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CARLYLE.

—

# A CAT can look at a king;” and even we,

living in a free country, may be permitted
to raise our feeble protest against one who is
evidently bent on effecting what we regard as a
baneful revolution in English literature. It is
impossible not to admirc Mr, Carlyle, bis varied
hnowledge, his occasivnal cluyuence, Lis powers
of invective and scarcasm , but above ali, we, for
our pert, chicfly were wont to admire him for his
fierce detestation of everything in the shiape of 2
¢ sham,” or what hie cousiders to be such. Bat
from being the denouncer of shams, he has be-
come the first of modern shams himself, a literary
Cagliostro, who might have been a great man,
and who has degencrated into a charlatan. He
was nlways ecceatric in the manner and style of
his writings, but in his life of Frederick ¢f Prus-
sig, Lie bas attained a height of absurdity beyond
which it i3 impossible for mortal man to wing his
flight. It is Carlylism run mad. He seems to
bave discovered Ariosto’s Curiosity Shop in the
moon, and to bave appropriated all the crazy
idcas there to his own proper use. We arc aware
that we may be accused of impertinence in thas
speaking of an author so cminent as Mr. Carlyle,
We canuot help that. We speak what we believe
to bo the truth; and if we are mistaken, it is our
misfortune that wo ure so.  We utter nought in
malice—and if we did, it matters little to Mr.
Carlyle—for we bave derived much pleasure from
the perusal of his earlier productions,—his ardele
on Buras in the Ediuburgh Revicw, his French
Revolution, his Sartor Resartus god  his
Hero Worship. These contain much sound
thought in sound knglish,; often brilliant,
indeed, both in sentimentand language. The
greater our loss and that of the world that
bo has fallen into cvil ways, in that respect,
and that he i8 now labouring to pervert the
tonguo of Shakespeare and Milton into a
sort of gibberish which i3 not the speech
of gods or men, nor of ¢ t'other beggars,” so
fur as we know. He has not “been at a feast
of languages, and gathered up the seraps,” for no
languago ever had such seraps. It is an olla of
the dialects of Touchstone, Sarah Gamp, and a
Virginia negro whose pronunciation bas bezn
reformed.  We do not mean to assert that the
wholo of tho Life of Frederick is written in this
gibberish, but much of it is, and mars the beauty
of & work which otherwise would confer bonour
on himself and the literature of bis coantry, We
shall, however, give a few specimens, from vol.
5, of Mr. Carlyle's mode of writing history. Ho
thus speaks of the Duke of Cumberland’s diff-
cultics prior to tho Conveation of Closter-Seven :
«1t i3 well-known how Royal Highness farad

when he did, and what a campalgn Rogal iligh-
ucss made of it this year 17671 How the Weser did
pruve wadeable, as Schmettau bad said to no
purpose . wadeable, bridgeable, and Royal High-
ness had to wriggle back, ever badk, no stand to
be made, or far worse than none; back ever
back, till he got into the sea, for that matter, and
to the end of more than ono thing. Puor man,
fricnds say he hag anincurable Hanover Ministry,
a Progeam that ig incxvcutable.  As yet he has
not lyst head, uny head he ever had; but ho is
wonderful, he ; and his England is.” Anaccount
of sume duings of the Germanic Diet i3 headed .
“ keicl's Thundur, slight Summary of it,” with
Question, Whitherward, if any whither? He
then goes on to say : # The thunderous fulmina-
tions of the Reicls-Diet, aninjured Saxony com-
plaining, an insulted Kaiscr, afler vain Delorta-
toriums, reporting and denouncing ¢ Horrors such
as these; what gay you, O Reich ?'—have been
goiog on sinco September last” And again:
% Kur-Mainz, chairman of the Diet (Weremember
how he was got,and a battle of Dittengen fought
in consequence, long since) 3 Kur-Mainz is ad-
mitted to have tho most decided Austrian lean-
ings; Britannic George, Austria being now on
the oppositeside, finds him anunhandy Kur-Mainz,
and what profit it was to iutroduce false weights
into Reich's balance that time. Not for long
generations before bad the poor old semi-imagin.
ary Reichi's-Diet risen into such paruxysms, nor
did it cver again after.  Never agin, in its ter-
restrial history, was there such agonistic parlia-
mentary struggle, and teriffic noiso of parlia~
mentary palaver witnessed in the poor Reicb’s-
Dict,” Alluding to tho clder Pitt's retirement
frum office in 1857, be discourses after this
fushion :—the # St. Vitus” is Mr. Carlyle’s
nickname fur the poliey of the English guvern-
m-nt ;.—%After six months' trial, the St. Vitus
finds that it cannot do with him , and will pre-
fer going on again. The last act his Royal
Higliness of Cumt rland did in England, was to
displace Pitt. ¥Down you, I am the man” said
Ruyal Highiness, and went to the Wesser coua-
tries on these terms.”  Some of the titles of tho
chapters or sections are curious; for cxample:
¢ Serene Highness of Wurtenburg at Fulda
(November 30th,, 1759) is just about ¢ firing
Victoria, and giving & ball to Beauty and
Fashion, in hvnour of a certain Event,~—but is
unpleasantly interrupted.” Again: ¢ What is
Perpetunl President Maupertuis doing all this
whilc? Is hestill in Berlin, or where in the Uni-
wurse ishe?  Alas, poor Maupertuis!” Then Mrc.
Carlyle has nicknames fur cversbudy and cvery-
thing. The King of France bas half a dozen or
more, the Freuzh Goveroment is ¢ tho Pompa-
dour™, the Frencharmy ¢ the Dauphiness”, the
King of Epgland “Britannic George ", the Duke
of Cumberland “Royal Highness”; the English
policy ¢ St. Vitus”, sad s0 on. Aad by these
childish appellations they are almost invariatly
introduccd to the resrder. Almost every con-
temporary writer is “Dryasdest,” or “Smcll-
fangus,” and lo has revived tho double saper-
lative of tho Elizabethan age, *most fiereest”
and “ most boncstest,” or similar coxcombrics.
Tho old familiar names of men aod places ace
also changed into Gérman, of which, they being
German, we ought avt to complaia, theugh the
world will scarcely givo His Majesty of Prussia
the title of tho King of Pruscn, cven to please
Mr. Carlyle,

But oar great objection to bim Is, the strange
liberties ho takes with the English language.
Haro all our great writers been wrong, and is
Mr. Carlylo right? Wo have had all sorts of
heresics in stylo from cuphuism to that of the
spasmodic school; baut this is the worst yet.
Shakespeare and Milton, and Jeremy Tsylor and

Addison, and Swift and Macaulay can no longa
bo regarded as the standards of our language.
Our grand version of the Bible itself must be
repudiated.  Are w¢ prepared to make the
sucrifice, and adopt the Carlyle dialect? We
repeat it, if he is right, they are wrong.

Mr. Carlyle cannot even claim the merit of
originality in his adoption of the cccentric style
of writiug. Te ig travelling over a beaten path,
Rabelais, Burton in his Anatomy of Meclancholy,
and Sterno have troddenit before him, Ho reminds
us of Burton cgpecially, although the authbor
of the Anatumy would bardly have thought the
assertion o compliment. Nor is his mode of
treating his subject a vew discovery. Ithas long
been admitted that tho accounts of caurt
intrigucs and battles do ot wo much constitute
history as docs tho relation of the ordinary
affuirs of a people. But whils itis well that the
Historic Muso should be dismounted from her
stiltg ; being down, we see no necessity to set her
to play antics or grin through a horse-collag

We shball, in our next number, speak of the
moral tendency of the Life of Frederick.

REVIEWS.

Books for review should bo forwarded, as soon a8
pubilshed, to the Editor, SATURDAY BEADER.

Lier axp LerTers of Frepenick W. RoegrTson,
M.A,, Incumbentof Trimty Chapel, Brighton,
Edited by Stopford A. Brooke, M.A. In two
vols. Boston: Ticknor and Ficlds, 1865.

We have received from Mr, Worthington the
Lifo and Letters of the Rev, Frederick W,
Robertson. These volumes bear the imprint of
Messrs, Ticknor and Ficlds of Boston, to whose
intelligence and enterprise the reading public of
the American Contioent are already indebted for
fivo successive volumes of Mr. Robertson’s dis-
courscs. The prescat volumes give an insight
into the wonderful life, and tenderness and
strength of beauty and hiliness which was
shown forth in tho carly called and widely
mourncd Incumbent of Trinity Chapel, Brigh-
ton. We koow that competent judges have
affirmed of Mr. Robertson's discourses that thoy
arc, considered as sermons, the best in the English
language. There are many more profound essays
passing under the geaeral name of sermons,and
many more finished Literary compositions passing
under this name, but regarded simply as sermons
—words spoken to & mixed congregation they
raok out of, and far above tho common order.
They are terse and tender, full yet fragmeatary,
pregoant with suggestion, stimulating to the
best faculties, prescuting throughout the highest
Christian ctbics applicd to the carrent guestions
of tho timcs, and pervaded cverywhero by the
large and sweet charity of tho Gospel. The lifo
and services of Frederick Robortson were a
benediction to the sge and place, when and
where helived. His writinge republished over
and over again in England, on the contincat of
Eurupe nad 1n America, spread the blessing of his
puro thought and devoted Christian Lifo far and
wide. Tho Church of England has her hosts of
noble minded aad notable men; but tako him all
in all, no man on berlong roll of honoured names
occupics a nobler place than ho holds. Of
course he cncountered opposition, and
cncmics. What notable and bheroic man hes aot
to faco and brave opposition from sbme gnarter ?
But no man won a wider circle of grateful aad
devoted friends than he.  Tho monumentsraised

to his memory testify this, In his own college
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(Brasenose) at Oxford a memorial window has
been raised, to the erection of hich deven bish-
opssubscribed, and several deans and numerous
clergy, ond learnced laity, and many ladies titled
anduatitled, AndatBrighton, where he Iaboured
and died, the working mien of the town to whom
hie had cndeared himsclf by faithful servico in
their cause, pliced o medallion on their benefac-
tor's tomb.

Of Scottish and military ancestry, and English
birth and training, we notice tho results of these
on his character and life. 1is life was conse-
crated to the cause of God and man, ¢ was
fearless in faithful service—a true ¢ soldier of
Jesus Christ.”  Born in 1816, he died in 1853, at
tho early age of thirty-seven years.  These
volumes—the record of his brief, but memorable
life—cannot fuil to command the attention of
thoughtful, candid and devout minds of all
classes, )

History oF THE vaTk Provinea oF Lowkr
Caxapa. By Robert Christie, Montreal: R.
Worthington, Vols. 3 and 4.

