen,
no doubt, a great deal since you left Malham-
dale?” said Julia.—*“ 0! a very great deal,” re-
plied her Jover. Miss Appleby hemmed once
more, and then drew in a mouthful of courage.
¢ understand the ladies of Eagland and Ireland
arc much more attractive than those of Wales.”
—* Generally speaking, I believe they ave—
¢ Sir!"—That is—I mean, I beg your pardon—
the truth is—I should have said—that—that—
you have dropped your rose.” Fitzclarence
stooped to pick it up; hut in so doing, the little
miriature which he wore round his neck escaped
from under his waistcoat, and though he did not
observe it, it was hanging conspicuously on his
breast, like an order, when he presented the
flower to Julia,

*“Good heavens! Fitzclarence, that is my
cousin Rosalind!”

“Your cousin Rosalind! where? how ?~the
miniature! It is all over with me! The murder
isout! Lord bless mel Julia, how pale you
have grown; yet hear me! be comforted. Iam
avery wretch; but, I shall be fuithful; do not
tarn away, love; do not weep; Julia! Julial
what is the matter with you ?—By Jove? she is
in hysterics; she will go distracted! Julia! I will
marry you, I swear to you by——"

Do not swear by anything at all,” cried Julia,
umable-any longer to conceal her rapture, “least
you-be trausported for perjury. You are my
own~—my very best Alfred ”

we

i Mad, quite mad,” thought Alfred.

1 wear a miniature t00,” proceeded the lady;
and she pulled from the lovliest bosom in the
world, the likeness, set in brilliants, of a youth
provokingly handsome, but noi IFitzclarcuce.

¢ Julia 17 .

“Alfred!”

“We have otk been faithless !”

¢ And now we are both happy.”

“ By St. Agatha! I wn sure of it.
not help wondering
stripling has actually

Only I can-
at yoar taste, Julia; that
no whiskers!”

*“Neither has my cousin Rosalind; yet you
found her resistless.”

“ Well, I believe you are right; and besides,
de gustibus—1 beg your pardon, I was going to
quote Latin.”

o

How 10 GROW 4 Pink o Fasutos.—This Pink
must be planted in the most aristocraticsoil. The
mould should be the very mould of form. It grows
mostly in the open air, and Belaravia may ve
looked upon as the great nursery for these Pinks,
Several favourable specimens, also, have been
rearcd at the theatres, the Italian and French
operas, and similar fashionable forcing houses. It
is met with in great profusion at the balla of the
nobility. The latter specimen, however, cannot
bear the daylight. It is put into a hot bed the
first thing when carriedhome in the morning, and
there it remains closed up and almost dead until
the evening, when it just begins to lift its droop-
ing head. It is about twelve o'clock at night
that itis seen to the most blooming advantage.
Your Pink of Fashion is watered with a liquid
called champagne, and, ifit i3 at all faint, a litde
piece of chicken and ham, and a few crumbs of
bread applied to the mouth of the delicate flower,
will revive it wonderfully. It is a very tender
plant, though it has been been known to hloom
for two or three seasons. The greatest care, how-
ever, is requisite to keep it from the cold, for its
beauty is so sensitive, that the slightest neglect
will nip it in the bud. The Pink'is of several
colours, but the white with a beautiful maiden
blush is the specimeninost preferred.  This Pink
usually carries its head very high, and though nos
distinguished for any particular amount of scents,
still it is cagerly taken in hand in society for its
(s) talk. The Pink or Fashion is mostly single,
but cases of double Pinks have been rccorded.
The double (or married) Piuk, however, does nos "
excite one half the interest of the one that is.
single.

To PoLICEMEN An0UT 10 Manry.—Wien you
are about to marry, visit as many cooks as you
can, so as to give you the widest possible area for -
your choice. ~ Avoid housemaids, whose occupa-
tion does not admit of the accumulation of mugh-
dust to come down with; and remember that-
there is nothing like kitchen-stuff for greasing the
wheel of fortune. When marricd, a policcrnan
will be justified in'living above bis station—if:hé -
can get & room there for nothing.
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SEDERGNT XX.
(Aajor and Doctor chatting before the fire.
—ZEnter Laird with face bound up.)
Magor.—Ilallo! my dear Laird, what has
been the matter with you, that you thus
make your appearance, with your head swath-

ed in rags, much after the fashion of a
mummny ?

Larp.—A tooth, Major, an auld trouble-
some tooth that for the sax days past has
worried me body an’ mind a’maist to death,
till at last Grizzy persuaded me to pluck up
courage an’ hae it oot, I went to some den-
tist chap in the city, but when I saw his fear-
some instruments, the pain departed, an’ were
X not ashamed o’ mysel’ I wad e’en have taken
my departure too. As it was, I sat me down
an’ begau questioning the fellow as to the pro-
priety of having the tooth out. He assured me.
that it was absolutely necessary, I then ask-
ed whether the operation wad be a painfu’
ane. Notat all, he replied, we always ad-
minister chloroform now, that is, if the patient
is willing, and they generally follow our re-
commendation; it is an easymatter; you are
insensible for a minute, and when you come
to, you find the tooth go-e,

Docron.—So you were verdant enough to
try. chioroform. :

Larrp.—Verdant! Na, ns. Like a sensi-
ble. child I submitted, The dentist took a

handkerchiefin which was placed a sponge,

e

and on the sponge he poured out a sma’
quantity o' the Lethean fluid, and—I remem-
ber naething mair.

Masor.—The operation was perfectly sue-
cessful.

Lamp.—It was, an' all T have to say is,—
were ony o' my fritnds suffering as I was, I
wad recommed them to mak’ use o’ it. It is-
maist pleasant to tak’, an’ it is a great satisfac-
tion to know that ye winna’ feel ony pain.

Docror.—You little know, Laird, the dan-
ger you run in these experiments. Chloro-
form is an agent requiring especial care in its:
administration. I see by a late number of the
Medical Times and Gazette, that no less than-
three deaths occured in hospital practice du-
ring last October, in Great Britain.  One at
the Edinburgh Infirmary, another at Univer- -
sity College Hospital, and a third at Saint.

‘| Bartholomew’s

Lamp.—Ma conscience!

Docror—And it would appear that, at.
leastin the Edinburgh case, that death was the
result of the carcless mannerin which chlo-
roform was administered, viz :—that of simply
wetting & handkerchicf with the fluid and-ap-
plying it to the face.

Lairp.—Cease, Doctor, I pray you, 1 will:
na’ have another tooth pulled, I mcan by
chloroform. )

Docror.—I will read you, for I think the
matter of sufficient importance:to -warrant its
introduction to the Shanty, and, particularly
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as I know that this agent is generally and in-
caution<ly used in Canada, a letter addressed
to the Liditor of the Medical Times and Ga-
gelte, on the deaths from chioroform I have
alluded to. The writer says:—

The Inte deaths from chloroform, occurring nearly at
the same time in different public institutions, have na-
turally attracted considerableattention ; and they seem
to call for sonte inquiry, whether means may not be
adopted to prevent such accidents or, at all events,
render them of more rare occurrence. In concluding
his account of thelate fatal case at St. Bartholomew's
Hospital, your reporter says:— ¢ It is monrnful, indeed,
to consider that, from cases such as the last three or
four which it has been our lot to record, the practical
surgeon gains no knowledge caleulated to anthorise the
hope, that in future the like tragedies will be of less
frequent oceurrence”” The case at St. Bartholomew's
Hospital might at first sishtscem to justify and require
these observations, for the chloroform wasadministered
by a medical man of eminence appointed to the duty,
and in the constant habit of performing it. The vital
organs of the patient were all sound, and she had taken
the chloraform before without il effects. There are ¢ir
cumstances, however, which led me to a different con-
clusion from that of your reporter.

When the air a person breathes does not contain
more thau 4 or 5 per cent. of vapour of chloroform, in-
sensibility is induced very gradually; and I have found
in numerons experiments on animals, that when vapor
of this strength is continued till they are destroyed,
death takes place very slowly. The breathing first be-
comes cmbarrassed, and then ceases; but the heart
oontinues to beat for one or two minutes afterwards.
During this interval, the animal can be easily restored
by artificial respiration; and it often happens that,
when the action of the heart is about to cease, the ani
mal makes a gasping inspiration or two, which renew
the circulation and cause spontanccus recovery if the
chloroform is not continued. On theoth:r hand, when
animals arc mado to breathe air containing 8 or 10 per
oent. or upwards of chloroform, death takes place very
quickly, and tho circulation of the blood is arrested at
the samc time as the breathing, and, indeed, in some
cases, hefore the breathing. A very few inspirations of
air, containing 10 per cent of vapor of chloroform, have
the cffect of paralyzing the heart, as I ascertained by
giving chloroform to rabbits, by means of artificial re.
spiration, after tho cliest was laid open.

Now, on cxamining the history of all the recorded
oascs of death from chloroform, it is ascertained that
the fatal event did not ariscin any instance from the
too long administration of vapor sufficiently Jdiluted
with air. In all the cases, the circulation has been ar-
rested by the immediate action of the chloroform, ow-
ing to the circumstance, that the air which the patient
‘was breathing just before he died, or became moribund,
has been too highly charged with vapor. It is evident,
therefore, that the first consideration in giving chlore-
form should be, to take care that the vapor contained
in the air which tho patient is breathing shall at no
timo much exceed five per cent. Sofar from this being
the caso, however, it is seldom that any thought is
taken of the quantity cf vapor in the sir breathed by
the patient. It is generally considcred sufficient to
know that the patient hasenough sir to support respi.
wation; and, indeed, the chloroform is usually given in

such a manuer that no knowledge is obtained, and no
command excrcised over the proportion of vapor in the
air. This is certainly the state of matters when the
chloroform is given on a handkerchief, or picce oflint 3
and I believe that the kind of inhaler used at St. Bar-
tholomnew’s Hospital aflords no means of cither know-
ing or regulating, even approximately, the proportion
of vapor in the air which the patient inhales. The
chloroform may appear to be administered with it exe
actly in the same manner, when the process is, in facty
very different.  So far, therefore, from having no hope,
that accidents from chloroform will be of less frequent
oceurrence, we have every reason to couclude that,
with additional pains and attention, they may be al-
most, if not altogether prevented.

Some persons direct their attention too exclusively
to the pulse while giving chloroform. If the vapor
were sufficiently diluted with air, it would exert no in-
fluence over the pulse, even if it were continued till the
breathing should cease; and if it were not sufliciently
diluted it might stop the pulse suddenly, without pre-
vious warning, when the information would come too
late. The pulse is, therefore, but of secondary import-
anco as an indication of the effectsof chloroform. The
breathing, and the state of the eyes and eyelids, afford
the best indications of a patient under chloroform ; bus
there is no particular occasion for going into detail on
the subject at present ; for it does not appear thatany
accident has happened from the practitioner misunder-
standing the state of the patient, and going on too long.
The cause of accident has always been, that the vapor,
being too strong, has acted so quickly, that there was
not time to judge of its effects.

I cannot concur in the opinion of those who think
that giving chloroform forasurgical operation is a very
trifling matter, requiring no particular skill; and thas
it is merely necessary tospill a quantity of the agent on
a towel or handkerchief, and make the patient quickly
insensible. It is quite true that this mode of proceed-
ing answers in a great number of cases withoutany ill
result; but it is attended all the time with some
amount of risk, and the patients should be considered
rather to escape from danger than not to incur any.
In certain patients the amount of chloroform which
must be absorbed at one time, to prevent pain, and
keep them from struggling during an operation, isnot
very far short of what wonld cause death : and in nearly
all cases, & larger amount of chloroform must be used
than would be fatal, if it were taken too quickly. 1t is
obvious, therefore, that the exhibition of chloreform in
operations must always be a process of somo delicacy,
and requiring care. With due skill and attention, how-
ever, there is ¢very reason to conclude that the dsnger
from chloroforra may cither be altogether abolished, or
reduced to an amount too small tobe estimated.

All thechief organs were found to be in a healthy
state in the patient who died in the Royal Infirmary of
Edinburgh, as well as in the patient at St. Bartholo.
mew’s. In the casc &t University College Hospital
there was afatty degeneration of thehesrt.  This, hows
evcr, is & very common affection ; and many patients
who have all the signs of it, as far as they are kuown,
undergo the cffects of chloroform without ill conses
q On reviewing the recorded cases of death
from chloroform, now between thirty and forty in num-
ber, the paticnta appear 10 have possessed an amouns.
of health and strength quite on an average with the
multitudes who have taken chloroform for operations




THE EDITOR'S SHANTY.

30

writh the best results. Consequently, the condition of
.the patient has not been the chief cause of tho accident;
Xt should still, however, be a matter of attention, not
s0 much in order to prohibit the chloroform, as tousc,
‘i dssible, additional care; for a patient with diseased
‘Jneart-would undoubtedly have aless cl than others
to recover from an overdose of chloroform, should he be
unfortunately submitted to it. When a patient liable
*t0 syncope, with weak or intermitting pulse, and srcus
.:senilis of the cornes, Tequires to: undergo an operation
-of"any.conscyucuce, there would, probably be-as much
danger from the pain and mental disturbsnce accoms
-panying it, as from chloroform carefully sdministered.
Xn sach cases, T take care to carry the effect of the vapor
10 further, and to keep it up no longer, than is impers-
- tively mecessary ; andif the operation, on account of its
being about the mouth, require to be performed in the
‘gitting posture, I have the patient placed horisontally
immediately afterwards.
Y am, &c.,

18, Sackville Street, October 31

So, Laird, in future be cautious how you
try such serious experiments without the con-
currence of your medical adviser. There is
snother matter I would like to inention, and
that i, that in this country, at least in Cana-
da West, young men are admitted to the study
of medicine, and as clecks in apothecaries
‘shops, without any preliminary examination,
‘a practice that cannot be too highly censured,
My attention was called to this matter the
other day, on reading in a New York paper
an account of a case of poisoning which took
placein that city, through the ignorance of
an apothecary’s clerk. The prescription ran;
—*“Soluble Tartar, or Tartrate of Potassa,
8 oz. to be takenin four doses,” it appears that
‘the Carbonate of Potassa was administered
which caused the death of the patient. I will
read you an extract from the Editor's remarks
on this case.

* Druggists cannot be too careful in putting up pre-
acriptions, and their liability to do great mischief
‘by the slightest inadvertenoe, is not at all overrated by

~the public. 8o many medicines closely resemble each
other,—thereare 30 many of the same-generic name,
which yet specifically do very greatly differ, and men

JoHN SNOW.

Before I stap, there is still another subject
‘I would speak about. It js the imperfect ex-
-amination candidates for degrees and.licenses
to practice are allowed to pass. I seethatat
the last examination of candidates for the
Doctrate, in the University of London, .in ad-
-dition to the written cxamination passed. 28
heretofore, they were conducted to the bedside
.of patients labouring nnder well-marked dis-
eases ‘and required to describe the physical
signs, disgnosis, prognosis, and treatment ap-
. propriate toeachcase. Shouldsuch asystembe
carried out here, it will have the effect of com-
pelling the student Lo pay .greater attention
to Clinical instruction than he hasbeen in
the habit of doing, and of eventually raising
the standard of professional knowledge, I
willnot pursue this subject further, here, a8 it
is hardly the proper place, but I hope the
Editor of our Canedian Medical Journal,
will take the matter in hand, at all events I
make the suggestion to him. Now Major and
Laird what have you got to say.

Maor~I-thought you had received a let-
ter from Cuticle, respecting the Hospital, we
mayas well hear his opinion on a sahject
in which he took so much interest.

Docror—Very well, then, I'll read you a
few remarks—my worthy friend's idea of the
present mundane system of charity seems to
be rather low. Just listen to the manner in
which he shows up the mere talkérs of the
preseat day :—

“QOnce upon a time, the Hospital was the
welcomed recipient of the sick man. In health
he labored on fulfilling his destiny, and when
disease overtook him he gladly turned :his
steps to the door wherea cheerful charity
received him as a suffering brother, and his pil-
low was made easy by the hand ofan unfeigned
benevolence. Then the wealthier sisterfeared
not to sit by the lonely couch of the midnight

“who are petfectly at homeamong medicines are wont } Watcher, nor trembled with appreheasion .48

$0'SYOW 30 carcless inhandling these dangerous agents,
Ahat it i a constant wonder:to the world, that there
- are not every week far more serious cases than the one
‘Wwe have recorded to-day. In'some shops,'to boys are
-gutrasted the delicate task of putting up prescriptions,
-~ custom whith -deserves the sharpest:censure,.al-
wayr. Inothers, ignorsat olerks, who can bardly. in-
terpret the mystic language of the receipts into the
Iabel namesof the bottles, and know nothing about the
-3mture. of the drugs they deal out, are left {o serve
-thepublic,- snd.do the blundering. When such.are
discovered, it is only an instinct of self-defence thab
oids the public to steer clear of their shops™
YOL, 1V,—0

she wiped the clammy sweat from the fevered
.brow of her, on whom had been set the seal
«of an agony-cace endured for both, and from
whose . fisce .great drops a8 -of blood, were
pouredout. Then the poor. man.learned:to
look with gratitude .on the hand that cured
him, and. was. led ;yet further .to bleas.the
Faith .that worked -such -mercica

We are:said to:be living in-a practical-age;

lan:agein which everything is tested by.the

-
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trite “ cui bono.® No one is satisfied with a
mere theory, and unless a speedy solution
follows the problem, it gets the go bye. We
do not feel inclined to question the above
facts however much we may feel disposed to
quarrel at the selfishness which is the
accompaniment, and to mourn over the
hollow heartedness which forms so prominent
a characteristic of the world at our day. The
astounding discoveries which are daily being
made in the fields of science, and the improve-
ments effected in the arts, are tending rapidly
to the dispersion of the humanrace, and involve
the inhabitants of earth in conflict of opinions
and of interests, the results of which cannot
yet be disclosed. Capital and labor are both
warring against cach other, and Intellect rears
aloft its ambitious crest, refusing to be fettered
by Faith, not casily intelligible by himan
reason. The thirst for mere worldly know-
Jedge engendered by the development of
reason, and the impetus which each one
receives to rush on with the tide of intellect,
has, while iz renders all clse more certainly
practical, scemed but to deaden the soul and
dethrone Fervent Holy Faith, Why isit that
at such a period asthis everything is practical
but religion, everything is definite or must be
put in a definite form to be received, religion
excepted; that a mere declaration of utter un-
worthiness and ill-defined feeling of degrada-
tion, and a pious horror of entering on some
supposed sinful amusements accompanied by
eertain gloomy shadows always brooding over
the visage, constitute now for the most part
the active, lively, and practical duties of nine-
tenths of the Christianity of to-day.
“We remember being present at a bed-side
of onc whom disease had wasted, and whose
skeleton-like form peered through his flesh
. a8 if death was already in his vitals. He
had walked in the sumptuous paths of
life, and laughed out the better part of a
life now numbering fifty summers, his eye
bhad fed on lovely forms, and his con-
templation had cver been with beauty, his
sgenses had never beenshocked by the ghastly
- joroads which illness makes, “My God!”
was the deep felt exclamation, *is it possible
for mortal-man to be reduced to sucha pitiful
eondition.” How many more have lived their
" iy summers of revelling and.riot? How
many more have passed their fifty summers

in dnnocent mirth and enjoyment, and have
never visited the widow and fatherless in
their affliction, or lifted the drop of cold water
to the lips of the dying? What do our more
wealthy classes know of the domestic suffer-
ings and care-worn sorrows of their poorer
brethren, what manifestations of real friendly
christian sympathy is dieplayed between
them? At the stormy meetings of so called
public charities, or at the gatherings of any
well intentioned coteites, the wants of the
more glaring cases of destitution and wretch-
edness are considered, and the rectitude and
moral standing of the personal characters of
the poor discussed with a depth and acute-
ness, which would lead an unprcjudiced
observer to believe that the only recipients
of bountv were or ought to be angels in rags.
Thus charity which should be the means of
conveying a double blessing, is, in the language
of one who had fillen under one of these
Relief Inquisitions, converted into * offensive
charity.”