These volumes carry the Parliamentary and
political annals of Lower Canada to the autumm
of 1837, embracing, of course, an account of the
outbreak of that year. Inn former notice of this
work, we spoke of the muny valuable documents
embodied by Mr. Christie in bis text, or added
by way of appendix ; and in the present numbers
we fiud them increase ta vatuc aud interest. To
ourselves, we admit that the portion of the his-
tory which we perused with most profit end
satisfuction is that beginning with 1823, and
reaching up o the ¢ Rebellion”  Others may
take greater pleasure in the story of thet event,
which is well told by the author, and contains
much curious information to folk of the present
generation.  We do not knowaf dr. Chnstie
can be said to be quite impartialmall be relates,
—a fask of dulicult achicvewent;—but e
undoubtedly aimed at dbeing so, and in that
respect, s work will be no Iess useful to wri-
ters in the samo ficld as an example, than it will
be for the materials with which it abounds. In
proof of the fairness with which he treats all
parties who took part in the public afluir~ of
Lower Canada—and in which he wag himself
not altogethier a mean actor——we would refer to
bis description of the lon. L. J. Papincau,
whom, as a public man, Mr. Christic bad any-
thing but reason to regard with fricudly eyes. At
the close of the fourth volume 13 & somewhat
claborate sketch of the fumwous ex-speaker’s
carcer.  Ho says®

st In fine, they who haveonly known Mr, Papi-
neau through Lis politics and the asperatics of
public life, in which, perhaps, he has been more
inflexible than was consmistent with skilful states-
mwanstip, can have no just wdea of the many
excellent, moral, sucial and dumestic qualities
for which in private life e 15 distinguished.
Uniting the erudition of the man of leuters with
the urbanity of a gentleman: possessmg also
tho highest of couversational powers, aud 1 an
cminent degree frank, commuvicative and con-
vivial, ho i3, out of politics, all that can be
desired, and, in tho domestic aircle, unrivalled
for the amenity and kindoess of lius manners
and disposition. Like most mcn of strong mind
aud decided character, his resentments are
indeed deep nnd lasting, but, a3 a set-off to
these, such also are lus fricndstups. No more
sincero friend can be then AMr. Papincan. In
every domestic and social relation, whether ag
husbang, futher, citizen, neighbour, companion
or friend, all whointimately know, mnust acknow-
ledgo him to be not merely unexceptionable, but
exemplary. Of his power and prowess in debate
rothing nced here be said. Few have ventured
to enter tho lists and cope with himn who have
not been foored in the contest. Expressiug him-
self with cqual ease, clegance and energy, in the
English as ia the French language, hiscloguence
is at once felt to be of a superios order, grave,
dignificd and senstoral. He has been, as emi-
nent men ever are, variously represented; accord-
ing to the prejudices or prepossessions of those
who have written of him,—by some as faithless,
and littlo better than & Demon ; by others asa
political gedeemer; and, indeed, by tho same

individuals very differently at different periods,
and under differcht circumstances, But what-
cver be his merit or demerit a3 a politician and
statesman, o watter which those who follow us
will more cotrectly decide than we, his cotem-
poraries can, I havo endeavoured—as one of
them, unbinssed by any other motive of which I
am conscious, than & desire to do common justice
to a master-mind and independent man, to say
the least of him, who, in his own country cer-
tainly hing been the most eminent of his titme—
to delincate with an impartial hand Lis many
private virtues and character, as I bave known
them to be, that posterity, after the cloud of
prejudice which, from the untoward course of
his political carecr, still overshadows his name,
shall have disappeared with himself, may under-
stand and appreciate his worth as a man, if it
cannot applasd him as a suceessful politiciun.”

Tug Biste Haxp-Boor: An Introduction to the
Study of Sacred Scripture, By Joseph Angus,
D.D. Revised Edition, with Itlusteations.
Philadelpiin s Jas, 8. Claxton. Montreal:
R. Worthington.

Vhateser may be the degree of reverence one
is disposed to yicld to the claims of the Bible, it
must be admitted that an intelligent examination
of those claims is incumbent upon all.  Many
valuable nids to tho student of the Sacred Books
have been published, but few appear to us more
complete i their character and arrangement
than the work noted sbove. In Part I, the
Evidences of the Genuineness and Authenticity
of the Bible as awholo are conciscly and forcibly
stated. A critical examination of Aucient Ver-
sions and Various Readings follows, Other
chapters are devoted to the Peculiaritics—
the Interpretation—the Study—and the Diflicul-
ties of Scripture. Part II contains an analysis
of the individual Books of the 01d and New Tes-
tament together with & chapter on the Civil and
Moral History of the Jews from Mulachi to Joba
the Bapnst. The aim of the author, as stated
in the Preface, € i3 to lead men to understand
and appreciate the Bible;” but in the course of
4is labours he has given much information on
encient literature and history which is calculated
to aid the work of general education amongst
all classes.

Nores rroy Pryxovtn Porrsr. By Angusta
Moore, New York: Harper Brothers. 1865,
Montreal: Daswson Brothers,

These notes aro sclections from the sefinons of
the Rev. Henry Ward Beecher. They were, we are
tuld, originally published by tho authoress with-
out the revision or inspection of therev. preacher,
but they now appear with that advantage, for
this is & new edition, revised and enlarged. The
work, it scemg, has had a wider circulation w
Great Britain than ¢ven i the United States ; the
cause of which may be that, in sendmg it for
the press, the reporter has omitted some of those
exuberances wlich make Mr. Beecher's style of
oratory myre pleasant to Amenican than British
taste.

Miss Canew. A Novel. By Amelia B. Edwards,
Author of “Batbara’s History,” &c. New
York : Hurper Brothers. 3865. Dawson Bros,
Wontreal.

‘Of this tale wa need only say that it is from
the pen of the author of #Ialf a Millivn of
Money,” which regularly appearsia our columns,
and which has delighted so many of our readers,

NEW BOOKS AND NEW EDITIONS.

We ‘have reccived n copy of Ilenderson's
Thotographic Views nnd Studics. The wiews
are varied, comprising the rivers Mississquoi, St.
Maurice, Ottawa, Rouge, ILakes Beauport,
Memphremagog,; Falls of the Chaudicrs and
Shawenegan, &c., &c. Mr. Henderson unites
in bis pictures vigonr and brilhancy, with
o geadation of nérial perspective so  perfect,
that when we look at them through a tube, or
tho hollow of the band, they exhibit almost o
stercoscopic cffect. We have rarely scen any
photography which tounld compare with them in
all the qualities which constitute good Jandscapo
photography.

We understand that Mr. Worthington is about
to issue a cheap edition cf ¥ Artemus Ward; Dis
Boolk,” uniform with “« Artemns Ward; His Tra-
vels,” lately publistied.  Tho illustrations, which
are numerous, wero specially prepared for the
forthcoming cdition.  Mv. W, i3 also preparing
an cdition of the celebrated # Biglow Papers,”
which will be got up in handsome style, and
issucd shortly.

MISCELLANEA.

A first part of Napoleow’s second volume of the
“Ilistoire de Jules Cdsar” isin type, and copics
are in the hands of tanslators, The opening,
chapters relate to the Gallic campaign of A u. ¢.
66,

Miss Aaxgs STrRiCRLAND has o new novel in the
press, entitled “ How Will it End ?°

Mr. Shirley Brooks is to cdit ¢[Follies of tho
yene,” by John Leech, a scries of culured etchings
from ¢ Punch'’s Pocket Bouks,” 1841 to 186 L.

Messrs, Longmauns are abuat to publish Mr, Ge-
rald Massey's work ou “Shakspeare, his sonnets,
and his Pravate riends’

Mr. Wornum, Keeper of the National Gallery,
Louudon, is at present oceupaedd upon a hfe and
alistory of the wuiks of Holbein, towards which,
duting the past two ot three years, many importang
facts have sprung up; but which, in their isolated
furta, are not sutliciently apprecinted, and which,
if propecly collected and blended together, will
acquire & very considerable value. ‘The bistori-
cal knowledge and hterary attainments of Mr.
Wornum qualify him for the task,

Experiments of the transfusion of blood, which
were frequently made two centuries ago, are agnin
engaging the attention of physiologists. MM,
I-Jtnenburgaud Laundois, whe have been lately
making numerons investigntions of this nature,
haveascertained that avimals poisoned by opium
way be kept alive by what is called combined
transfusion, drawing away the poisoned blood,and
substituting healthy blood taken from an animal
of the same species. 1t has also been ascertain.
ed that amm:tsmay be kept alive when deprive@
of food by periodical transfusion.

As nninstance oflarge cffects frowr compara«
tively small causcs,the following, is worth notice.
Four ounces of sitk-worm's eggs will yield fron
cighty-cight thousand to one hundred and seven-
teeny thousand cacoons; the number of cocoons
1o & pomd of sitk is commonly two hucdred aud
seventy ; counsequentlv, the produce in silk from
the four ounces of cggs will be four bundred and
twenty-iwo pounds.

ten Jonsan's skull 13 said to be in the possesse
ion of o private indiidualy aud offurts are beng
made to get it by Dr. King, president of the Iull
Literary an 1 Philosuphical duciety.

Capt. Wilsun and & pariy of cxplorers have
Ieft Englard for Palesune,  Thor object is to
make & preliminary survey of the country.
Capt. Wilson i3 to land at Beyrout, and to goby
way of Damascus, Bamas, Kedes, to Tell Hum on
the Lake of Galilee.  Thence he will proceed, by
way of Cana, toBusan, and by Zena to Nabulas
and Sebastiych.  He will then visit Seilum, the
ancient tumbs at Tibuch, Beitin, and Jerusalem.
Atcach of the abuve spuis hewitl make such ex-
plurtions as he may find feasible and desirable,
and will use his owa judgiment as to the length
of time atwLich hie will remaunat each.  Ie hag
power to engage the necessary Jabourers, and
geueratly toincur such expenses agmay bo requi-
site for the due aud cfficient performanco of the
work., Ou his passage through the country, he
is to makeall possible vbservations on the topogra~
phy and geolugy of the district,

The tanks of our English novelists have sus-
tained o heavy loss by the death of Mrs. Gaskell.
The death was a very sudden and unexpected
onc. Wutkn the last few months Mrs. Gaskell
had bought « small house in thelittlo Ilampshire
market-town of Alton, and was stopping there
fur the purpose of furnishing it, On Sunday she
was dining with her daughters, when sho sudden-
1y fell offherchair.  Shedied within a few hours,

* and wes never conscipus after her seiznre,
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LIST OF NEW BOOKS.

List of New Books suitable for Christmas and New
Year's Gifts!

Tennyson. The Illustrated Farringford Edition of
‘Fennyson's Complete Works,  §5.50.

Longfcllow’s Poetical Works, London Edition, beau-
tifudy 1lustrated with over 200 Illustrations on
wood and steel.

Book of Rubies, a collection of the most noted Love-
paems in the kuglish Language, hound in full mo-
roceo, £7.00

Pen and Pencil Pictures from the 'oets. Elaborately
Hlustrated. 4to. #300.

The British Female Poets, by Geo. W. Bethune. £2.50,

Gems of Literature, Elegant, Rare and Suggestive,
upwards of 1) Engravings. 4to. 300

Wordsworth’s Poems for the Youpg. 4to. ®1.50.

Bartlctt’s Forty Lays in the Desery, 1llustrated.

Bartleit's Footteps of our Lord, Ilustrated.

Bartlett’s NHe Boat, Hlustrated.

Maxwell's Irish Rebeliion, Iustrated.

Byron's Works, New Riverside Edition. Tn Half
Calf, Extra %1.50 per vol. R. Worthingtou, Mon-

treal.
Bible Hand Book. By the Rev. Joz. Angus, D.D.
Inlvol. ®L75. R. Worthington, Moutreal

Worthington’s New Priced Catelogue of his Stock of
Standard, Medical, Law, Seicentitie, §¢., Books which
will be sent frec on application, is now ready.

Home Heroes, Saints, and Martyrs. By 1. 8. Arthur.
CL &1.40. L. Worthington, Montreal.

What Came Afterwards. A Novel. By T. 8. Arthur.
$1.00. R. Worthington, NMontreal.

Barnum. The Humbugs of the World. Cl. §1.25.
R. Worthington, Montreal,

Bourne. Handbook of the Steam-Engine, containing.
all the Rules required for the right Coustruction and
Management of Engines of every Class, with the
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. THE FAMILY HONOUR.

BY MRS. C. L. BALFOUR,

CHAPTER III. CAPTAIN AUSTWICKE'S REVELATION.

Continued from page 229.

“ Lonve is not to be reasoned down, or lost
In bigh ambition.” ADDISON,

“Its a long story. I've no breath to tellit,
ITonor,” said Captain Austwicke ; “but I want
you to know that—that long years ago—I—I
married.”

Miss Austwicke rose to her feet in surprise,
and echoed the word—

“ Married ?”

“Yes, Honor. Don't—don’t make a scene, it's
no use—any words.”

“ When, Wilfred, when ?”

#In Scotland, sixteen years ago, when I spent
the autumn in Dumbartonshire with Gertrude’s
brother.”

% Married! when you stayed at Lord Dunoon’s.
Whom ?” repeated Miss Austwicke, still bewild-
cred, and balf suspecting her brother was
delirious.

“Isabel—-but you'll learn her name, there,”
pointing to the sealed envelope.

“RBrother, brother ! of what family is the lady ?”

Something like the wandering ghost of an
impatient smile flitted over the sight of the dying
eyes as he answered—

«QOf the oldest family—the workers: a gar-
dener’s daughter—the gardener at Glower O'er.”

“ A gucdener's daughter 77 gasped Miss Aust-
wicke—-+ :ud you married her? And you tell me
this 7

«Would to God T had told it long before—
told it like & man to all the world! I should not
lie here with pangs of the spirit, that rack me
more than the pangs of the flesh. I should not
lie here telling my miserable, shameful, cowardly
sin to one wlo, I fear, has no heart to understand
my woe—no conscience to help me to set right
the wrong I did.”