¢ Between the poor and his wealthy brother
thercis a great gulf fixed,” disease in &
straw pallet can have no connection with com-
fort and health. Lazarus must yet lie at the
gate, where dogs may lick his sores, while
Dives lingers at his ease over the delicious
repast, feeding the hound with the children's
meat. Is poverty a crime of such magnitude
that sympathy cannot reach the victim? Ts
it indeed necessary to deal with the pauper
as with the criminal, and shut him upin
houses from which the delightful duties and
exercises of Christianity are carefully ex-
cluded? Yet such has been the custom
which a dying faith has established, until at
length we find in all our relief establishments
the care and supervison of the poor, both sick
and infirm, delivered over to the custody of &
staff of hired servants anda few ill paid
officers. 1sthis a carrying out of the prin-
ciples of charity, has any one of us a right to
delegate our immediate duties to paid substi-
tutes? Have we learned by this system, and
can our children learn by it, those beautiful
and touching duties which will be demanded
of us, and are implied in the language of
inspiration.

The neglect and consequent discontinuance
of the exercise of active bencvolence hasbe n

productive of many collateral evils, and one
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of the most distressing is the total disregard
to the arrangements of institutions with
reference to visitorial duties, and in connection
with the religious instruction of the sick.
‘With referonce to the first the evil is not so
great but that it may be easily removed. The
olbjections usually urged even by those who
feel disposed to burst through the sinful
barriers which custom has raised against the
performance of their duties, i3 the crowded
state of the sick wards of most hospitals, the
foulness of the atmosphere, and consequent lia-
bility to disease to which they would necessa-
rily be exposed. Well would it have been forthe
unfortunate inmates of some of our institutions
if their more fortunate Christian sisters and
brothers, had been cngaged in the active
exercise of their highest functions, crowded
rooms and pestilent chambers would never
have existed, breathing-room and careful
ventilation would long ago have lent their all
important aid in renovating and giving life to
the invalid. More perhaps even than this we
should have taught the mother lying on her
sleepless bed, and bowed down with the con-
suming five that wears away the springs of
life, that in leaving her own miserable abode
ghe made an exchange most acceptable, and
for which from her very soul she would say,
the Lord be thanked! Good Christian friends,
those of you who do sometimes stray into the
haunts of poverty say, do we not, speak truly
when we state that nothing but a stern neces-
sity can now force men to a hospital,andinduce
the mother, wife or child cheerfully to take
up their residence in your asylums—do they
not look on their visit to such places as a
degradation, and conjure up in their minds,
fancies and prejudices, which, although ex-
aggerated, tell but too plainly the coolness of
the reception which is provided for them.

¢« How very different would be the feeling of
a whole community in which real charity was
displayed, what angelic links would bind the
hearts of all together, and what wonderful
lessons of humanity and goodness, would be
enforced on our offspring—instead of having
& parent say, “I like my children to be fond
of animals and to have them about them, for
it softens their feglings "—we should witness
. the growing affections day by day, warmed
and balanced by the reception of impressions,

ing moral lessons of tenderness by fondling
brutes, they would be induced to imitate the
example of Him whose life on earth was one
continued scene of active personal charity,

‘* Another objection urged against the visita~
tions of the sick by many is, the admixture,
as is unavoidably the case with us—of indi-
viduals entertaining different views on religion,
This is indeed a very serious difficulty and
one attended with very alarming consequences
to those more immediately interested, but
because this and other evils surround us, are
we therefore to refrain from all good. It may
afford just grounds for a cautious behaviour
and deportment in our intercourse with those
who are not of ourselves, but certainly can be
no excuse for the neglect of a prime daty.
In the time of calamity the heart is open, and
the ecar alive to the words of kindness, the
grain of mercy dropped at such an hour may
spring up into vigorous life, Butin a building
devised and planned by a scientific architect, .
who knows what a hospital ought to be in its
character and construction; not a gloomy
dungeon, but carrying in all its compartments
symbols of hope and ever present love, the
only living exponent of his design surely
would not be awanting, and some even in our
day will be found to comp'ete the work
which we trust will prove a blessing to the
community.” '

As we arc on the subject, T may a3 well
give you a description of the Hospital itself,
which you will both, I think, admit to be a
credit to the architect, and an ornament to
the city. (ZReads.)

The building will consist of a centre and
three wings, somewhat in the form of the
letter E. Tt will occupy a quadrangular space
of 170 feet by 120 fect. The basement floor
contains kitchens, sculleries, servants' apart-
ments, and stores. The first floor is ap-
proached from the outside by a flight of stone
steps, leading to the entrance hall. This is a
spacious apartment; on either side of which,
and opening into it, are the Board room, and
a suite of waiting, examining, and consnlting
rooms, which have access, also, to a broad
corridor extending the whole length of the
centre, and branching off into the wings.
Opposite to these apartments are two large
wards adapted to extreme surgical cases, The

ail tending to goodness, and in place of learn-

apartments of the resident surgeon and severa.
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private wards occupy the first floor of the east
wing; while the west wing contains the dis-
pensary and the offices and other apartments
of the house steward, nurses, &c.

Opposite the entrance hall is the main stair-
case, 22 foet wide. At the extremities of the
wings are two other stiir-cases, aud there is
& servants’ stdir —all communicating with
every floor of the building.

The secorid and third stories are divided
into wards for patients, with large and com-
modious sitting-rooms for convalescents, con-
venient apattments for nurses, and a liberal
supply of baths, wash rooms, water-closets,
and other sanitory and domestic conveniences.

The upper story of the central tower con-
tains a chamber for 2 museum, opening into
& spacious gallery within the roof In the
upper parts of the towers, at the front angles
of the building, are placed the reservoirs for
the general supply of water to the establish-
ment,

The theatre, under which is the mortuary,
forms a distinct wing of the building, project-
ing from the centre, and approached from the
main stair-case. The theatre is a large oblong
room, semi-circular at one end, galleried, and
is lighted chiefly from the roof.

Each story of the building has rocmy bal-
conies, open to the west, with access from
the corridors of each wing.

The wards, twenty-two in number, are lofty,
commodious, and planned to admit of easy
classification. The largest of them are not
calculated for more than twelve patients each.
They are also so arranged that several in each
story may be easily shut o from all commu-
nication with the rest of the building.

The warming and ventilating has been de-
viged by the architect, and incorporated, as it
ought to be, with the plan of the building.
The plan is simple and somewhat novel. The
corridors, which are broad passuges in the
centre of the building, have their ceilings
lowered two feet below the level of the other
ceilings. The space thus cat off forms a flue
corresponding to the width of the corrider
(twelve feet) by two feet in depth. In the
sides of these flues are openings directly into
each apartment in the building, at points near
their ceilings, for the purpose of drawing off
the impure air. These flues terminate in ver.

-tical shafts of large ares, which convey the

impure air thus collected to the cxternal air
at the top of tlie towers.

The fresh air is admitted by openings in the
wall nedr the ground, and conveyed by sepa-
rate air-ducts along the flues just mentioned.
These branch off into smaller chanfiels be-
tween the joists, and into each apartment by
valvular orifices in the floors. In winter,
the fresh air, in its passage to the building, is
brought into contact with the surface of pipés
heated by hot water and hot dir, and which,
after performing its functions, is exhausted
by means of openings near the floors, eom-
municating with the foul air flues already de-

 scribed—the openings at the ceilings beiiig

intended for use, only, during summer.

1t is believed that a considerable saving in
fuel will thus be effected by locating the sup-
ply and exhaustion flues in the middle of the
building, insteau of the usual plan of flues in
the outer wall. The latter absorbs and gives
out a large portion of theheat to the external
air ; whereas, in the former case, a:i the heat
that can be absorbed must be returnedto the
internal aimosphere.

The style of the building is old English,
partially modified to our Canadian climate.
The most novel and original features in the
edifice are the roofed towers. These give a
singular boldness of character and outline to
the entire structure, which is simple and frée
from extraneous detail, but grouped into a te-
markably pleasing composition. The grand-
eur of effect produced by simplicity of parts
is here strikingly exemplified, and shows
what can be done at small cost by merely
treating the ordinary component parts of a
building in an artistic manner.

The central tower ic upwards of 100 feet
high. The view from the top of which, from
the elevated situation of the building, will be
very grand. _

MajJor.—1, for one, am proud of theHospital,
as I think we contributed somewhat in bring-
ing the matter before the public, and obtsin-
ing for them what will, I trust, tdrn out'a
great blessing,

Docror.—Amen, to that wish. I trist, dlso,
that the present resident physician will not ba
interfered with. Much, if not all of ‘the gdbd
that is even now done in the present eStabe

ishment is owing to his care and marisgemeiit,
and when the new building comeés to be
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placed under his care, you may rely on if,
that My, Hay's plans for convenience and
comfort, will be ably carried out by him.

Latwp.—Do ye na think that the site of the
‘new Hospital will be nnhealthy ¢

Docron—A very decided opxmon to that
effect has been expressed, { know ; butseveral
partics, whose opinions should be respected,
deem it otherwise. I would, however, hike to
see the matter properly discussed in the city
papers, hefore it be tao late.

Masor.—I noticed, Laird, that yor drove up
to the Shanty in your cutter. Did you find
tle sleighing goed?

Lasao,—¥Firet ratel My auld and faithful mare,
Jenny Geddes, drew me here frae Bonnie Braes
wi as little trouble, a8 if she had had uaething
at her tail except & joint stoel !

Masor~—Of all locomotive inventions, com-
mend me to an easy gliding cutter! A railway
car is not a circamstance in comparison. My
ancieat and much respected friend, Samuel
Johnson, was in the habit of declaring that the
swmnewan Sonwm of existence, consisted in being
whitled along a King's high way, in a post chaise,
at the rate of ten miles en hour, Hed this iflus-
trious lexicographer, however, been privileged to
enjoy 2 drive in one of our wheeliacking cha-
riots, ke would fer ever bave divorced his af-
fections from the vehicle propelled by circular
frames tuwrning on an axis!

Laixn.—MWan, that's a grand, round-aboat way
o' describing & wheell T doubt whether the hon-
est Doctor, himeel', could bae employed mair
wards to describe sic & sma’ affair! *“Circular
Srames turning on an axis!”

Decrox.—How deRcious to recine in a sleigh,
replete with buffalo robes, {a dave, of course,
&riving), your so0se being sheltered from the at-
tacks of Boreag, by the genial talisman of a pipe,
pregnant with ussophiscated tobacoo!

Lawan.—And then the kindly chiming o the
Gells! When I shut my een| ¥ can amaist fancy
that I'm King o' the Fairies, surrounded by my
jingling courtiers?

Docror.—That is too good! Just picture, if you
¢an, Oberon, with the brawny shoulders, and
coloasal pedestals of our hucolic chum! Why,
Titania would lose herself, irrecoverably, in the
brush-wood of your whiskers!