“Brother, what do you, what can you mean ?’

“] mean what I say.” He rose on his elbow
with a strange access of strength, stretched out
his hand towards the glass on the table, and, as
Miss Austwicke involuntarily handed it, drank
again eagerly, and resumed—

“Yes, it's my misery—my curse that you will
not gee my sin as I now see it. Pride like yours
made mge shrink from avowing my marriage—
made me cowardly and base.”

“«Wilfred Austwicke, even on that bed you
bave no right to say such words to me. When,
pray, was I cowardly or base ?”

“Fear of the world and love of the world both
work to sin. Bear with a dying man—a dying
brother, Honor. After a brief delirium of passion
—a young man’s madness, that you cannot com-
prehend—in which I had made poor Isabel my
wife, I stooped to the real degradation of
deceiving her. [T cannot tell you all the plan,
but I led her to believe that I had been married
before, and had a wife living, and that therefore
she was not legally my wife.”

«You, Wilfred—you an Austwicke, did this ?”

“ Yes, pride made me stoop to this deadly
meanness—extremes meet, Honor. I shrank
from owning my marriage, in the face of the
aristocratic and wealthy marriages my brothers
had made. My humble bride would have shamed
me with them and with you. Deference to man
often means defiance to God. Yes, Houor, it

does. I sent money by a sure hand, for Isabel
wrote to me no more. I sent money for her and
her children »

¢« Children ?”

“ Yes, my children! Olf, that I could see them!
Oh, that my strength would hold out to crawl to
them on my hands and knees. Surely, if they
prayed for their father, the poor innecents—if
they prayed, I might have some sense of forgive-
ness—something to cool the burning of heart
and brain that maddens me.”

Miss Austwicke looked at her brothersteadily,
as his eyes rolled and his head moved restlessly
from side to side. A conviction that greatly
relieved her appeared to have entered her mind.
«He is delirious,” sbe whispered. “Poor fellow!

it’s all mere delirium.”

With the intense acuteness to which all his
faculties were strung, he heard the purport of
her whisper, and said, in a voice of piercing
anguish, “ I am not delirious, Honor; it's all
true.”

« Hush, dear Wilfred. Don’t excite yourself
over a bad dream. How can it be true?
Children 77

“Twin children—a son and daughter, I tell
you. I never saw them, except in dreams. How
I hunger for them—mine—~mine! Oh, for life,
a little longer lLfe, to do something for them!
Oh, for a friend, who would help me in this
bitter hour—bitter—Dbitter——bitter! forsaken of
God and man!” .

He sunk back and groaned deeply.

Miss Austwicke visibly shuddered. * No, no,
not forsaken,” she said, sinking on her knees.
“I do not, I confess, clearly comprehend what
you tell me ; but if it will comfort you, I promise,
if—if anything happens to you, to fulfil your
wishes and intentions towards your children,
certainly towards them, and—and your wife.”

The big drops started on his brow ; he looked
at her gratefully. “Sister, I can give no blessing
—from my lips it might be but a curse; butl
thank you—with all the power left me I thank
you—for that promise. And don't be angry,
Nora dear, if I also warn you.”

His voice had softened and sunk low to a
tender whisper, as he called her by the name
familiar in childish years, and his mouth worked
convulsively.

His sister was deeply moved, and for the first
time her eyes were wet. “ Yes, Wilfred, speak
on; let me hear your warning.”

“Beware of the pride that props itself with
falsehood! When a poor wretch lies stranded
on the brink of the cold river, and traces the
road he has passed, how false and mean looks
many a deed that has been called expedient!
There's a light, Honor—the light of truth—that
reveals to us all that we have hidden in the
depths of ourhearts. It's dreadful—intolerable!”
He paused for breath, then gaspingly resumed—
¢ Isn’t there—a hymn, Honor—that we used to
sing—in childhood—What does it say? some-
thing about—

¢ Cover my defenceless head
With the shadow of thy wing.’

Ob, sister—sister, for that covering now I

Just then there was a creeping sound or a
rustling behind the bed-curtains, on the other
side of the room. Miss Austwicke, alarmed,
rose from her knees. The dying gaze of her
brother followed her as she, fearing she knew
not what, went round to the side of the room
that had been so completely screened off by the
drapery of the great old-fashioned four-post bed.
A faint noise, like the flapping of paper, yet
sounded in her ears, but she saw notbhing. There
was a chest of drawers, fanked by chairs, two
on each side, that rested against the papered
wall. All was undisturbed by the arrangements
on the other side of the sick bed. Miss Aust-
wicke very naturally accused her nerves. She
was not by any means the only watcher in a sick
room that is tormented by evil sounds. She
returned, and brought tke candle, holding it high
above her head, so as to seeinto the whole space.
Her foot became entangled in something; she
stooped, and picked up from the ground nothing
more mysterious than a rough garment, & house~
maid's apron, that had been carelessly dropped
by the side of the drawers—perhaps, 83 Miss
Austwicke, with the quick disgust at untidy
habits which was part of her nature, divined,
had been used as a duster and so left. This
matter-of-fact, lowly incident breaking in on the
intensity of her feelings, restored ber to a measure
of composure, and enabled her, a3 there came &
faint, panting whisper of “Sister Nora,” to go to
the bed, and bathe the temples of the fast sink-
ing invalid with refreshing perfume. He did not
speak—only held her hand for a moment, then
feeling along the bed-clothes with bhis other
hand, found the letter, and laid it in her palm;
and so folding her fingers over it, held herclosed
hand tightly in both his, tried in vain to speak,
and sighed wearily, Miss Austwicke was thank-
ful for the tranquil dreamy look, that seemed to
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weigh down his eyelids, and spread. over his
featnres. “If he can sleep a little while, he may,
perhaps—who knows?—yet rally—he may get
bome.”

8o she stood hushed at the bedside, and ‘pre-
sently, as the hands slowly relaxed their clasp,
leaving the letter in her palm, she gently with-
drew herself from a posture that was becoming
painful, and sat down bolding the letter, and
looking vaguely at it with mournful eyes.

Her anxiety that her brother should not be
distarbed made her unwilling either to summon
Martin or to leave the chamber. So she sat,
leaning back in the chair, for some little time
motionless. Suddenly she drew herself up erect
and listened. Everytlting wasstrangely, awfully
still., How was it that she no longer noticed
her brother’s laboured breathing ?-—How was it ?
He had reached home—he was dead !

CHAPTER IV. RECORDS, PAST AND PRESENT.

“ Thou notest from thy safe recess
Old friends burn dim, like lamps in noisome air.”
WORDSWORTH,

If Miss Austwicke had been familiar with the
sick room and the symptoms that precede death,
she would not have been surprised at what
seemed to her the awfully sudden termination of
the interview with her brother. He had been
dying all the day, and his faculties, gathering
up for a last effort, had just sustained him
through it, and then yielded. Her terror was
quite equal to her grief when, on calling loudly
for help, Martin and the landlady rushed in to
her assistance, and going direct to the bed, pro-
claimed the fatal fact she at first refused to
believe.

Never had Miss Austwicke aetually witnessed
the departure of a spirit, and the mental suffer-
ings that had preceded her brother's death were
80 terribly present to her mind, that they added
to the horror. She was borne fainting from the
room, and during the night that followed, Martin
thought it incumbent to call in Dr. Bissle, who
prescribed completequiet for at least two days—
a decision that it fretted the lady to obey, for
her spirit was defiant; and her previously calm,
uninterrupted life had ill prepared her to sustain
the shock she bad received. After a few hours,
when she had partially rallied, her mind, in that
uoaccustomed place, had one resource, and that
'was, to raminate on the strange history revealed
in her brother’s last words ; and before any legal
adviser reached her, or any of the rest of the
family were apprised, she had to decide for her-
gelf what had best be done. It was not in Miss
Austwicke's nature to distrust her own judgment,
still less to doubt that any course she took
would not be morally right.

Captain Aunstwicke's words, 8o recently
attered, # There never was much love among us,
Honor—never enough, I now think,” contained
a truth which, however, did not reflect so much
as might be su d on the bearts of the Aust-
wicke family, Miss Austwicke and her three
brothers had suffered from the loss of their
mother in their childhood. The golden links of
maternal love had not bound the young people
together, and they therefore grew up a separated
household.  Honoria, the second-born in the
family, had been reared by a very aged lady, her
father's mother, who occupied & jointure house
on the banks of the Thames, which, for twenty
years before her death, she seldom left. The
education of her grand-daughter, carried on
under her supervision, had been the amusement
of her old age; and the aim of the stately old
. lady had been to imbue the child with all the
opinions and feelings that she herself had enter-
tained in a long life passed in a circle as narrow
a8 it was high, in the days when whalebone and
Queen Charlotte ruled in the upper 1.gion of
feminine fashion. To teach rigid etiquette,
rather than Ohristian principle, was the aim of
the instructors, and the scope of the educatioh
bestowed. Not that there need be, in reality,
anything antagonistic in the two—nay, they
may, and do often, admirably blend; but then
the Christian life, like an odorous balsam, filters
through and is disting:\l{ recognised as. com-
bining in one whole the elements of the

gentle life—religion refining manners, and not
manners elevating religion. The pupil was apt
to learn what her instructors taught, and caught
the spirit of the teaching ; so the antiquity of the
Austwicke name and lineage, the fact that it
was a family of influence generations before
many of the highest titles in the realm had been
conferred, was the one thought of her mind.
Meanwhile Squire Austwicke, the father of the
family, was amusing himself according to the
fashion of hisancestors, living thelife of a country
magnate. Hunting, racing, field sports, keeping
up his pack of beagles, and a rough bachelor sort
of hospitality, after his wife’s. death, among men
like-minded—these were his pursuits, diversified
by a few magisterial duties and a good deal of
hard drinking. His sons had their education at
Winchester. Edmund, the eldest, grew upa fine
gentleman, whose breakfasts at college were the
admiration of his friends, as afterwards was the
cut of his coat and the tie of his cravat when he
mingled with those who would now be called
“fast men” in London, and were then described
a8 “young bloods,” or “ dandies.” Wilfred, the
second son, had a commission in the Honour-
able East India Company’s service; and Basil,
the younger, and themost industrious,on leaving
college, was entered at Gray's Inn, and, in due
time, was called to the bar. Fortunately he
married Gertrude Dunoon, a lady of ancient
family, and, what was even more to the point,
whose kinsmen were all high in the law, and
able to advance the interests of Basil Austwicke,
who, without any very great talent, maintained
a respectable position, which it was sometimes
whispered he owed much to family influence.

Of these three brothers, the one whom Honoria
had known the best was Edmund ; Wilfred and
Basil, respectively three and five years younger
than their sister, she saw very seldom, and the
few letters that at intervals passed were mere
formal interchanges of inquiries. At the death of
her grandmother, Miss Austwicke returned home,
to find herself rather in her father's way. She
could not purse bim in his gout so well as Mrs.
Comfit, the old housekeeper ; she did not read his
paper to him so well as his man Ripp—or, at
least, he could not ask her to read racing, and
sporting news, and those it was that alone in-
terested him. Her presence was a sort of check
on the carousals he indulged in, and, in short,
they did not suit each other. The old squire
was truly glad when his youngest son made a
very early marriage; and gladder still when an
invitation to Hongria tospend the spring in Lon-
don with the newly-married pair followed. He
did, indeed, hope that another marriage might
perhaps occur : for Honoria was then a stately,
attractive woman ; and though eight-and-twenty,
a calm life had kept the bloom of seventeen upon
her cheek. But Honoria did not marry. Edmund,
the eldest son, did—a lady, a ward in Chancery,
with a good fortune, who had been introduced to
him by bis brother's wife;and on this union with
Miss de Lacy, her husband's spirits were so elated
at being able to pay off most of his debts—far
heavier than his father suspected — that he
launched out into yet greater splendour. Ia this
his wife assisted him, believing, like a giddy girl,
in the Austwicke acres as being able ultimately
to yield a compensating harvest, or perhaps, be-
lieving in nothing but pleasure. She had what
she wanted—a gay, butterfly life. Poor thing!
it was very short. She died a year after her
marriage, leaving her husband with a son three
weeks old, and the wreck of asquandered fortune,
which it was found the Austwicke property could
not repair ; for at the old squire’s decease, which
happened soon after that of his daughter-in-law,
it was made manifest that he had long lived
beyond his means, and “the estate was terribly
encumbered.

Hitherto the Austwicke family had presented
this peculiarity—that one generation had been
miserly, and the next spendthrift ; butin this case
the son of Squire Wilfred the profuse had from
boyhood imitated his father rather than his grm.:d-
father, and the equilibrium was destroyed which
had kept matters pretty well hitherto,so the estate
had suffered both by the squandering of the occu-
pant and the post-obits of his heir.

Borrowful, for he had loved his wife, and bit-

ter, for he was angry with the world, with his
father, with cvery one but himself, Edmund Aust-
wicke went on the Continent. His little son, on
whom the residue of his mother's fortune was set-
tled, became the charge of Miss Austwicke until
he was nine years of age.

When, at her brother's request, the boy De
Lacy Austwicke was to be sent to his father at
Bonn, she bitterly resented an lecir of Austwicke
being educated on the Continent, instead of at
Winchester. She, indeed, half suspected that the
true reason was not her brother Edmund's father-
ly affection, but that De Lacy’s allowance of
£200 a year out of the small fortune be inherited
from his mother would go further abroad, and
might be an object with his father in his exile.

. Miss Austwicke was not wrong in this sup-
position. Her brother Edmund indulged on a
small scale abroad the same tastes that he had
manifested in hig hot youth at home. His crop of
wild oats had yielded him the usual harvest of shat-
tered health, nerves, reputation, circumstances;
and when, at the age of forty-six, just a year
before our narrative commences, and when his
son was about fifteen years of age, he died sud-
denly by the breaking of a blood vessel, while
engaged at the rouge-el-noir table at Homburg,
there was no one to shed a tear for him: no, not
his sister in her lonely life, that he had made
more lonely by his neglect; not his son, whom
he had placed with a German professor’s family
at Bonn, and rarely either inquired after or saw.
He died as he bad lived, unesteemed and unre-
gretted. The crackling of thorns under & pot is
the Divine symbol of such a life—a little un-
satisfactory blaze, and then the blackness of
darkness.

Miss Austwicke had hoped that De Lacy Aust-
wicke would come to England, and pass the rest
of his. minority near what was now his estate;
but the youth preferred to stay abroad—a deter-
mination that so offended his aunt she never
wrote to bim afterwards.

She shut herself up in the wing of the hall that
her father had long ago assigned her, and which
the small property left her by her grandmother
enabled her to live in with something of the state
and consideration that became her birth and
breeding. At all events, the degradation of let~
ting the old dwelling to a stranger—a terror that
more than once had menaced Miss Austwicke
during her brother Edmund’s life -~ had now
passed away. She remained here in peace to
ponder on the past, and to soothe her disappoint-
ments of the present by hoping for the future
distinction of her family by the young heir De
Lacy. - )

CHAPTER V. THR LETTERS.

*“Dare to be true:
Nothing can need a lie;
A fault which needs it most,
Grows two thereby.”
GEORGE HERBERT,

We left Miss Austwicke lying on the sofa in
the darkened drawing-room at the * Royal Stur~
geon,” as she revolved these circumstances of
household history which we have sketched, while
naturally reverting to the intelligence so recently
and painfully received—of there being some most
objectionable Austwickes, not merely born in
humble life, but actually reared in the station of
their mother's birth—altogether beyond the range
of her knowledge, and, it must be owned, of her
sympathies. .

Not that Miss Austwicke was hard to the poor.
No; she simply regarded them as a race apart.
Yet her brother, an Austwicke, whose race
stretched back to the d'm old Saxon times, had
married—actually married into this low class,
Her code of social morals would assuredly have
been less outraged by crime than by weakness,
for a low marriage was altogether intolerable.
Still, there was her promise, made, as she mut-
tered to herself, “as an Austwicke” ¢ghe must
keep her word to her dying brother,” and seek
out these low children and theic mother. Where
were they to be found? what would the papers
in the envelope, that she had in her hand as she
lay on the sofa, tell her? She had never let the
packet a moment from her possession, through
all the night of faintness or the day of dreary re-
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collection that had intervened, since the dying
hand of Wilfred Austwicke closed ber fingers
on it. Now she turned it over and over un-
easily.

As she looked up, musing, she caught the eyes
of Martin, who hovered near her,looking curious-
ly at what she held in her hand; and, struck
with a sudden fear that any premature knowledge
of the fact she sodeplored should escape through
the prying of an old and privileged servant, she
spoke, rather angrily, “I told you, Martin, to
get some rest.  Why have you not gone away to
lic down a few hours? Go now, at once. Go, I
bid you! and, in the meanwhile, if I have occa-
sion to ring, tell Mrs. Hobbins to let one of the
maid-servants come to me. Idou't know, though,
that I shall want anything.”

“ There’s the fire, Miss Honor. You were so
chilly, and fire is a companion like; and therell
be the lights wanted. Do let me stay with you
—1I aint a bit tired; and don’t, pray, be a trying
of your eyes, and making your poor dear head
worse, reading anything that'll burt you. Don't
now!”

Martin’s entreaty was only prompted by her
interest in all that concerncd her mistress, but it
was most unwelcome.

“Do as I desire, Martin, instantly! I tell you
I want to be alone. Gol”

The t =2 and manner were more peremptory
than the words; and Martin, with ber handker-
chief to her eyes, rubbing them as if they were
intruders she wanted to rub out, and dropping
sundry apologetic curtsics, went her way, care-
fully giving Miss Austwicke’s message, that no
oug nced go to her until her bell rang, and then
a maid-servant.

Tbe lady was no sooner aloue than, with a
tremulous hand, she broke open the envelope.
Some half-dozen letters and papers, each contain-
ing but few words, were in the enclosure. One
was a sort of (attered memorandum of the mar-
ringe of Wilfred Austwicke with Isabel Grant.
It was signed by three names: John Johnston,
schoolinuster; Jane Johnston, his wife; and
Sandy Burke, brother of the above. This paper
was in two pieces, and very dirty; it had been
torn across, and wes merely pinned together.
Nuver did marrlage lines look less dignified than
on these two dilapidated bits of paper. The hand-
writing of the witnesses differed greatly: the
schoolmaster’s was a good, bold signature; his
wife's, a tremulous scrawl, crooked, and indis-
tinct; her brother’s (for how otberwise could
Burke be his surname?) was a blotted, blurred
performance—ugly, but distinctive.

There was, beside this torn affuir, a letter of
Wilfred’s, addressed to his wife. It was written
in the glow of affcction, and referred to a journey
they bad taken together, and to the pleasure they
had enjoyed in it. It deplored the writer's being
called away, and ecuded by a promise, profuscly
reiterated, that bkis *sweet Isabel should be
brought home to her loving husband with as
little delay as possible.” Itconcluded by request-
ing her to be careful of iheir secret, as it was
best that he should announce their arriage, both
to her friends and Lis.

There was another letter, dated a month
later, in which the tone was somewhat altered.
Wilfred urged her to patience and trust a little
longer; he would soon come to her, and all
should be well.

Then there was a brief, hysterical note, in a
female hand. It was ill written and ill spelled,
with touches of Scottish dialect; but yet, amid
all Bliss Austwicke’s annoyance and displeasure,
something of pity touched her as she made it out.

Some receipts for money were enclosed on ac-
count of the bourd and maintenance of Mabel and
Norman Grant. A bit of tissue paper held a long
tress of fair hair and a broken ring, with a tablet,
on which was inseribed ¢ Vérité,” the back hold-
ing hair, and a cypher, “W. A"

Miss Anstwicke was not mistaken in supposing
this had been a gage d’amow: from her brother to
this Taabel in their brief days of love and joy;
and tbat it had been broken and sent back to
him with the torn marriage lines, that must have
seemed such a bitter mockery, in the first grief
and rage of a heart-stricken woman.

(To be continued.)

CHOLERA IN INDIA.

N Y first introduction to this fearful scourge I

shall never forget. Ihad just arrived in
the north-west provinces in India to join my first
regiment. Much to my delight, I found among
the junior cornets of the corps a young fellow
who bad been with me at Westminster. When I
arrived, he was absent on a montl’s leave, shoot-
ing in the jungles. He left word, however, with
a brother-officer to look after my comfort, and I
wag asked to live with this gentleman until I
could procure & tent for myself. ThisIdidina
very few days, and, having engaged the requisite
servants, began to feel myself quite at home.
Early one morning, after I had been present for
about a fortnight with the regiment, Johnsone
came over at once to see me. He was a cheery,
hearty young fellow ; tall, of large make, and
up to every kind of manly, healthy exercise.
Between leaving school and entering the army,
he had spent a year at Cambridge, where he had
been in the first boat's crew and the crack eleven
cricketers of the college. But his great passion
was shooting, and to enjoy the sport of following
large game, he had thrown up the prospect of
being appointed to a regiment at home, and got
himself gazetted to a torps serving in India. I
shall pever forget him as he sat by my bedside
that morninz—for I was not up when he arrived
—and told me what glorious sport he had had,
and how he bad, with four other men, brought
down, in the month he bad been away, three
royal tigers, two bears, four or five cheetahs, and
“no end” of antelope and such-like small deer,
besides having taken several “first spears” in
hog hunting. Although he had only been a year
with the regiment, Johnsone was a great favour-
ite with all bis brother-officers, as, indeed, a
good-tempered, good-hearted young fellow, with
plenty of courage, and a capital rider, is sure
to be.

The day that my friend arrived from his shoot-
ing trip, he insisted that I should come over to
breakfast with him, both in order to talk over
some mutual friends in England, and that he
wmight introduce me to two of the party—one a
young civil servant, the other an officer of a
native infantry corps—who had been out in the
jungle with him. We sat down eight to table,
and, although perfectly temperate, a merrier
party never assembled. About one o’clock we
broke up, every one going to his respective em-
ployement or amusement. I remained an hour
behind the rest, and smoked an extra cheroot
with my old schoolfellow. e spoke of his
mother and sisters far away in a pleasant rectory
of Lincolnshire, and read me part of a letter he
hed that morning received from his father, the
rector, who seemed to be, and justly so, very
proud of his only boy. It is now twenty-five long
years since I sat and smoked that cigar with my
young fricnd, but I remember every incident of
the hour as if it had been yesterday. I was a
young man—a mere lad—just entering life, and
Lhow many milestones on the road through this
world have I not passed since then? I remember
how he broke off rather suddenly, saying he was
very sleepy, and would like to take a snooze
before evening stables. ¢ Mind you sit next me
to-night at mess, old fellow,” were his parting
words, “and I'll tell you all about how we killed
the last boar.”

1 walked home to my own tent, and wishing
as I went that the time would come when, being
“dismissed " from riding-school and drill, I should
be able to obtain leave of absence and go out on
shooting expeditions as my friend Charlie John-
sone did. On reaching my tent, I pulled off coat
and waistcoat and lay ‘down, and, feeling very
sleepy, told my servant not to let any one disturb
me, but to be sure to call me when the first, or
warning, trumpet for stables sounded.

About five o’clock I awoke, and was surprised
to sec that, instead of the ordinary frock-coat
white overalls and forage-cap in which we went

on a couple of chairs, and my batman, or dragoon
servant—himself being clad as if for parade in
the scarlet bob-tailed coatee which in those days

was our full dress--bus_y in the verandah poligh-

to stables every day, my full-dress was laid out

ing up my sword. ¢ What's the matter, Wilson?’
said I; “why have you got your full dresson?”
“0Oh, sir,” he said, “ there's a full dress parade at
six o’clock, for Mr. Johnsone’s funeral.” I could
bardly believe my ears. “Mr. Johnsone’s fune-
rall” Texclaimed, half asleep and half stupefied ;
“what do you mean?” “QOh, sir,” replied the
man, “poor Mr. Johnsone died this afternoon
from cholera, and his funeral is ordered for six
o'clock; here are the orders.” As he said this,
the orderly corporal of my troop brought me the
order-book, in which I read: “The Lieutenant-
Colonel Commanding regrets very much to an-
nounce the sudden death of Cornet Johnsone,
which took place this afternoon from an attaek
of cholera. The regiment will parade in full-dress,
with side-arms, at six o'clock, to escort the re-
mains of this officer to the grave. A firing party
of twenty-five men from F troop will parade,
under command of Cornet Williams, at a quarter
before six, and will be marched to the tent of the
deceased officer.”