Larzp.—Joke awa'! I canna’ be angry st ony
thing, seeing that I got sax and eaxpence for the
balance o’ my wheat frac John Hyde, this bles-
sed morning!

Masor.—T agree with the Laird in his appre-
dgiation of the sleigh-bells. To me, they aro as
suggestive as the Vesper Chimes, xmmortallzed
by Tom Moore.

Larp.—Did you ever notice, Crabtree, the
different i mpressxons they produce, according to
the maod o the listener? I'll just gie ye a couple
o' cases in poiut. Qu Monday last, T drove up
to Esquesiug, to visit an auld friend lying, I fear,
upon his death-bed. We had come oot to Cana-
da in the same year, and our wreatlings and
strugglings up the Hill Dificulty o’ a back-wood |
life, had been nearly identicol. I had na’ secn
Squire Pettigrew—Peter Pettigrow is hisname;
for the better o' five years, and ho! what a
stun my heart got, to behold the once buirdly
man, withered and shivered up by the cauld,
simaom-like breath o’ death! On my road home,
the bells about Jenny Geddes’ neck sang nae-
thing but dirges. At ae time they would play

“I'm wearing awa’, Jean,
Like snaw when it’s thaw, Jean.™
Then they would change to
“Ye banks and bn;cs o honnie Doon,
How can ye bloom sae tresh and fair?
How ean ye chant, ye little birds ?
And I sae weary, fu’ o’ carel
And finally they rang the accompauimeat
to Susannsh Belamire's touching sang:
“What ails this heart o® mine?
‘What ails this watery e'e ?
‘What gars me &’ turn cauld as death,
‘When I take leave o’ thee.”

Masor.—You need not sueer Sangrado, my
own experiences completely coincide with those
of Boanie Braes.

Lao.—Yesterday I was engaged in a pilgrim-
age o’ a very different nature. It was to assist
at the nuptials o’ Pegpy Patullo, the daughter o’
another auld and respected freend. The Rever-
end Duncan Drumclog tied the knot, and after
he had departed, dancing commenced, according
to the canonical Scottish fashion, Auld ruling
elder as I am, I took my share in the reels wi’
the youngest o' the birkies, and what forno? It
was a fraction after ** elder’s hours ” before T set
oot on my return, and I can promise you that
Jenny’s bells serenaded me wi' a set o airs as
different frae that which they had performed the
preceding day, as light is frae darkness, As X
drove awa frae the festive domicile they struck
up wi'a birr and smiddum that constrained me
to tak' part in the stave:

“Fy! let us @’ to the bridal,
For therc'it be littin there:
Por Jock’s to be married to Maggie,
The lass wi’ the gowden hair,
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And there'll oo lang kale and pottage,
And bannocks o' barley meal;
And there’ll be goud saut herrin’,
To relish a cogue o good yill.”
After a season I began to meditate upon the part-
ing smack which I had bestowed upon my sonsie,
hazel-¢’ed partner, and to speculate upon what the
Kirk Session would say, had they been cognizant
o' the fact. My sclf-possession, however, was
completely restored by the bells uplifting the
canty ditty :
“Sume say that kissing’s a sin,
. But I think it's nane ava,
For kissing has wonn’d in this warld,
Since (ver that there was twa.
Oh if it wasna’ lawfw’,
Lawyers wzdna’ allow it ;
If it wasna’ holy,
Ministers wadna’ do it.
If it wasng, modest,
Maidens wadna’ tak’ it;
. If it wasnu’ plenty,
Puir folk wadna’ get it.”
Next—

Docror.—1I rise, Major, to order. If the Laird
be permitted to go on at this rate, stringing his
scraps 0i crazy rhymes together, like an old maid
engendering a quilt, theve is dut slender chance
of our overtaking the legitimate business of our
sederunt,

Lairp.—*“Mad ruiymes,” ye avld kiln-dried,
timber-headed, howker-up o’ dead bodies!

Major.—1I pray you ‘“speak no biting words,”
most excellent of clod pulverizers. The Doctor
hath reason cn hi: side, though his interruption
savoured somewhat of the uncourtly. Much
have we to do, and the night waxeth ancient.

Lawrp.—But crazy rhymes!
tak’ me for & bedlamite ?

Docror.—I withdraw the obnoxious expression,
and beg leave to introduce to the meeting Mr.
Hanson’s singularly interesting volume entitled
4 The Lost Prince.”

Larp.—Is that the ouik which pretends to
mak’ oot that the Yankee Mess John, Eleazar
‘Williams, is Louis XVII ¢’ France ?

Maisor.—In my humble opinion there i3 no
pretending about the matter. A stronger and
more satisfactory chainof circumstantial evidence,
never was brought together for the establishment
of a question of identity.

Larp.—Wha's crazy now, I should Jike to ken ?
Div you mean to tell me that the puir ill guided
wee laddie didna’gie up the ghostin the temple ?
Have na' I read Beauchesne's narrative o' that
damnable tragedy, till my een got as red as the
shell 0’ a hoiled lobater, wi’ greeting? The man's
in a creell

Does the man

Masor.—I do not marvel at your incredulity.
Until I read the volume, under discussion, I wus
as much an unbeliever in the claim put forth by
Mr. Williams, as you can possibly be.

Docror.—Is the proof indeed, so very cogent?

Masor,—In my humble opinion it could
hardly be more complete.

Lairp.—Can you gie us an inkling o' the same
within a rensonable space o' time, saj before the
supper tocsin i3 sounded ?

Major.—The thing is utterly impossible,
Bonnic Braes. As well might you ask me to
compress the Iliad into a nut-shell.

Docror.—Your illustration i3 somewhat anfor-
tuuate. Erasmus speaks of & cunning penman,
who wrote the great work of the immortal blind
ballad singer, in characters so small, that the
surtout of a filbert contained it without pressure
—or churting, asour North British mess-mate
would more emphatically say. .

Lamrp.—Does the preache-king attempt t
mak’ ony bawbees oot o’ his pretensions?

Masor.—Very far from it. But by way of a
more specific answer to your question Ishaliread
to you the concluding remarks of Mr. Hanson.
They are eloquent and impressive in no small
degreo s

A word before I conclude, with respect to the
pos°tion of Mr. Williams. On his part there is no
claim and no pretension. The lastthought in his
miad i3 that of political elevation. Educatedina
republican country, he is himself a republiean in
sentiment and feeling. A minister of the Protes-
tant Episcopal Church, he has no »'ish but to la-
berin her foldsnd worship at her altar untit death.
Devoted to the regeneration of the Indian, his
chief earthly hope is to rearamong those formerly
reput-d his countrymen, a temple to the name of
the Almighty God, which shall reat once a means
in future years of recalling them from theirignor-
ance and vice, and a monument of his love and
sacrifices for them. He isnow rapidly approach-
ing that period of life when the ambitions ang
the inteiests of earth are of little avail. Had he
known all he now does, thirty or even twenty
years earlier, the case might bave been different.
If at times thoughts and aspirations of a differens
character have entered his mind, he has now dis-
missed them ; and to go down to a Christian's
grave in peace, usefulness, and honour, is all he
wishes for himself, and all his friends wish for
him.

His late years have been embittered by many
sorrows, and especially by the knowledge of his
early history, and having been myself the means
of dragging him into an unpleasant notoriety, X
bave deemed it my duty to do wkat lay within
the power of an unpractised pen, to vindicate him
from assaults.

To the eye of a cold philosophy, kings and the
sons of kings, are much like other men—but
few of us are philosophers, and God forbid we
shculd be, if it would deprive of sympathy for the
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talten. If T read any truth in histery it is, that
the hand of God is there, guiding the motions of
the vast machine of human destiny, and making
kings and rulers, and great men, statesmen, ora-
tors and poets, the agents for accomplishing his
all-wise designs, nor can I, from the loop-holes of
republican retreat, gaze with cynical eye upon the
centuries that are fled, nor on the realms that are
afar. The blood of a Bourbon or a Guelph may
be composed of much the same ingredients as my
own—but I recognise in it a something which the
Providence of God has sanctified through many
generations, and [ confess to the weakness of drop-
ping a tear at the thought of the forlorn descendant
of European kings, ministering, on the desolate
outskirts of civilization, to the scanty remnant ofa
race, once the barbaric sovereigns of this conti-
nent. But God, who deals equally with all, has,
d _ubtless, granted to him as much happiness in
the toils of missionary life, a8 to those who have
successively occupied the throne of his fathers.

“Stemtlnam quid faciunt? quid prodest, Pontice,
ongo

Sanguine genseri, pictosque ostendere vultus
Majorum, et stantes in currinus AEmilianos,

% * » » Nullaaconita bibuntur

Fictilibus : tunc illa time, quum pocula sumes
Gemmata et lato Setinum ardebit in auro,”

What boots it to be deemed of regal birth

And reckon ancestors in endless line,

Warriors enthroned, bright dames and steel clad
knights?
L ] » L * »

No aconite is drank in cups of earth;

Then may you fear it when your fingers clasp,
A jewelled goblet, and the Setine wine
8parkles in ample gold.

Lamrp.—That’s a braw looking bit book, Ma-
Jor. What name does it answer to?

Masor —* Autographs for Freedom.”

Docror.—Is it a re-hash of the threadbare
story of the  Declaration of Independence ?”

Major.—No. It hasan aim more trutbful and
philaathropic than that mendacious lie of rebel-
lion. The object which the volume advocates is
to make all men free—black as well as white.

Docror,.—Oh, I presume, it is an anti-slavery
smnual.

Major.—You have smitten the nail on the
pericranium,

Lairp.—Has it got ony pictures? I'm aye
greedy to see pictures.

Masor.—Yes. Here for instance isa portrait
of that Reverend Priest in petticoats, Antoinette
L. Brown,

Lairp.—Let's look at the notoriety. Hech
#irs what & brazen-faced randy she is. Just mark
the stern iinpudence o’ her mouth. She seems
for &’ the world as if she was trying to churt out
every drop o' womanhood that lurked in her sys-
tem,

Docror.—Pray, Laird, did you chance to

fall in with Mr. William Chambers, when he
was in Toronto ?

Lamo,—Sorry am I to say that T had not
that plea:ure. Fain would I hac seen again
the man that has done sae muckle for popu-
larizing sound and nutritious literature.

Masor.—You speak as if you had once met
with the ¢ cheap John” of literature.