To read the wording of the order distinctly
was impossible, so utterly bewildered did I feel
at this most unexpected occurrence. I had just
time to dress and reach the parade-ground befcre
the men fell into the ranks, and so had no time
to speak to any of my brotber-officers until the
funeral was over.

It appeared that poor Johusone had slept for
about half an hour, then called his native servant
and asked. him to go for the doctor, as he felt
very unwell. The servant saw at once what was
the matter, and ran to the tent of the regimental
surgeon, who in five minutes was by his patient’s
bedside. But although everything that could be
done was tried—the surgeon had been many
years in India, and bad seen many hundred cases
of cholera~—nothing was of any avail, and in two
hours this young man, in the pride of his strength,
died in great agony. The heat being very great,
and the body being in a terrible state immediate-~
1y after death, the doctor recommended that it
should be buried that evening, and his recom~
mendation was attended to. Strange to say,
there was not another case of cholera in our
camp when poor Johnsone died, nor did one
follow it. Upon inquiry, we found out that two
or three nights previously, the poor fellow had
been out in the jungles, slept in a village where
there was a great deal of cholera, and that five
persons hed died of the scourge the very evening
that he spent at their place. But he could not
have slept in the house with any one that had
cholera, for be had pitched his tent close to the
village, and slept in it as usual. There could not
have been less than fifty people living with him
in the little camp. Yet of these but one individual
caught the cholera, and there was not another
instance of it amongst poor Jobnsone’s compa-
nions, nor in our camp where he died.

My friend’s sudden death had a very serions
effect upon me. I spent a sleepless night after
it, and next day was laid up with violent fever,
which ended by going to my brain. I was sent
to the Himalayas on sick leave, but it was only
after & sea voyage round the Cape to England,
and a sojourn of some twelve months in my na-
tive air, that I was able to rejoin my regiment,
From the day of poor Jobnsone’s death, until I
was at the head-quarters of the corps and fit for
duty once more, a period of nearly two years
elapsed. '

The next experience I had of Asiatic cholera
occurred about three years after I bad rejoined
my regiment, and is so extraordinary that I
almost hesitate to tell the story. I had been seut
down from o : of the far north-west stations of
those days to Allahabad, there to take charge of
come fifty recruits that had arrived for our
regiment from England. They had landed at
Calcutta, and bad been marched up country to
Allahabad, bat the officer in charge of them was
taken ill, and was ordered back to the Presi-
déncy by the medical men, I being sent to
relieve him. ' I reached Allahabad, found every-
thing ready, and started the following morning
on our march up country, We got over the
regular number of miles every day, and halted
every Sunday acoording to general orders. The
weather was cool enough to be agreeable; the
two young officers that had come out from En-
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gland with the recruits were gentlemanly Iads,
und a very agreeable man, n surgeon of the Com-
pany’s service who was in medical charge of the
party, made up o pleasant dinner-pavty of four
every evening. There was no lack of game—
antelope, wild-duck, teal, and partrudges—aeither
alung the road, or so near that we could getsome
shooting every day.

[t must have been fowr or five days after
leaving Cawnpore, and somewhere nhout « thrd
of the rond between that station and Meerut,
that the following extraordinary incident occur-
red.  We made the usual halt at the cad of the
first Bour, and whilst the cooh-boys were mixing
the grog for the wen, some of the latter ashed
leave to go to u rising ground about twelve hun-
dred yards ofl] to look at an European monument
which was erccted there, probably the spot
where some unfortunante oflicer on s road up
the country, had died and been buried. | gave
the requited leave, and some hall dozen recruits
stacted, Lugling wnd jubing with each other as
they went along.  When the ten minutes' halt
was ended, 1 {uld the bugler to sound, so as to
warn than we were about to start, and, as they
did not comee back, 1 deswed hun to vepeat the
call, e did so, but still the men did not come
back. I tock out my glass to sce whether they
were there, aud saw them adl sitting, or rather
lying, down near the monument. ‘I'he bugler
svunded again, but they took no notice what-
ever of the call.  One of them seemed to stagger
to his feet, move a step or two, and then sit
down aguin.  Their conduct appeared soextraor-
dinary, that I at once came to the conclusion
that they bad somchow or other got hold of
liquor, and had drunk themsclves stupid.  Yet
there was not a village, or cven a house, anywhere
within sight. T at once despatched a sergeant
with men to see what was the matter, and a couple
of litters or doolies to bring those who were too
much intoxicated to walk. Towmy great astonish-
ment, no sooner did the second party arrive near

° the monument, than they too sat down—scrgeant,
recruits, native dooley-bearers and  all—and ap-
peared incapable of moving, or at least of stand-
ing. Isounded the bugle agaiu, but they made
no sign vhatever of coming. At last] could seo
with my glass onc of the doolic-bearers making
towards us. When he got ncarcunough to speak,
he bellowed out that every man that had goneup
to the monument was lying sick, vomiting, and
being purged. By this time wewere all scriously
alarmed for the poor fullows. The doctor want-
ed to go at once and sce what was really themat-
ter, but how to bring them back when the doolic-
bearers appearcd to beall sick, was the question.
Fortunately, a party of palkec-bearers who had
been carrging some travellers along the road,and
swere now returning to their own village, passed
at this time, I stopped them,and an ofler of four
annas (sixpeoce sterlng) to each of them to bring
the men now round the monuinent as far as the
road, was at once accepted. They started off
with me, the doctor remaising with the troops to
meke such arrangements as were possible for the
men when we brought them back.  On arriving
at the monument we found cvery rean there more
orless ill, all vomiting and all showing unmistak-
able signs of Asiatic cholera. I bad hardly dis-
mounted from my horse, when 1 felt a strong de-
sire to reteh, with violent painsabout my stomach,
aud the pecuhar sinking fecling which is a sure
sign of cholera. Luckily I bad with me a flask
of brandy ; I took a pull at it and fclt better, al-
though still unwell.  The palkee-bearers atonce,
by my directions, seized cach one a soldier, and
carricd them down to the rising ground, and
then parly dragging, partly carrying them, got
the men Lwo or three hundred yards or so towards
tbe road.

Tke whole affair did not occupy five minutes,
from the time I arrived at the mounment until the
racn tere well on their way to join the detach-
nient npon the road, and yet even in that short
time several of the palkee-bearers complained of
feeling iit,and showed unmistakable signs that
they were s0,  To make along story short,every
ore of (. Furopeans that visited the monu-
ment—about twelve in number, including my-
self—were seized with sigus of Asiatic cholers,
and of these five died befure nest mornipg. OF

the men that remained on the road, not ovo was
seized.  Those who recovered, did so very slowly,
I for one remaining exceedingly ill and weuk for
some days. Tho cight native doolie-bearers were
taken il); but only two died. Ofthe palkee-bearers
not one was seriously unwell, altbough all were
shightly indisposcd.

Une more instance of the extmordinary freaks
of cholera which | have witnessed in India, and
I have done. A brothier of mine, then belunging
to the Bengal Civil Service, but sinee dead, wag
taken very il with jungle feverin the north-west,
and was recommended to proceed down the lndus,
and so, vid Kurrachic and Bowbay,te England,
Lobtamed leave toaccumpany him tothe wostern
presidency, and see him safe on board the stenn e
for Suez.  Lut by the time we arrived in Bumbay
he felt so much better, that he resolved not to
lose bis Indian allowances by going home, Lut ty
try whether he could notiestore himselt' to health
by a sea vayage to China [ wrote tu my rogi-
ment, and obtained leave again to go un with
b to Smgapore, where, if better, bie would pro-
ceed on to Hong-Kong, and 1 would return to Cul-
cutta. I not recovared, he was W go roand
with me to the City of Palaces, and there take a
passage round the Cape to Burope, as the
medical men in Bombay appeared all of opiviun
that nothing would do him 3o much guud as a
long sea voyage. We lett Bombay in v sailing
vessely an opium clipper belonging to one of the
great Parsee firms.  There were fouror five
other passengers on board, and among them a
young oflicer who had lately exchanged fiom
onc of Her Majesty's regiments in Bombay to
another corps in Australiy, and was on hLis way
to China, where he hoped to find sume vesoel
bound to Meltourne.  Our ship was a very com-
fortabie vesscl, well found iu everything, but atl
the way down the coast we had whe most
extraordinary light winds, aud often calms,
which mude the voyage catremely tedivus.  We
bad been just a forwnight at sed, were out of
sight of Iand, had not touched anywhere, nor
had we communicated with any uther ship, When
the young oflicer of whom 1 havespuken was oue
night taken extremely ill, and the two edieal
men we had on buard—one being tho surgeon
of the ship, the other a doctor belunging to the
Madras army—at once declared b to be suffer-
ing from a very bad attack of Asiatic cholera.
1le lived about twenty-four hours, aid then died
from exhaustion,  The doctors did all they could
for him, but almost from the very ticst his case
was declared by them both to be bopeless. It
may be easily imagived that even the most
courageous amongst us were not alittlefnghien-
ed at wbat bad happened, and fully expected
that others would full vicums to the sawme cowm-
plaint.  The erew of the vessd cvnsisted o
native Lascars, the captain and cluef olhicer only
being Englishien, as is usual i ships employed
on what is called * the country trade.” The day
after the young Englishman died, tbree Lascars
were taken ill; of these, one died and two
recovered.  After that, we Lad not a single cyc
fu the ship, and everybudy on buard cujuyed the
most perfect health until we atnived avvur des-
tination sume three weeks later.,

Whilst relating these incdeuts, I have pur-
posely omitted putting furward any theory of
my own as to whether the caulera 13 infectious,
or contagious, or both, or nenther. In facty 1
have no theory to put furth.  \What [ have twid
inthis paper are simply facts that bappened in
my presence, so to speak, during & prolunged
service in the East, and which would almost
lead to the conclusion that ever of whatwe call
Asiatic cholera there is more than one kiud, and
that the complaint may be broughton sometimes
quite irtespective of bad drainage, dirly dwell-
ings, or unhealtby food. Butl am not a medical
man, and [ leave others to draw their inferences
from the instances I bave related.

Fishery—~The agriculture of the sea.

Mrgument—With fools, passion, vociferation,
violence; with ministers, a majority ; with
kings, the sword; with men of scase, a soynd

reason,

OUR DICTIONARY OF PHRASES.

——

Cacoethes, (Lat.), an cvil custom,

Cucocthes earpendi, (Lat.), o rage for collecting,

Cacoethes loquendi, (Lal.), n rage for speaking,

Cacocthes seribendi, (Lat.) amge for writing, &c.

Cailit quustio, (Lat.), the question falls to the
ground.

Cadenza, (11), the modulation of the voice in
singing.

Ceeteris paribus, (Lat.), the rest being alike, or
other things being equal,

Café, (Fr.), » collee house, also, coflee.

Ca ira, (£1.), (Lit), it shall go on, The chiorug
of & song sung during the Freuch Revolution,

Canaille, (£7.), the rabble, the dregs of the
people.

Capias ad satisfuciendum, (e sa.) (Lat.), (fuw
teamy) o writ after judgment.

Caput mortuum, (Lul.), the worthless remaing,
hterally, o deatli's hiead.

Cannrd, (Fr.), an unfoundid report, Lit., o duck.

Cancean, (£7.), Busile,

Carte Llanche, (£ ), free license, an uncondi-
tional submission. A blank sheet of paper.

Casus belli, (Lat.), a case for war, sutlicient
1eason for i deelaration of war.

Cuarendo tutus, (Lat.), safe through cantion. The
motto of the Cucendesh famly,

Cede Deo, (Lat.), submit to Providence,

Cedant avma togwe, (Lal.), let amms yicld to
eloquence.

Ce moude est plein de fous, (Fr.), the world i3
full of fools.

Certiorariy.(Lal.), ({aw term,) to be made wore
caitain: to order the record frum an inferior
to a superior court,

Certum pete finem, (Lal.), aim at a sure end.

Clest fait de luiy (£7.), 1t is all over with him.

C'est une aatre chose, (£7.), that is anotber
thing.

Chacun & son golt, (F1.), every one to his taste.

Champ de Mars, (£1.), an cxteusive open space
in Puris, used for nnditary reviews, &e., hterlly,
the ficld of Mars.

Chapean, (F7.), a bat,

Chiapeau bras, (Fr.), a hat winch can be flatten-
cd, and placed under the ann.

Chapecon, (£7.), one who attends a lady as &
protector or guide.

Cliargé d'affures (27%.), one who acts in tho
place of an ambassador,

Cluwivari, (Fr.), a serenade of discordant music,
desigued to wsult and annoy.

Cliet-de-cuisine, (Fr.), icad-couk.

Chet d'acuvre, (£7.), a masterpiece.

Clevalier dundustrie, (£7.), & swindler, a shar-
per.

Chievauy de frise, (I7.), tinbers traversed with
spihegy to deleud a passage, or stop o breach.

Ci-devant, (Fr.), Heretofure.

Claqueur, (£7.), one hied to appliud at a
theatre,

Clique, (F7r.), a gang, or clan.

Ceclum non avimum wmutast, qui traus mare cur-
runt, (Lut.), Thuse who cross the ocean,
change the sky, but not their heacts,

Colpurtear, (Ir.), Lit,, a pedlar; but recontly
applicd to peraons who traved, selling or dis-
tribuating religous bouss.

Comme dit lautre, (Fr.), as another says.

Comne il faut, (£7.), as it should be,

Cutnne e temps passe, (1r.), howiast time flies.

Comment vous portez-vous ? (£7.), low are you?

Commune boaum, (Lut.), a cummon good.

Cummunibus  anms, (Lal.), ose year with
aunother.

Cummumbus lecis, (Lal.), ous place with
another.

Compos mentis, (Lat.), of a sound (composed)
miud.

Concordia discors, (L4L.), a jurring concord.

Con amore, (Lat.), with love or pleasure.

Congé, (Fr.), leave, or farewell.

Pour prendre congé, (p- p- ©.), to take Ieave.

Congé d'élire, (£r.), permission to clect.

Contra bonos mores, (Lat.), (an offunce) against
good manners.

Consummatum cst, (Lal.), it is finisbed-

Contralto, (It.), in music. The part immediately
below the treble, calledalso thecounter tenor.
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MARY

It was a summer evening, avd slio stood

Upon a balcony, her wistiul gazo

Directed towards a Iono and distant woail,
Dinly illumined with thy sun’s last rays—

A canopy of crimson and of gold

Tloated abovo tho anclont forest trees,

Aud on in silent tnajesty it rolled,

Like sunlit billows over Eastern gcas.

And gho was lovely as the evening star,

And aptly harmonized with that fair scene;
Her maiden thoughts weroe sadly wandering far,
From what sle gazed on, to what once hiad been!

She was robed shinply in the purest white,

And ntd tho dark luxurianco of her hair,
Likosnow tlakes thrown upon the lap of night,
Glistenced some snowdrops delicately farp—
Tho light withiu her steep-destroyiug cye
Scemed borrowed trom the ever chiauging hues
‘That graced the bosom of thie evenng eky,
And still in simplo carncstness sho mused=—
Her dittlo hiands, us winto a3 driven snow,
Were plunged sund tho mudinght of her haur,
Jier brow wasJaughing fn » rosy glow,

Her lips moved shghtly, as she were at Prayer!
Praying, mayhap tor one who years gone by
AVas banished all unwiihog from her sido,

Was Mary, a3 shie watched tho sunhght die,
And pondered in the yuict eventide!

AZREEL AND THE THRELE BRO-
THERS. .
By X, Y. Z, Montreal.
To be completed in four numbers.

——

TIIREE brothers went out to seek their for-

tunes, They were the sons of a wise and
pious man, and well tavght in all their duties to
God and man, They ciame to the desert; when
they stopped to 1est uuder the paln-trees, at a
well, they found lying in the shade an auncient
man in sad coloured gatments, He neither spoke
to them nor looked upon them, but turned away
hi3 eycs as if to avoid sceing them. lis camel
grazed near by, Meaning to respect his evident
desire to be atone, the young men busied them-
selves in making ready their simple mid-day
meal, without troubling the clder traveller.
When all was complete, moved to pity by the
sorrowful countenunce of the old man, they
advised togetlier as to whether it would not be
best to sliow bim that their feclings were kind
towards him, and that they would gladly give
him any aid in their power to comfort his sorrow.
Finally, Mahmoud, thc c¢ldest of the three, drew
near 10 him and with great respect solicited his
aticntion.

% Vencrable stranger,” said Mahmoud, ¢ par-
don what wmay to you seem intrusion and pre-
sumption, but in your face we read thatyou have
met some sad disaster, zud we have been bronght
-up to think it our duty never to pass by suffer-
ing witbout lending such help or solace, as our
poor means might afford; such has been the
teachings of our father : but even wrere such not
the case, it were cburlish in us to pass in the de-
sert, in such & way, & respectable old wan, with-
out inviting him to partake with us of our
humblo repast.  May we beg of you to do us
this bonour ?”

All the time he spoke, the old man regarded
Lim with a melancholy countenance, and when
he became silent, replied in a touching voice,
“ Unhappy young man, little do you know whom
you have invited to partake of your kindness.”

& That would matter little, venerable father,”
interposed Ali, the second brother. The wmea-
sure of bounty should be the wants and not the
importance of the sufferer. It isnot given tothe
poor and humble like us to belp the great and
powerful, but wo way aid those who need.”

“ My son,” answered the old man, “{ am
the most abliorred by the human race, and the
suthior of their worsy wacs, if report say true.”

At this Mahmoud took one step backward, nnd
spoke not. Ali cast down his eyes in silence.
After a moment's delay, Solyman, the youngest

brother, his heart opening with generous cmo=
tion, came forward, and said, ¢ Old man what-
ever were your crimes—vero you great and rich
—you would still havo friends and followers. If
you aro poor, old, and hated, you havo tho moro
need of sympathy and support, though it may
bo of forgivencss, It is ot the pave of man to
judge, thereforo if you nced assistance, speak
and wo will do by you cven as we would pray
that others might do by us, were we Iu like case.
Not merit, but want is the mother of charity.”

At these words, Mabimoud and Ali recovered
their speech, and added, “ Our brother speaks
wisely, his words are ours”

The old man paused. A somewhat grim
smilo stole over his face, and, regarding the
young man steadity, ho suid : .

# Know thou who I am! I am Azreel, the
Angel of Death, upun whoso faceno manlovketh
and liveth.”

At theso words, the three brothers fell back a
gpace, looking in cach othier’s fuces with dismay,
for though of stout hearts, the mceting tho in-
cvitable Azreel in the fiest flush of youth and
just starting on the journey of lLife, filled them
with en undefived dread.

¢ Alast” cried Mahmoud, #I3it for this that
we have left our futher's house, to meet on the
first stage of our journey, with that Death who
might base forgotten us, otherwise, until decay
and weariness made him sselcome.”

¢ Nay ” added AL, “my heart asks not for so
much, It only bids me not to perish utterly
without Jeaving sign or memorial, son or daugh-
ter, nor the memory of good decds wrought and
fane achieved.”

Solyman for & moment held his peace, then
with o gentle sigh, he said: ¢ The will of the
Lord be done. With the giver of life be the
issucs of life and death. Resignation and mercy
are glt Lask.”

4 Jven so beit” cexclaimed the dread Azreel,
raising himself from his recumbent posture, and
revealing a form at once awful and majestic.
% He who holds the Book of Life permits unto
me n dispensation for a certain number of men.
Unto two of you this may be given; over the
third my icy breath must pass,  Mahinoud! unto
you it shall bo granted by prayer to avert my
impending stroke so long 3 you may wish,

“ Unto you, Ali, this prayer now for the first
time accorded, will thrice again be granted.

# Gentle, happy Solyman! falling in the first
flower of thy youth aud innocence, at thine ap-
pointed titme, unaware of the rugged road from
which thy weary feet arc betimes withdrawn,
blessed of angels, receive in peace and purity,
the predestined stroke.”

As he uttered these words, & mist scemed to
pass before the eyes of the three brothers; ob-
Jjects faded trom theirsight, and a dreamless sleep
fell upon them. When Mabhmoud awoke, the
sun was sipking red behind the horizon, Ile
rose, and as he did so, the sand fell frora about
him, cven as the snow from the belated traveller
of the wintry north. e turned, and at his side
lay Ali nearly buricd under a heap of the sand
of the desert. e shook Ali, and raising him
from his earthen mantle poured into his lipsa
few drops of crystal water and applied to his
nose a stall phial of pungent, aromutic herbs
which soon brought him back to conscious-
ness and life,  They then united their efforts to
withdraw the bpdy of Solyman from a huge
mound which reposed over the spot where that
well-beloved youth had stood. It was in vain,
the treacherous sand of the desert fell back upon
the opening they made in the hillock and defied
all their ciforts. ¢ It is useless,” cried Mahmoud.
« It was fated that here we shonld fall; and that
this should be the burying-place of Solyman.”

“ Ile has perished beneath a pillar of sand
driven by the hot wind of the desert,” said Ali.
% Could that scofling infidel Mustapha the tiuker,
see ug, ho would deride ourstory a3 ariregeand
& dream, and insist that the Angel of Death
was merely the sandstorm of the desert.”

“Be it so” replied Mahmoud,  but wo will
soon have to use tho privilego of rcdemption
given us by the mighty Azreel, unless we speed-
ily leavo this spot.” They hastily sought their
camels which, led by & natural instinct, had es-

caped toa protected spot where they quietly graz-
cd, and, mounting, pursued theic journey. _After
some days they reached Bagdad, and laking
lodgings at a caravanserai, weat out to look for
work, They walked that day, and asked many
people fur employment, but found no one who
necded their services, It wag the samo the next
day, and still the next. Finally, theic slender
store of moncy being gone, theysold their canels
to pay for the nccessaries of life, and after o
while, this sum also being cxpended, the bro-
thers tovk counsel together as to what must be
done, On that day they agreed to take different
directions in search of work. Mahwoud tock
the streot towards the Great Bazaar. e was
young, tall, strung and of a handsome visage,
but want and care had begun to show in his
haggard face. Ho stood for & long time in tho
midst of the square, where were sold so many
rich and costly stufls, aud where gold seemed fow-
ing in a thousand cliaunels all around bim, but
not one drop of all these streams fell upon him to
lighten his burden of miscry, To every passer-
by he made humble suit. % Ilave you no burden
to carry,—I am strong, I am fuithful” But all
shook their heads, At last, as the sun was de-
clining, an old man, on a mule passed by.
“Stay, Hunourable Councillor!” eried Mahmoud.
“ Have you no burden for & miserable man? I
am dying of hunger.” The old man stopped. «I
heve no burden,” replied he, ¢ but I have relief.”
I pray you, then give it to me,” said Mahmoud.
“1If you will it so, handsome youtl; but you
knuw me not, it scems, though we are old ac-
quaintances. I am  Azreel, Lord of tho
Desert.”

% Nay, dread Master,” exclaimed Mahmoud.
leave me, as thou didst promise me at the will,
It is better to suffer than to die” “As you
wish,” answered Azreel, ¢ I chanced to be pass-
ing, having to do with yon wealthy merchant.
1 wish you better luck with your burdens. For-
tune follow thee.  Good day.”

As he passed on unnoticed theough the crowd,
Mahmoud stoed aghast. He had scarcely pro-
ceeded o bundred paces, when he stopped, and
touching & splendidly dressed person on the
shoulder, whispered in his car. The manuttered
e loud cry, and fell on his face. Those nearest
ran to him and lifted him up, but they found
that he was dead, A Cadi happened to bo pre-
sent, “ It is the visitation of God,” said he;
“ Man dics at the appointed time. Carry him to
his house,”

Among those who stood nearest the dead man
was Mahmoud. 1lc lifted the corpse in hisarms,
while another took the feet, aud so they bore it
as they were instructed by the Cadi, towhom the
dead man was knowan. Reaching the doorofalofty
cnd splendid mansion, they wero speedily admit-
ted and the body laid on a couch of mourning.
After all had looked upon tho deceased, and
were departing amid the lawmentations of tho
houseliold, & grave old man, with a flowing
beard, in tue dress of a Sheikh, bade Mabmoud
and the man who had assisted bim in carrying
tho curpse to stay ; having paid with ten pieces
of gold and dismissed the other, turncd to Mah-
moud and offered him a liko sum. Mahmoud
had forgotten his hunger, but had not forgotten
his carly lessons of charity, so he put aside the
purse of the old man, courteously tbanking him
for his generous intentions, ¢ Who art thou,”
sternly inquired the Sheiklb, * who refusest pay
for labour??