Lamp.—I said **seen,” Crabtree, and no
“met.” There is a wide difference, I trow,
between thae twa words. The latter would
imply that I had eaten 2 Welsh rabbit, and
may be, discussed a tumbler or sae, o' toddy
wi' the honest man. But when ye only say
‘seen,” it means naething mair than that he
had been pointed oot to ye in the kirk or at
the market.

Masor,—You have recently been elevated
to the status of & school trustee, I believe?

Lawrrp.—That’s true; but hoo cam ye to
get sae early an inkling o' the tidings?

Masor—Why, Laird, T heard nothing of
the matter. I simply jumped tc the conclu-
sion in consequence of witnessing your new-
born furor of philological precision! Priscian
or Lindley Murray could hardly have exceed-
ed the perjenkness of your definitions!

Docror. —But, Bonnie-braes, when and
where was it that you forgathered with Wm,
Chambers ?

Lamp.~Touching the epoch, it was mair
years ago than I can weel condescend upon ;
but at ony rate it was a guid bittock o' time
before my chin and arazor had b>come fami-
liar! At the period in question Maister
Chawmers (few folk, I opine, ca'd him Maister
then) keepit a wee book shop on Ltith Walk,
no’ far frae the toll gate. It was abit shanty
o' a thing, built o’ timmer just like our back-
wood extempore domiciles, and, wi’ its con-
tents, wad hae been dearly purchased at
thirty or forty pounds,

Masor—Do you include the owner in the
valuation?

Lairp.—~Haud your tongue, ye scoffer, or
T'll no say anither word this blessed night till
after supper!

Docror (aside)}~The penance might by
possibility be endured!

Lamp.—In the front of this bibliopolic
booth, wasa stand covered wi' auld diction-
aries, odd volumes o' magazines, and novels,
and sic like ‘* waifs and strays” of literature.
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‘There might hae been, in addition, an assort-
ment of second-hand frying pans, cheese-
toasters, and domestic implements o’ a corres-
ponding description, but o' thisI canna’ speak
wi’ precision. At ony rate Willie Chawmers
was in a very small line o' business.

Masor. ~What a contrast does the present
position of Chambers' house present to the
sketch which our agricultural chum has been
favouring us with! How fortunate the bro
thers have been in their literarv speculations !

Lap.—Craving your pardon, Crabtrece,
¢ fortunate” is an unmerning and mensless
expression, in the circumstances o’ the case!
Fortune, as fules understand the word, has
naething to do wi’ the matter! The lads had
the gumption to see that the reading million
craved economical viands 0’ & mair supérior
description than what the market afforded,
and they cut their claith accordingly. Iam
auld cnough to mind the wersh and fushion-
less trash which thirty years ago was mea-
sured oot by publishers in threepenny and
sixpenny messes. Even a butcher's appren-
tice, noo-a-days, wad turn up his nose wi'a
scunner, at the viands which at that time were
supplicd to the middle classes, sae far as
reading was concerned.

Docror.—In administering to this want
the Chambers were eminently successful.
They at once clevated cheap, popular reading
to a pitch nearly as high as it could possibly
attain. I more than question whether any
of the low-priced serials of the present day
are superior to the pristine numbers of the
s Edinburgh Journal.”

Masor.—XWhat a thousand pitics it is that
‘William should have penned such a cento of
bunkum and fudge, as the letter which he
addressed to the New York Tridune, on
takiog lcave of Dollardom the other day.

Lamn.—I have nac secn it. What does
the lad say?

Mason.—I wili read you the obnexious
paragraphs:—

¢ [ leave the United States with much regret.
I carry with me the conviction that a great
and splendid future is before them. Contrary
to the opinion of most travellers from Eng
Tand, T see here a young but rapidly growing
pation offcring an example to the oldest com-
munities in Europe. It is far from my wish
to flatter; but what! do I not fecl vast delight
in sceing? I am overcome with the stupen-
dous proportions and capacity of the country,

its far stretching fields for human subsistence
and happiness; of the American people, so
little understood, and often misrepresented,
1 candidly own that their remnarkable love of
order, their energy and perseverance, their
love of independence, the self-respect of even
the humblest classes among them, their
striking sobricty, their admirable educational
systems, their many excellent librarics and
universa fondness for reading, their press free
from fiscal cxactions, their flourishing religious
institutions untampered by civil pelity, their
cconomically and spiritediy got up railways,
now pushed half way to the Pacific, the neat-
ness of their dwellings, their wonderful—and
to an Englishman, alarming progress in the
mechanical arts, the marvellous growth of
their cities, and I will add their civility to
strangers—I say all this gives me unqualified
pleasure; and when 1 contrast their cities,
free of pauperism and vice in its most loath-
some forms, with what meets the eyc in Lon-
don, Edinburgh, Glasgow and other large
cities in Britain, I feel that travellers from the
old country have really little reason to speak
disdainfully of Americs, or to exaggerate faults
which at most are only partial and of no sort
of account,

“ Such being my impressions, it will be my
duty to represent, in my own poor way al
home, things as they deserve to be spoken of,
Nor shall 1 fail to speak of the advantages to
be derived by an emigration of the laboring
classes generally to this country—fecling as
as they will do from a perishing and umm-
proveable condit’ 1 to a state of comfort and
boundless prospects of well-doing..”

Docror—TIs that all ?

Masor—Itis

Docror.—I can only say then, that so far
as Canada is concerned, 1 hope the Chambers
intended speculation of reprinting their works
in this country may turn out, in a pecutiary
sense, & failure. There is one very decided
false statement in that letter; I allude to thag
passage which contrasts the citics of Great
Britain with those of the United States. Had
Mr. Chambers lived as long in these same
American cities as I have, he would assuredly
have changed his tone. I can with truth
assert, that in no city that I have been
in, with the exccption of New Orleans,
Natchez—and some few other western cities,
have I seen such fearful proof of immorality
as was evidenced in New York by the number
of unfortunate females who paraded the streets,
London with its two millions and a half of
inhabitants presents a less loathsome spectacle
than did New York in 1846, with its thirty
thousand degraded and lost females,
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1n regard to the advantages offered by the
United States, to the emigrant, Mr. Lillle’s
pamphlet only requires to be read to carry
tho conviction that whatever advantages our
neighbours offer, we offer greater. I am sur-
prised at the tenor of Mr. Chambers' letter I
must confess.

Masor-—So am I. It is most singular that
50 short a residence in the States should have
s0 corrupted Chambers as to induce him, for
the sake of making a few paltry pounds, by
reprinting his works, to pay America so high
and certainly so undeserved a tribute. I
mean undeserved when contrasted with other
countries, Canada for instance. By-the-by
talking of other countries I will read you
extracts from two letters, one from California,
the other from Australia. I'll begin with the
Californian epistle.—( Reads.)

“After all that hae been spoken contemptuously
of “ the diggins," they have notturned out the
only profitable gold enterprise, whether in Aus-
tralia or California. I bave repeatedly had the
most perfect evidence that the early emigrants
and miners found gold on the river beds, during
the dry season, mixed up with sand and dirt in
such large deposits that a man might separate
£500 in a day. For a time, all that the imagi-
nation could depict abont the fabled Eldorado, was
more than realised here, and from the great ex-
tent of theriver beds and mountaia “dulches,”you
might suppose that great success would con-
tinue for many years. Yet if you could see the
marvcllous works of excavations that have been
done here in every direction, you would wonder
how it was possible for the population ot Califor-
nis to have done such an amount of work. Hun-
dreds of miles of mining ground have been turn-
od aud washed over two or three times, and
where the rivers were too deep to admit of min-
ing in dry seasons—large wooden planes have
been erected to carry offthe water,and lay bare the
bed. In other cases the rivers have been turned
into artificial channcls—and latterly, soull ca-
oals have been made from rivers, draining the
waste water into remote places, where gold was
found, but no water. During the six months of
summer weather,the heatat the diggins is intense,
and miners genenslly loave work from 1lto4
P. M. However, it must not be omitted, that
the heat by day, aud extremo cold at night—the
bad food, and &till worse accommodation, the
grosk iusccurity of life, through drinking habits,
aad the congregating of the worst of criminals,
in search of gold, have combined to make the

diggins a bard business fu its best estate; while
there, I made several excavations by the assis-
tanco of a winer, G. W—, who was onboard the
City of Glasgow, but we never got enough to pay
expenses. The mining country is very beautifuland
picturesque, like a vast park, covered at intervals
with fine pineandancientoak. Ishould think.upon
the whole, that the traders who have supplied
food and clothing at the diggins, have made the
most money, charging generally, a profis of 100
to 150 per cent., in this way the miners have
been much- plundered. Whilein the mines,befora
my machinery arrived, I had serious thoughts of
settling on a farm in the midst of the mining dis~
trict, between the middle and south forks of the
American river, and I was in negotiation for a
farm of 160 acres, with a small house, which was
offered me for the low sum of £60.—It was well
watered, and in the driest season therc was grass
one foot high. Nearly fifty acres was clear pasture.

The farm or rauch wasa presmption claim of
an American, for which I should bave had after
wards to pay about onchundred and sixty dollars,
or about forty pounds. Therc was a2 saw-
mill about half a mile distant, where I could have
sawed out encugh timber from the estate to pay
for living. The chief difficulty in taking that ox
suy other farm is the payment for labour, abouk
forty doliars a mouth and board for each man.
Any one with sons would do well here on a farm
with & good tiller. The Mexicaus have laid
claim to the chief portion of land near the coast,
and, until these claims are setWed by the land
comuwissioners, it is dangerous to have to do with
them. But in the mining districts there are good
lands to be obtained by all who are citizens, o
who have declarced their intention of becoming
such, all that is requisite i3 to ascertain by search-
ing the District Register to see if there is any
recorded claim of the desired land, if not, a
qualiicd man may record 160 for bimself, 160 for
his wife, and 160 for cach child—specifying ex-
actly the bounds and making within thres
months, improvements w the amount of two
hundred or two hundred andfifty dallars. The
land can be used frec of charge till surveyed by
government, and then about one dollar an acre
is called for. The price of land varies extremely.
In San Francisco I have known land as street
frontage sell at four hundred dollars a foot, and
city lots, in partsnot yet built on orgraded, with
twenty-three fcet frontage and running back sixty-
cight feet, average from six hundred to oue
thousand dollers. Farming lands about twenty
miles distant can be bought at about aix to cight
dollars an acre, with confirmed titles.
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The fertility of the land i3 very great, and
where irrigation can be supplied in the six
dry montha from April to October three crops of
barley or wheat might be obtained. At no
scason of the year is it too cold to grow crops,
or flowers, or vegetables. It isnow the end of
November, the raing have set in, and, instead
of preparing for frost, farmers and gardeners
are busily planting out everything that is able to
grow. I have just finished planting out geraniums,
pasturtiums and pinks, and a few daysago Isowed
onion, turnip, radish, lettuce, spinach, carrot,
and cauliffower sced, which I expect to be well
established by Christmas. In San Fraucisco the
summer and dry months are colder than our
rainy ones, in consequence of daily gales from
the north-west, which are piercingly cold. The
nights are always cool and requiring blankets.