“ [ am onc too rich to take money for & work
of charity, Give me thy blessing, father,” replied
Mahmoud,

« Art thou not he who to-day asked me in the
Bazaar for work 7 asked the Sheikh with sur-
prise. ¢ Even so,” responded Mahwoud. * Thou
art my guest, young man I” exclaimed the Sheikb,
and without waiting for a reply, he called to the
chief of bis domestics. “ O Yusef! show wy
friend his apartments, and render him all the
consideration due his rank.” The Sheikh then de-
parted, and Hassan led tho bewildered youth to-
wards the interior of tho house. ¢ These are
tby apartments, honourable son of a Sheikb, and
these, thine attendants,” said Yusef, ushering

bim into a magaificent suite of rooms, where six
black slayes in gorgeous dresses stood waiting;
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and then bowing low, horetired. Mahmoud'seye
rested on splendid hangings, laden with the rich-
est brocades, and furniture crusted with gold
and sparkling ornaments.  After recliuing for a
fow moments to gatber his scattered thoughts, he
signilicd that hoe desired o bath,  Tho sluves
whom he found mutes, speedily prepared mn a
marble reservoir, » delicious bath, redulent with
wonatic herbs and perfumes,  When he pre-
pered to dress, they placed before him robes of
the richest waterials, blazing with jewels,  Ar-
cayed in this he stood before o lofty mirror sud
saw  himself reflected graceful, engaging and
magnificent,  Ile bad bardly ccused to ad-
mire his own attractions, when a sluve entered,
und bowing low sad, *lHonourable son of a
Sheikh1” my noble master waits his evening meal,
mihe hope of being honoured with your presence.”
Mahunoud instantly followed him to a lufiy roum,
still more magnificent than any he bhad secen,
where the Sheikh awaited him ut a table spread
with every luxury.

TheSheikh welcomed him withgreat cordiality,
and pregsed upon him the most delicate viands,
Mubnioud ate with the relish of youth and
hunger, replying respectfully to the remarks of
his generous bost. At last, bis appetite being
fully satisfied, and pipes aud coffee being placed
betoro them, the avtendants withdrew.  They sat
sometime in silence, when the Sheikh Legan,
“ Think me not prompted by a vain and ignoble
curivsity, 10y young friend, if 1 ask thee to tell
e the story ot thy life, for I am convirced that
behind the curtain of a plaiu exterior, something
remurkable lingers.”

« Honourable father, thon sayest truly,” replicd
Mabwoud. “Thy wisdom and expericuce have
discerned what is happily not apparent to all;
but wy story, though short, so far transcends all
probability,that were I to tel! thee the whole truth,
thou wouldst not believe it, but wouldst distrust
we as a liar, so that I should loso thy esteem.”

¢ Lear not, my sor,” responded the Sheikh, ¢ 1
have on my hnger & mysterious talisman, a ring,
the jewel of which sparkles with o playful light
when the truth is told, but when a lio i3 spoken
lowers into o dull and sullen red. Speak on
therefure, confident that while you tell only that
which has happened, wy affection and esteem
wil: increase for you.”

« With such a guarantee Iwill speak,” answer-
cd Mabtwoud, and ho told the Sheikh his whole
story, as wo have narrated it. When he had
concluded, the Sheikh embraced him, ¢ My son,”
cried he, ¢ while you have spoken, behold wy
talisman bas blazed with an unwonted lustre.
Every word of your mouth has been true. Allab
has sent you to me. You lbave told me your
whole story, end muerit & like confidence on my
part, if 1 do not tiro you.”

« Generous and wise Sheikh!” answered
Malmoud, “ I burn to hear the story of one so
experienced aud noble!—Only discretion and
respect hindered me from requesting it. 1 pray
you to begin?

Seuw’s Srorr.

Know then, begun the Sheikh, that I am
Selim, the son of Hussein. I was born in this
house, when my father, a iwealthy merchant,
lived in great splcadour. He determined to bring
me up to his own pursuits, and employed masters,
who taught me all the polite literaturs and
rcligious knowledgethought proper for one of the
fisst rank, When 1 had justattained my twenticth
year, anincident occurred that moulded my whole
future life. One night as I reposed by the foun-
tain in my garden I heard from out the plash of
itsfalling walers, issuing & mclody, far off but
of exquisite beauty,aund through it ran the words,
 Como to e, come to me,” with an energy and
tenderness that thrilled my heart.  After this, I
knew no rest, until finally at my request, my
father gave me a stock of goods and a pursc of
gold aud bade me travel to acquire knnwledge
and wealth, By a loag journey, I reachied Aleppo,
and thence coming to the sea, embarked for
Spain. Arrived at Malaga, I sold my cargo, for
good profit, and weat to Granady, the luxurious
seat of the Western Caliphate., I reached the
suburbs of Granada on a summér evening, just
23 the mooa rose above thv ofango groves. As

I rodo nlong, breatbing the sweet fingrance of
jasming, and o tl ousand other delicious flowers,
I heard within e gardeu-walls that T was pas-
sing, the skilful touch’ of a musician, accompa-
nied by a voice, which poured forth such floods
of melody as Peris might envy., I drew up my
steed, and pansed to listen. It was the song I
had huard by tho fountain,—the melody—the
voice. 1 know nothow lung I stopped, bewilder-
cd, cuchanted. Somo impulse, impossible to
resist, sectued to scize me, and, dismounting, 1
fooked for somo part of the wall thatl could
scale.  Fiading none such, I led my horse close
to the wall, and placing my foot on the high
pommel of the sadile, gave a great spring wlich
cnabled mo to grasp the parapet, and clamber up
astride of the wall, whicre, availing myself of the
pendulous branches of a hanging tree, 1 lightly
swung to the ground.  Standing in the shade of
the tree, I lovhed cagerly abont aud discovered
that I stood in a garden {ull of all rare delights.
But these littlo occupied my sonl atthat moment.
Ilither and thither I turned my cyes to find
whence came the sacisliing music winch had so
cutranced me.  Atlast 1 discerned a noble foun-
tain, and at its side a beautiful summer house of
the rarest workmaunship, in which sat an old
man, clad in the costume of a Jew of the highest
class, At his fect, reclined the singer, whose
voice bad lured me thither. J would have
repented the rashness of my intrusion, but for
the vision of beauty, which burst upon my sight.
1 o beheld face, whuse perfect loveliness at once
informed wy soul, that it was the song and the
music set to the buman form. Volumes of soul-
melody poured over its perfect features, and
tLouglt traversed it with o rhythm, which caused
me  exclaia tomy own hearts ¢ This s not a
wom a. This is music made human.” | drew
near under the shadow of the trees, until I could
almost have touclied them, but so cautious were
wy movemeuts aud so dense the shrubbery that
my approach was not noticed. At last the song
ceased, and the old Jew drew a deep sigh,  « My
beloved daughtert” ho begam, * jast and onty
relic of my lost Leah! Some mighty danger
hangs over our house. it the stars, I read its
steady advauce aad neac crists, but how or
wheuce I cannot tell.  To-night, at the culmma-
tion of Venus, T wal realize, apprebend and
endeavour to avert it. To this end, I must leave
you, to seck in my tower to unfuld tlis mystery
of the ctars. Scems it not strange that this
refuge, which seemed secure, after our flight from
Cordova, should prove treacherous also.  Good-
night, wy dearest Hannab, Tempt not the mght
dews too late.,” Sosaying, he rose, and untwining
his dauglter’s arm frum s neck which now
caclused it, ie kissed her and retired.  Again
the lady took up her guitar aud breathed a mur-
murous and mclancholy luvo song. My heart
stoud sull, and when she ceased, 1 was knecling
befure lier, with downcast eges. She gave a
little scream, which she checked bLefore 1t was
uttered. At this, 1 lifted my cyes, and sad in
confusion, * Fear not, lady | it is thy slave who
kneels.” ¢ Alas! how came you bere,” cried
she. ¢ Lured from Bagdad on the Tigris by
your song, { came to die at your feet or win your
love” 4 My dream, my fears, my hopes were
then true,” exclamued she.  “ Ub! noble sir,
know you where yoa stand 7
1% be continued.

OLD MASTER GRUNSEY AND
GUODMAN DODD.
STRATFORD-ON-AVON, A.D. L7

——

[The following poem, by Wiiliam Allingham, isarare
study of ¢ Mersic England'’ in tho olden tuue.)

G. Go!d savo you, Goodman Dodd—a sight to seo
0|

u
D.y Save you, good Master Grunsey . Sir, how boyon!
G. ?\idduah, tbank Heaven. Raro weather for the
wheat.
. Farms will bo thirsty, after all this heat.
. And g0 is wo. Sit down on this hiere bench:
We'll drink a pot o' yale, mun. Hither, weuch!?
My service—bha! I'm well enough, {* fogs,
But for this plaguey rheum i’ botl my legs.
Whilus X can't hardly getabout: Oh'dear!
D, Thou sco’st, wo don't got younger every ycar
G. Thou'rt a young fellow yus

D. Wellanigh three-score.
€7, 1 bo thy clder Sifteen 3 car and more.
Hast any news?
D. Notmuch, Naw-Place is sold,
And Willy shakespeore's bought it, so I'm told,
(1.l ’I“ h;u! ittt Willy Suakespearo bought the
reo
Lord biess ug, how young folks get
Sir Hugh's greathouso beside the gr H
This Shakespenre's (tihe my word vpon’t, no fool.
1 ninds him sin® ho were #0 high's my kaco;
A stirea’ littlo mischief chap was hoj
Onoedny I cotchied b pcll!n' 0’ 1y gecso
Below tho church: ¢ You let *en gwitn fn peace,
* Youug dog*** 1 sayg, * or 1 shall fiing theo lu.'*
Wall was on tother bunk and did but grin,
Aud call out, ** Str, you come across to here!”
22, 3 I'no - 3 old John these tive and thi,ty year.
Inold times muny a cup 1o wado e drinks
But Willy weren't aborn then, 1 don't think,
Or tnght a' beon o babe on’s mother’s arm
When'l did eart ‘en fleeces from our farm,
I went o coortan’ then, In Avou-Lane,
Aud tho' bit furthier, 1 wasalway siain
1o bring my cart thereby, upon a chianco
‘T'o catch suimo fuolish hitlo nod or glance,
Or* meet me, Mary, won't *ee, Charlcote way,
¢ Or down at Clopton Bridge, neat boliday¥''—
Health, Master Grunsey,
G, Thank co tniendd. I3 hot.
Wo might dv warse than call anothor pot.
Good Mistress Nunt Will Shakespeare, troth, X kuow;
A mble cuslyspate, aud pretty too,
Abvut thostreet, hio growed an idte Iad,
Aud tiko cuough, *twas thought, to turn out bad:
1 don ¢ just jasrly know, but 1olk did say
11o veacd the Lucys, and oo fleed away.
D). Lie's warthas nuch as Launer 1wigg to-day;
And all U plays in Lunnon,
(4. Fuik talks big:
Wili Shusespeare warth as much as Tanner Twigg—
Tut, tut! Is Wall o player man by trado?
L. O’ courso ho iz, o' cuttrae ho §3; and made
A woundy heap o’ money too, aud bouglit
A playhouso tur himselt hke, out and out;
And makes up ‘)lays, bLesidy, tor *em to act;
Tho"l can't tull thee nighitly, tor u fact,
1t out o' bughs or Lis owa bead st bo,
We've otlier work to tlank ou, theoand me.
Tley ray Wil 13 dutng unely, howsowmever,
G. Why, Dodd, the httle chap was aiways clever,
I don’t hnow nothing now o' stch-like-toys;
New fashions ylcmy, un, 3’ wo wero boys;
Waured to ba’ rare inummings, puppet-shows,
Aull Moralties,—~they can't mach bottergdhose.
‘1o Death of Judas was a pretty thing,
‘e Soda? so-Jal” the Davil used to elng.
But tune gocs on, for sure, and fashion alters,
.U.\ \y\’l ut the Crown, fast might, says young Jack
alters,
“ Willy's u great man now*’
(. A jolterhead!
What ducs it count for, wheon all's done and said?
Al who'l vbioy, Jet Wall aay » Com ! or ** Lo?”
Sucheliho as hun don’t reckon tnuch, 1 trow,
Sig, they shall tranvel first, like thee and mo;
Seo Luunon, to ind vut what great men be.
Ay, marry, mast they.  Sants! tou seo the Court
Take water down to Grecuwieh; thero's tine sport?
Her Highuoess in her frills und putls, and pearls,
Barouns, aud lords, and chamberinins, nn(} carls,
80 thick us midges round bicr,—~look at such
Aw' thon wouldst 1alk of greatness! why, the touch
13 on their stewards and lacheys, Goodinan Dodd,
Who'll hardly auswer dhakespeare wi’ 8 nod,
And let hisn cume doffed cap aud bended knee.
Wo knows a tntle, neighbuur, theo and me,
Di: We may, sir. Lius ere's grand old Stratford
row
No better sale in Lunnon, scarch it through. he
New-Place bet’t o sich bargan, wuen gi's don
*Lwas dear, 1 knows it,
6. Fhou bongh’st better mun,
At Hluggin Licids, all am tanke in skill.
. Fhanks to the Lord aboya! 1've not done ill.
No moere Las thee, fricud Gruusey, in thy trado.
G. S0-20. Butliero’s youni; Wil wi’ inoncy made.
And motiey saved; whercon feets lum down,
Suy clve who likes, 2 credit 1o tho town;
Though sutne do ehaku their eads at piaycr-folk.
. A very civil man to chat and joke;
I've otttitues had & it o’ talk wi* Will,
G. How doth uld Master Shakespearo?
L. Bravely stll,
And 6o dotli madam, too, tho comely dame.
. And Willy's wifo—whut used fo Do her nameo?
1. Why, Hathanay, fro' down by Shottery gate.
1 don't think she's so uch about o’ lute,
Their son, thou ste'st, tho ubly son they hiad,
Died last year, und sho took oh dreadtul bud;
And s0 the fay ther did awlnle, 1in told.
This boy o’ thieirs was nine or ten ycars old.
—~Willy himscif may bido hiero now, mayhap.,
«. lrc alway s was s clever litlle chap.
I'm glad o* s fuck nn’ 'twero for old John's sake.
Your arm, sweet Sir. O, how my Jegs do aclio?