The ordinary diseases are chills and fever,
diarrhzeas, dysentery and consumption, and ‘re-
coveries fromn illnesses are usually slow. I
believe California to be healthier than any other
state in the Union—but the insecurity of life and
property, which is one of the bitter fruits of
republicanism, i3 largely increased here among
the classes whofrequent the drinking and gambling
saloons. Numbers are murdered here and thrown
into the bay, about whose fate no enquiry is
made beyond a coroner’s verdict, If 2 murderer
escapes he is rarely apprehended as no police are
employed to pursue. Another disadvantage here,
and common to the United States, is the cou-
tempt shown to service. Every one desires to be
independent, and there are uo servants. Those
whom you hire to assist act more like partners
than scrvants, and expect to be treated with per-
fect equality in all respects. The term servand
is considered synonymous with slave.

Importers of goods frequently gamble awey
the whole value of their goods, and have even-
tuaily tosacrifice them at auction, so that nearly
all the traders of the city and country towns buy
&t auction, and destror, to 2 large extent, whole-
sale trading, o that even for private individuals,
buying wholesale, auctions are the best market.
Retail prices ave just ‘ouble wholesale. The
passion for drink is so m.ense, that two-thirds of
the stores have drinking bars.  Duties are very
high, if foreigners import, but nearly every thing
pertaining to farming or trade, can be bought at
home prices.

A capitalist, with cven a small amount, say
£2000, could live by getting 24 to S per cent.
per month, and payable in advance, on the best
state or landed sccurity. Good brick buildings
ean be bought, paying the sameinterest. Iam

living on the rents of machinery and house
which I have let for eighteen months.

San Francisco has become, in four years, a
very fine city, with stone streets, buildings, five
and six stories high; and the streets are lined
with shops, containing luxury and variety from
all nations. A person living without a business,
aud enjoying leisure, is indeed@ a rarc sight.
All appear occupicd intensely, and labour is con-
sidered so honorable, that persons unoccupied
are more pitied than respected.

Our Sundays are becoming more sacred—but
theatres and races still go on during the Lord's
day.

It is always cheaper for new-comers to hire
an-unfurnished room or shanty, and board them-
selves, thanto go to any boarding-house, which
charge $10 a week, this without drinks. Trad-
ing is more profitable in country towns than in
the city—I mean in shops ; for rents are enor-
mous in this city. Flour mills and saw mills are
doing well; trading vessels up to Sacramento
and Maryville are profitable, as coasters. Bat,
be it remembered, the Custom House Laws are
very severe against all foreign bottors, whether
boats or vessels, confiscating them withous
mercy. Our communicatious with Europe are
much improved. The route by Nicaragua Lake
is most reliable, and passengers from hence, go
in twenty-three days to New York, which is &
week sooner than by Panama; we fully expecs
to have a railway from hence to New York in
four years, and a regular stcam communication
with China next spring. The Americans cer-
tainly excel all other nations in hard working,
and, though wages of labour are high, twice as
much work is done than is obtained in the same
time clsewhere; large frame houses are buils
here in fourteen to twenty-one days—and brick
buildings, that in Europe would take a year in
building, are finished here in four months. In
regard to politics, the Americans are fully bens
on annexation ; Mexico, Sandwich Islands, Peru,
and Cuba, are all thought of by them. They de-
gin by colonizing, and then introduce republican
principles, and longing for union with the States,
The fisheries at San Francisco are excellent; we
have in great abundance, sturgeon, salmon, her-
ring, sardines, whiting, skait, rock cod, craw-fish.
In game, elk, antelope, deer, hare, gecse, duck,
partridges; we arc well supplied with milk, for
which we pay six pence a pint; beclis one shil
ling per pound ; mutton, two shillings—pork, two
shillings ; fowls, ten shillings cach. Potatoes
are now 1d. per pound; but they often, when
scarce, cost scven pence a pound; cabbages
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are six pence each, caulifiowers, two shillings.
The passage money from New York, in best
cabin, isabout £30 cach—in steerage, £15.”

The Australian extract is very short—here it
8 :—(Reads)

¢ Melbourne—a very pretty well laid-out town
on a rising knoll—no trees, however, which is
disadvantageous—fearful want of provisions—
bardly any to be seen, 6th September—Off to-
morrow to the digging—glorious accounts of the
gold—obliged to steep in a room 11 by 12, with
fifteen others—paid $3. 9d. for it—the same for
meals. Australia is not the place I fancied it
wag. It is rather a hard place. You cannot get
either wood or water without paying. From whot
I can find out, a person i3 better off in Canada
with 5s. per day than he is here with 25s. Three
pounds for a quarter of a cord of wood, think of
that, ye grumblers at £1 per cord. For a glass
of milk you have to pay 1s. 3d.—eggs 1s. a piece
—18. 3d. for an apple—9d. for a glass of ale.
Fancy clergymen and their sons breaking stones
on the road. I often wish I was home again and
80 does many a poor fellow. Don’t come here.
Labour is high—253. per day. Carpenters, black-
smiths, &c. £2—rest in proportion. Hard coun-
try—no cowfort whatever, unless one has lots of
woney. The accounts of the gold exceed every
thing vet. Hope we may not be disappointed.”

Docror.—I presume by your look you expect
my opinion as to what I have just heard.

Masor.—No, not to-n:ght; we have no time.
I merely wished, as we have already given our
view of California, from sheer love of fair play, to
exhibit the country in another light. I can
scarcely say a more favorable oue. For my part
I do not believe we bave many among us so fool-
ish a8 to desire to forsake a thriving country for
the ignis jfatuus hope of picking up lumps of
gold. Canada has but to ba-known to be sought;
and I am much picased to learn that a gentleman
named Whitefield intends to publish a series of
Canadian sketches in the Mother Country, and to
illustrate them by lectures. Listen to an extract
from the prospectus—

« I propose to take these to Great Britain and
Ireland, and by means of exhibitions and public
lectures to set forth the superior advantages of
Canada over every other part of the North Ame-
rican Continent, in point of climate, svil, natural
productions, health, state of society, &ec.

Attracting the peop.e by means of pictorial
representations. and instructing them by means
of lectures, I shall effect the desirable objects of
enlightening the public mind of Great Britain,
and drawing attention to the great and undevel-

!

oped resources of Canada, ard thus turn the most
valuable portion of that vast tide of emigration
to the shores of Canada, which now sets in to-
wards the United States.

I shall prodably be absent about two years, as
I intend to visit every town and city in the
United Kingdom.”

I have seen some of his pictures, and I can
speak in the highest terms of them. Iam also
glad to say that Mr. Whitefield has achieved a
great feat; he has got a good view of Toronto,
a thing I scarcely deemed possible. Hamilton is
also very good, and so is Quebec. When com-
pleted, few Canadian parlors should be without
some of these * national pictures.”

Lairo.—I say, Crabtree, talking o' pictures
miods me to ask if you have looked over thae
buiks that came from Tallis & Co.?

Docror.—What books?

Major.—* Life and Times of the Duke of
Wellington,” by Col. Williams; ¢ The Flowers of
Loveliness,” edited by poor L. E. L., and * Fin-
den's Beauties of Moore.”

Docror.—How do you like the way in which
L. E. L's. production has been got up?

Major.—It is a very pretty drawing-room
table ornament. Some of the grouping is a lit-
tle forced, but that is almost unavoidable consider~
ing the subjects that have been selected. The
Countess of Blessington and Mr. Bayley of * Song
Notoriety,” have contributed to its contents, and
I may safely recommend the book to auy person
who wishes to have a book of finc plates on the
table, especially as it has been got up so cheaply,
three quarters of a dollar being all the sum
charged for each number.

Docror.—The other two mentioned arealready
so favorably known to the public, that I suppose
it is scarcely necessary to mention them.

Major.—Exactly so—no library will be com-
plete without Williams® Life of Wellington, and
as far as the Beauties of Moore, all that I have
s8aid in praise of L. E. L's. production, and a great
dealmore, applies toit. I am very much pleased
to see that a taste for the ornamental is spreading
amongst us—it looks well when we find fine books
of plates Iying on our tables, it marks the advent
of a “spread of taste.” Have you any music for
us, Doctor?

Docror—1I am gorry to say that I have been
obliged to shut out a little gem: from Mozart, for
want of room. I mean to get it in, next montb,
2¢ all hazards. In the meantime, here are some
fresh numbers of the * Musical Repository,”?
which are well worth the attention of the publie.

Larxp—Are there any sangsamongst them—
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I mean sangs wi' kindly Scottish words, and no'
your German or Italian fal-lals,

Docror.—1 tear you are doomed to disappoint-
ment, as there i3 not a single Scotfish song
amongst them. Here is the list—*‘The Camp
Polka,” by Charles D'Albert. *“Pop goes the
Weasel,” which may almost be dedicated to Lord
Palmerston, Selections fram Balfg's ** Bohemian
Girl

Masor.—Which ?

Docror.~* I dreained I dweltin marble halls,”
and “The heart bowed down ;" the first of these
I never liked ; the second, however, i3 pretty.
The next in the list is a fine valse by Kcenig,
“La Valse d’Amour;” Kucken’s well known
“Trgb, Trab;” the “Ecbo du Mont Blane”
polka, and some very fine vocal and instrumental
selectiona from “La Prophite” make up the
sum.

Masor.—Really a good selection, and well
mixed ; only requiring a Scotch song or two, ek,
Laird.

Latrp.—Weel, weel, we canna get 2’ things
in the warld; s0o we must just be content wi’
wi at we hae; so I'll no’ deny that the music is
baih gude and cheap. And noo I'm gaun to
begin wi' wy facts. (Reads.)

A NEW SHADE TREE.

¢ A celcbrated writer bas lately issued a work
to show who was, or who was not, the writer of
the world-famed * Letiers of Junius;” 1 wish
some one equally anxious to display the acuteness
of their logical powers would undertake to show
us whether the ancient Jop was, or was not, a
gardener or arboriculturist. In the absenceof all
positive proof to the contrary, I venture to offer
a presumptive one that he wasnot; he never
could have sustained his patience under the nu-
merous tempting circumstances which crowd on
the gardener. Or, had he the heart of an arbori-
culturist, he could not have stood unmoved when
told * that his Elms were smitten with grubs and
borers ; his Lindens bore wreaths and festoon. of
insects, and were rotten at the ground; his Ail-
antus had become the pests of his country; and
his Maples the food of drop-worms and aphides.”
Job could not have been a gardener, and it is
well he was not, or he would have lost his cha-
racter and the world its model; and we have
gained him as & precedent in the inquiry, ‘ how
to stop this plague :” for trees are essential to our
existence. If one kind wont do, we must find a
substitute.

I am going to propose that we introduce s
wew shadetree ! Startnot, good reader, the * vast
and lofty * Himalaya's have not been ransacked

to prescnt you with another * curious and rgre™
specimen of abstract beauty; nor has Ching or
Japan been made to lay before you avother ob-~
ject of ning days wonder. Our subject has no
claims of kindred with either the * Tree of Hea-
ven” or the * Deodar ;" but isone *to the manor
born,” in which you ll, ejther by birth or adop-
tion, claim an inheritance, But its country must
not depreciate its value. It is American! Itis
Liguidamber styracifiue, Lix., better kuown as
the Sweet Gum. But the Sweet Gum I allude to
is not the “Sweet Gum ” aswe find it in densely
crowded woods, with its stem as slender and as
straight as a stud-gail boom ; nor the ** Sweet,
Gum” as we frequently see it in damp, balf
swampy places, with ehoots as weak and delicate
as a card-basket osier ; but the Sweet Gum some-
times seen growing by itself, unsurrounded by
other trees, and with its roots free to extend
themselves unchecked in a cool, deep, and rich
loam. In such situations it has not, perhapa, the
rural grandeur of the Oak,or the graceful elg=
gance of a Weeping Willow—not, probably, the
stiff, majestic foliage of the Magnolias, or the
lightness and ease of the * gentle™ Birch; but
yet & claim to picturesque and simple beauty
which no other can eclipse, beside combining
many other traits of interest separate in other
trees. It isa very rapid grower, will sttain 8
height of eighty feet, and a circumference of
seven, under favorable circumstances, and has 8
widely spreading, roundish, conical head. The
branches have a rigid, though much divaricating
mode of growth, and are covered with thag
corky-barked appearance so much sought after
and admired in some varieties of Elms, Maples,
and Nettle trees. The leaves and fruit resemble
the Buttonwood in all except size and hue, and
there is, indeed, 8 sort of distant relationship be-
tween the two familieg The leaves are not one-
third the size of the Buttonwood, deeply lobed—
star-like, and produced in abundance. The up-
per surface shines as if varnished; and as the
folisge moves with the slightest summer breezes,
gives the tree a playful and pleasing character in
its frequent succession of light and shade. This
pleasing character of the foliage is heightened at
the approach of fall by its brilliant colors. It
has po compeer in this character. The leaves
change to every describable shade of orange, yele
low, and red.

But beautiful as the tree really is, I would not
recommend it a8 a shade treo solely on that ac.
count. It abounds with a resinous principle ap-
parently obnozious toinsects. Extended obeere
vation has led me to believe that not s species

®
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‘attacks it. This propesty alone is wotth “a
phum ” to the planter.

Hdving stated its merits as a fajthful historian,
I must narrate its short.comings. I do not be-
lieve it is adapted to a greéat diversity of soil, or
to a high northern ladtude. In poor, dry soils,
it i3 of slow growth and short duration; and it
Thay not probably do well in the dry ard confined
‘dir of & dengely built city ; but what doés well in
such extremes?

It is easily propagated. ‘Séed should be sown
‘43 goon ag ripe, or early in the spring, in a loose,
loamy soil, somewhat shaded. Plants will appéar
in a fow weeks in the spring, and grow over a
foot the first season. The seed véssels do not
ripen till late in the fall, but should be gathered
before the first severe frost, which is apt to split
open the capsules and suffer the seed to escape.

It is singular that so handsome and useful a
tree should be 20 long neglected ; and the only
explanation probably is, that it did not come to
us with a recommendation from some one of
“the ends of the earth,”

RURAL CONVENIENCES AND ANIMAL COMFORTS.

Very few persons fully realize the beau ideal
of comfort in the country, although it is by no
means very difficult of attainment. Luxuries of the
first class may be supplied by the fruit and kitch-
en garden, the orchard, and through a well-kept
stock of domestic animals. We do not allude to
the common slip-shod and imperfect way in
which these supplies are obtained; that is by
means of late and stunted vegetables in a weedy
and uomanured garden, or fruit of a doubtful
character, on neglected, moss-grown, unpruned
trees, and everything else of a similar style of
production. These cannot be called luxuries,

' and even the inhabitant of dense cities, who sees
only brick wallsand one small patch of clear sky
just overhead, may get much better at thenear
ost market, on the corner of the next street.
‘What we allade to are articles of much higher
‘perfection—the best early vegetables from the
Kot bed; the most deliciors raised in the open
garden; fruits of the most improved varieties,
‘ihder the best caltivation, and conmprising the
whole yearly circle, from the exvliest strawberries
snd cherries, through the profusion of sorts that
ripen in sumnier and autamn, to the finestlong-

keeping ‘apples 'and pexrs. Every one, aldiost,

‘Has plenty of fruit during a cettdin brief period
in'sutumn, and some have a partial or 6¢casional
supply through & Targe portion of the year; but
very few are able toplace & fitie dish of the best
upon their tables for every day of the year. The
snimals of thefarm cuntribute theirshare; « the

flowing cup, fresh from the dairy virgin's liberal
hand,” 43 Armstrong expresses it; real genuine
cream for the strawberries, and not the market
mixture of chalkk and milk ; a fowl for the table
when needed, and plenty of fresh eggs from the
poultry house at all times; thesc all contribute
much to the comfort of country life. But theseare
not all ; the neat residence, the well-kept orna-
mental grounds, the well-furnished rooms, the
intellectual food of books and papers, all have a
large share in making up the complete whole.

But while the country resident is providing for
his own convenience, he should not forget the
comfort of his domestic animals. It is always
gratifying to eee the same complete system of
convenience in a farm, as in the most perfect
and best kept family residence. Warm, well ven-
tilated, well littered stables, thoroughly cleaned
at least twice, but better three times a day, are
not so rare as ample provision for the smaller ani-
mals. All animals are most liable to disease, and
most subject to a loss of flesh, when suffering
from any kind of discomfort, among the most
prominent of which are badly cleaned floors and
an impure atmosphere. Good milk is not to be
expected, nor good butter to be made from cows
suffering under these unfavorable influences. A
very rare thing is a clean icoffensive piggery.
Every pig-house should have a smooth, hatd
floor, 80 as to be constantly scraped and swept,
by the easiest possible removal of the accumula-
tions. Where geveral inches of peat or turf are
deposited, for them to root and burrow in (whén
the weather is not freezing), this should never be
allowed to remain long enough to create an un-
pleasant odor, and a hard floor will contribute
much towards its easy removal. How much bet-
ter would be such special provision as this, than
the more common practice of allowing swine to
roam the barn-yard among cattle, seeking shelter
and cleasliness, but finding none. Fowls are
very sensitive to cold and discomfort. We have
examined many well-made poultry-houses, but
scarcely one kept constantly sweet and clean. It
costs but little more to remove a peck of hen-
gusno, in light semi-daily instalments, than at
one weekly and disagreeable operation., Sheép
wonld grow and thrive, and survive our winters
better, were we to pay for artificial shelter for a
year or two, if comfortable sheds and dry yards
were provided for them, and sufficient divisions
made for keeping the various classes of weak
and strong, young and old, separate.

Complete ranges of buildings to furnish ample
provision for all tliese purposes, shonld be & sitie
qus non of every good farm; and if the tools
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and implewments ulso, could be only regarded as
having some degree of sensation, perhaps better
care would be tuken, and better shelter be pro-
vided for them. Carts, waggons, and plows;
rakes, hoes, and forks ; harrows, cultivators, and
drills, should a3 much have special rooms pro-
vided for them, in which they should be care-
fully kept when not in use as the favorite horse.

There i3 one other room of a different charac-
ter, which should never be omitted on any farm
of considerable size, but of which nearly every
one is entirely destitute. This is a dusiness office
attached to the dwelling, where the account
books are kept, where hired men are settled
with and puid, where bargains are made with
business men, and all consultations of a business
character are held. Such a room need not be
more than ten or ‘welve feet square, and may
be of very simple construction, warmed by a
small stove, and not consuming a cord of wood
ina year. If the farmer does not himself sce
the advautages of such an office, every neat
house-wife most certainly will, who is so often
annoyed by such transactions in those singularly
sppropriate places, the parlor, or around the
kitchen cook-stove.

We might add to the list of country conveni-
znces, good, well gravelled farm-roads; well
paved or fligged barn-yards; and self-shutting
and self-fastening gates for the different fields.

IMPORTANCE OF METHOD,

No greater element of success can be intro-
duced into the habits of the agriculturist, than a
strict methodical manuner of conducting the busi-
ness of the farm, and no deficiency will more

largely detract from his prospect of succesg, than
& lack of method. The contrast between the
man of method and the man without, is vivid in
the extreme. The business affairs of the one
are in all nianner of forms and conditions, save
in a prosperous form, while those of the other
are, in sailor parlance, ‘snug, trim, and all ataut.
The contiast in prosperity and general enjoyment
of life is fully as great as in the externals of busi-
ness affairs,

The successful management of a farm requires
a vast amount of care and attention, a close over-
gight; in short, an incessant watchfulness. There
must be brought to the task no insignificant
quantity of the most multifarious talents, and
they must be steadily and sturdily exercised. The
Qctails of farm management are of the most ex-
tended and complicated character, and can be
fully and successfully compassed, but by the ac-
tive exertion of a disciplined and educated mind,
which wmust call out its full resources, not forget-

ting the systematic arrangement and prompt ex-
ecution of all requirements for labor and skill,

That is a trite 0ld maxim which saith “ A place
for everything and everything in i place.”
Were it added, that the place be under a shelter
the addition would be an emendation. The farmer
wholacks method has many places for everything,
and those, far too frequently, places of full expos-
ure to the vicissitudes of the weather. The loss
consequent upon such exposure i3 no small item
in the year'saccount, and the loss of time, though
too little heeded, will often engulf the year's pro-
fits.

The orderly arrangement and systematic con-
duct of all matters pertaining to the farm estab-
lishment is not only indispensable to the profit-
abie management of the same, but is also a sine-
qua-non with regard to the pleasure which is to
be derived from rural life.

Orderly arrangement leads to neat arrange-
ment, and therefrom springs the sure beginnings
of refinement and rural taste, which ig a way-
mark in the direct road to intellectual culture,
honor, usefulness, true gentility, and a happy life.

Masor —Doctor, I must trouble you to read
Mrs, Grundy’s contributions. Poor thing, she
has had an attack of influenza, and instead of
applying to you, she was foolizh enough to take
some quack medicine. I am not sure whether
she wasnotboiled in Tamaractea; at all events
she is suffering still from the effects of the reme-
dies, and cannot make her appearance.

Docror.—Well, hand me over the basket and
its contents. Here goes, but pray excuse mis-
takes in the pronunciation. (Reads.)

Every month brings us something new and
beautiful in the way of dress or trimming, from
Paris. We had scarcely recovered from the
surprise caused by a view of a dozen kinds of
feather cdges of all colors, forming the most
beautifully fresh, chaste and unobtrusive edgings
for mantelets and ehawls, when presto! in marches
an imitation-fur made of silk and twice as beautiful,
with all the air of courtly favour, backed by the
impudence of a Menschikoff: All compositions
of feathers, down and blonde diaphonous vapo-
rosities must stand aside for this imitation of
aristocratic pretension ; and the only article that
maiotaing favor within its shadow, is a beautiful
plush trimming in imitation of ermine. It is
either clear white, or white streaked with black
or clouded with sky blue, The favor with which
this style of trimming is regarded in London, is
shown by the following exract from a leading
journal:—

“The plush bhas just been employed fo-
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trimming a dress of gros-de-Tours, of which we
subjoin a description. The gros-de-Tourgis of a
wery rich quality, and the color pearly grey. It
is covered with a running pattern of wreaths of
flowers drochee in a tint of pearl-grey, a shade
darker than the ground. The skirt of this dress
has three flounces, each edged with two bands of
the plush trimming. These bands are of different
widths; the broadest being placed nearest to the
edge of the flounce. The corsage is open, and
has a long basque with the corners in front
rounded. The sleeves are slit up to the elbow
and the corners at the ends slightly rounded.
Over thesesleeves there are vpper sleeves, which
descend half way down the arm: these upper
eleeves being also slit on the outside. The ends
of the sleeves, as well as of the basque and cor-
sage, are cdged with bands of plush. A half-
high chemisette and under sleeves of Alengon
lace are worn with this dress. An attacke of
onyx is fixed at the point in front of the corsage.
The bracelets which accompany this dress are of
a recherche description. They each cousist of a
broad band of black velvet, upon which are
affixed five picces of onyx of an oval shape;
forming, as it were, so many medallions.
PARIS FASHIONS,

The luxury of the ladies’ toilet i3 daily in-
creasing in Paris, and the richness of the goods
employed is only surpassed by the elegance of
the trimmings. Embroidered ribbons, lace of
the most costly description, are all the go.

The newe:t fashion for evening toilets, is that
called Boas de I'Indc (Indian Spakes.) This light
and clegant dress is made of a * spider-woven”
like goods, twisted in a peculiar manner and
forming a long boa which ends by two tassels of
silk or of gold guipure. This muslin snake i3
twice rolled around the neck, and when the
theatre or party is over, it may be used as a scarf
to cover the head and shoulders. The ariel
tissue may be, with much reason, compared to a
cloud around two stars—those of the sparkling
eves of the lady who wears it. The muslin boa
has taken the place of the hood, and is intended
to have an immense success among the ladies.

The dresses are always made with additional
skirts called dasques (jupes). The favor of this
style of dress is to be attributed to its graceful
and distinguished appearance. The wolants are
also much worn for the * dressed” dresses of
ordinary silk, but whenever the dressmaker
employs for her making a stiff and heavy silk, it
i8 not customary to use volants. The only
oraaments of the dresses are velvet and lace,

The Scotch plaids with black ground, either of

.

plainsilk or velvet, are considered as very fashion-
able.

I will also mention the Valencids with large
horizontal stripes of satin and velvet. The
woolen brocatelles—the water barpoors and plaid
popelines—and last, not the least, a cashmere
dress, with oriental ornaments of yellow silk,
immitating gold and forming a frame to checked
squares of various colors. This article i3 some-
what like a Harleqiin dress, but it is really
charming, particularly for ladies of dark com-
plexion.

The ““tiger velvet” is also much used for
boddice and bonnets.

The coiffures for soirces and balls, are of a very
variegated number and style. They may be
called a Salmigondis of fruits, flowers, leaves,
ribbons and laces, at d though, to my taste, they
are somewhat heavy for the head, they offer a
brilliant sight to the beholder, particularly when
they are placed on alovely head and well arranged
by the bair dresser

The grape Icaves, with gold wheat and falling
gold herbs, are also quite fashionable this winter.
But the most elegant and becoming coiffu:s,
particularly for ladies of & certain age, is com-
posed of velvet and lace—d la Marie Stuart.

The toilet of gentlemen is always the same,
which is to say—for the neglige, long riding coats
and surtouts tight to the waist and falling below
the knees.

The redingote hal-dress is made with short
skirt and large sleeveslined with cherry-color silk.

The pantaloons are still mada tight to the body.
The Jargest plaids are much used far morning
costume, but in the evening the black coat, pants
and fancy silk, or embroidered cloth waiscoat,
are the ne plus ultra of fashion. At the fashion-
able theatres, as the Grand Opera and the Italian
Theatre, the dress coat in blue cloth, with gilt
buttous, is considered as quite fashiohable.,

The fashion has inaugurated a new style for
serving up dinners, which is worth being men-
tioned here. Instead of serving the viands on
tae tableat the beginning of a dinner, the dessert
is placed on the cloth, with vases of fruits and
flowers, whilst the dinner is served on separate
tables and the bill of fare is distributed to the
guests, printed on very elegant pieces of thick
paper. The napkins are made very small, with
the initials of the host embroidered in the centre,
in red cotton or silk. In many houses the
napking are changed for e dessert, and they
are made with the finest linen and trimmed with
lace.

And now for my own part in the Shanty drama.
Here is chess, and I give you fair warning that 1
mean to take two pages in the next number, as a
chess tournament is now being held in Toronte,
and I shall require that space to do justice
the games that are played. (Reads.)
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CHESS.
(To Correspondents.)
G.A.—You are in error respecting the solu-

tion of our last problem, making, strangely
enough, the samo mistake that the editor of the
Kingston Whig appears to have fallen into, in
his notice of our chess problems.

W. G. D., Kingston.—We thank you for your
communication, and trust to hear from you
oftener.

A MgeupER oF THE Toroxto CnEess CLUB.—
The games sent will appear in our next.

G. P.—We thank you for correcting a mistake
which occurred in our last chapter on chess,
*¢The Chess Player’s Chronicle has completed its
fourteenth volume,”

Solutions to Problems 2., by J. H. R. ; J. B. H
and Pawn are correct ; all others are wrong,

SOLUTION TO PROBLEM NO. II.

WHITE, BLACK,
1. RtoQ R 3d. P moves.
2. K to his 3d. P checks.
8. K to his B 3d. P moves.

4. K tks P disc. mate.

PROBLEM No. III.
By * =2

BLACKE.
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White to play aad mate in five moves,

¢ H ESS
COairrer V.—CoxcLupine Revarks.

We propose concluding these short chapters
ou chess with a few remarks culled from Mr.
Kenny's “Manual of Chess,” to which work we
have been principally indebted for the informa-
tion already given. He advises practice, and re:
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commends all students to endeavor to play from
memory the game he has just finished. It fswal)
to cultivate the memory in this particular, as the
move, or moves, will then readily be discovered,
that led to the loss of the game.

Hood, :a his “Literary Reminiscences,” no-
tices the benefit resulting from this practice, fol-
lowing it up with a pleasing comparison. %It is
pleasant,” he says, *after a match at chess, par-
ticularly if we have won, to try back, and recon-
sider those important moves which bave hsd w
decisive influence on the result. It ia still more
interesting, in the pame of life, to recall the eri-
tical positions that have occurred during its pro.
gress, and review the false or judicious steps that
have led to our subsequent good or evil fortune,
There is, howerer, this difference, that chess-is &
matter of pure skill and calcalation ; whereas the
chequered board of human life is subject to the
caprice of chanee, the event being sometimes des
termined by combinations which never entered
into the mind of the player.”

* Practice, practice, practice is the best advice
after all, and I would recommend you strongly,”
says Kenny, “to select a player able to give
you odds; you will learn more by endeavoring to
defend your game from his well regulated attacks,
than by winning dozens of games from infrrior
players. Although the great pleasure resulting
from a good game of chess is the winning, still
there is much more to be gained by losing a well-
fought game, than by many easy conquests.

Recollect the advice given by R. Peon, Esq.
** Win a8 often as you can, but never make any
display of insulting joy on the occasion. When
you cannot win, lose (though you may not like
it) with good temper.”

In conclusion, we give the following L'Eavoy
to an old poem (N. Breton, 1638):—

“Then rule with care and quick conceit, *
And Sight with knowledge, s with foree;
8o beare a braine, to dash deceit,
And worke with reason and remorse ;
Forgive a fault when young men plaie,
Bogive & mate, and go your way.
“ And when yon plaie, beware of checke,
Know how to save snd give & neck ;
And with & checke beware of mate;
Butchefe ware had I wist oo late ;
Lose not the Queene, for ten to one,
If ahe be lost, the game is gone.™
XNIGMA,
No.18. By——,
‘Warrx.—K at his 8th; R at K 5ih,
Bracx.—K at bis sq.

White to play and mate is. three moves,

-