on apaco!
MY

Fuulls.—No one sces the wallet on his own
back, though every one carries two packs; one
before, stuied with the faults of lus neighbours,
the other bebind filled with his own.—(QOld
Proverb.)

Benefits please like flowers whbile they are
fresh,

Let not bim that fears feathers come among
wild fowls.

God oft hath o great share in a little house.
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THE WHITE MAIDEN AND THE
INDIAN GIRL.

¢ Child of the Woods, bred in leafy dell,
1'11 show to theo tho homo where I dwell,—
Gazo on thoso walls with their frescoes rare,
Damasks—Iaces, transparent as air;
And, tell me, dost thou not think it bliss,
To dwell In o homo as fair as this?”

¢ I{as my pale-face sister never scen
3y homg in the pleasant forests green,
With the sunshino weaving threads of gold
Turough boughs of maples and elms old,
And tinging green moss and wild flowers sweot
Carpet more bright than this, neath our feet?”

¢ \Well, sce these dlamonds of price untold,
These costly trinkets of burnished gold,
With rich, soft robes—my dafly wear,
These graceful flower wreaths for my hair,
Aud now, at least, thou must frankly tell
Thou would’st like such garb and jewels w IL"

* Tho white Lily surcly speake in jest,
For has she not scen mo gaily dress.d?
Bright beads and rich wampum belts are mine,
Which by far theso paltry stones outshine,
Whilst beron plumes, fresh flowers and leaves,
Are fairer than scentless buds Hko these.”

? But, forest malden, in this my home,
What sights—yshat sounds of beauty como,
Picturcs of loveliness—paintings raro—
The charms that flow from scienco falr—
Ravishing musio of harp and song,
Sweet notes that to gifted art belong.”

* Tha wild birds sing in our sssady trees,
AMingling their notes with the vesper breezo;
The flow of waters, thoe wind’s low moan,
Havo music too as sweet of thelr own;
Whilst surely no tints, or colours rare,
With thozo of sky or wood, can compare.”

“ Dut what of thio winter’s chicerless gloom,
W hen naturo sleeps in 2 snowy tomb,
The storm clouds brooding over hcad,
Thy song-birds gonc—leaves, wild lowers dead,
Imprisoned, neath, ico, the siver’s foam,
What then, what then, of thy forest home?”

* Wo sing gay songs round ourwinter fires,
Or list the tales of our gray-haired sires;
When the bunting path has claimed our braves,
We pray to the gods of winds and waves;
Or, on snow shoes swift, wo quickly go,
Over tho flelds of untred-*cn snow.””

* Then, I cannot tempt taco here to dwel),
Oh! way-ward child of tho forest dell,
To lcave thy wandering, restless lifo,
Wit counticss dangers, hardsbips rifo
For a homo of splendour such as this,
Where thy days would bo a dream of bliss.”

I thought the pale-faces wise and sage!
Quick, let mo out of this gilded cago
With its high closo walls, each darken’d room,
Heary with closo stifling perfume;
Back to tho free fresh woods must X hife,
Amid them to live—amid them to dio.”

Ars. LepPronox.

_HALE-HILLION OF MONEY

WRITTENBYTOE AUTROR OF ‘ BARBARA’S HISTORY,”
FOR “ ALL TBY. YEAR LROUND,” EDITED BY
CHARLYS DICKENS.

Continucd from page 233.

CHAPTER LXIV. THE BARRICADE IN THE VIA
LOMBARDI.

Disagreeably conscious of being roused, as it
were, against his will from somethiog heavier
than sleep, of & painful struggle for breath, and
of a sudden deluge of cold water, Saxon opened
bis oyes, and found Lord Castletowers leaning
over him.

“Whero am I?” ho asked, staring round in a
b““;i,}‘imd way. “What is the matter with
we

* Nothing, I hope, my dear fellow,” replied bis
friend, * I'ive minutes ago, I pulled you out from

under & man and horse, and made certain you
wero dead ; but since then, having fetched a littlo
water and brought you round, and boing, more-
over, unable to find any holes in your armour, 1
am inclined to hopo that no damago has been
done. Do you think you can get up?”

Saxon took the Earl's haud, and rose without
much difliculty. s head ached, anc ho felt
dizzy ; but that was all,

“1 suppose I have been stunned,” ho snid,
looking around at the cmpty battery. *Is the
battle won and over ??

The guns were gone, and the ground was
ploughed with their heavy wheel-tracks. Dak
pools of blood and hieaps of stain showed whero
the struggle had been fiercest; and olose against
Saxon's feet lay the bodies of a cuirassicr and
two Neapolitan gunners. At tho sight of these
last ho shuddered and turned away, fur e knew
that they bad all three been shot Ly his own
hand.

“Why, no; the battio is not over,” replied the
Earl; #ncither can1say that it is won; but it
is more than half won. We have taken the guns,
and tho Ncapolitans have retreated into the
town ; and now & halt has been sounded, and the
men ave taking a couple hours rest. The bridge
over the Nocito, and all tho open country up to
the very gates of Mclazzo, are ours.”

“There has been sharp fighting here,” said
Saxon.”

“The sharpest we have seen to-Gay,” replicd
the Earl. “The cavalry re-took the gung, and
drove Dunn’s men out of the battery; but our
fellows divided on each sido of the road, reccived
them between two fires, and when they tried to
charge back again, barced the road and shot the
leaders down. It was splendidly done; bat
Garibaldi was in irominent danger for a few mo-
ments, and I believe shot one trooper with his
own hand. After that, the Neapolitans broke
through and escaped, leaving the gunsand battery
in our hands.”

“ And you saw it all 7

“All. I wasamong those who barred the road,
and was closo behind Garibaldi the wholo time.
and now, as you sccm to be tolerably steady on
your legs again, I propose that we go down to
some moro sheltered place, and get sumething to
eat. This Sicilian noonday sun is fierce enough
to melt tho brains in one’s skull; and ~ bting
makes men hungry.”

Some large wood-stores and barns had been
broken open for the accommodation of the troops,
aud thither the friends repaired for restand refresh-
meat. Lying in the shelter of a sbed besides the
Nocito, they ato their luncheon of Lread and fruit,
smoked their cigarcttes, and listened to the
pleasant sound of the torrent hurrying to the
sca. All around and about, in the shade of
every bush, and the shelter of every shed, luy the
tired soldiers—a motley, dusty, war-stained
throng, some cating, some slecping, some smoking,
somcbathing their hot feet in the running stream,
some, with genvine Italian thoughtlessness, play-
ing at morra as they lay side by side on the
green sward, gesticulating as cagerly, and laugh-
ing as gaily, as though the reiga of battle and
bloodshed bad passed away from the carth. Now
and then, & wounded man was carried past on a
temporary litter; now and then, a Neapolitan
prisoner was brought in; now and then a hurm-
less gun was fired from the fortress. Thus the
hot noon went by, and for two brief hours peace
prevailed,

“ Poor Vaughan!” said the Earl, now hearing
of his death for tho first time, “Ho had surely
somo presentment upon his mind this morning.
What has become of the horse 7

Saxon explained tbat be had sent it to tho
rear, with ordersthat it should bo conveyed back
to Meri, and carefully attended to. -

¢ do not forget,” he added * that we are tho
repositories of his will, and that Gulnare is nowa
Iegacy. I think it will be wiso to send her to
Palermo for tho present, to the care of Signor
Colonna.”

#Undoubtedly. Do you know, Trefalden, 1
have more than suspected 2t times-—that ho loved
Miss Colonna.”

I ghould not wonderif hodid,” replicd Saxon,
gloomily.

“Weil ho Qied a soldicr's death, and to-morrow
if I live, I will sco that he has a soldier’s burial.
A braver fellow never entered the servico.”

And now, the allotted timo having expired,
the troops were again nssembled, and the columns
formed for ection. Garibaldi weat on board tho
Tuckori, a Neapolitan steam-frigato that had
gone over to him with men, arms, and ammuni-
tion completo ot an early stage of the war, and
was now lying off Melazzo in the bay to tho west
of the promontory. Ience, with no other object
than to divert the attention of the garrison, he
dirccted a rapid fire on tho fortress, winle his
army advanced in theee divisivus to the assault
of the town,

Mecdici took the westwaid beach; Cosenz-tho
road to the Messina gate; and Malenchini tho
Porta di Palermo.  This time, Saxon and Castle-
towers marched with the Cacciatori under
General Coscnz,

By two o'clock, they found themselves under
the walls of Melazzo, The garrison had by this
tune become aware of the advancing columns,
First one shell, then another, then half & dozen
together, came soaring like wmeteors over the heads
of tho besicgers, who only rusaed up the wore
eagerly to the assault, and butiered the more des-
perately agaiust the gate. A shotor two from
an old twelve-pounder brought it down presently
with o ceash; the Gavibaldians poured through';
and, in tho course of a few scconds, almost with-
out houwing how they came there, Saxon and
Castletowers found themselves jnsido the walls,
face to face with a batallion of Neapolitan
infantry.

Both bodics fired. The Neapolitans, having
delivered their volley, retreated up the street.
The Garibaldians followed. Presently the Nea-
pelitaus turned, fired again, aod aguin retreated.
They repeated this manccuvre several times, the
Garibaldians always finng and following, till
they came to the market-place, in the centre of
the town,  Mere they found Colonel Dunn's regi-
ment inoccupation of oneside of the quadrangle,
and a considerable body of Neapolitan troops on
the other.  The air was full of smoke, and the
ground scattered over with groups of killed and
wounded. As the smoke cleared, they could seo
the Neapolitans on the ono hand, steauily loading
aund aiming—on the other, Dunu's men runnmng
tumultuously to and fro, keeping up a rapid but
irregular fire.

No sooner, however, had the new comers
cmerged upen the scene, than a mounted officer
came galloping towards themn through the tiuck
of tho fire.

#Send round a detatchment to the Via Lom-
bardi,” ho said, hurriedly. <« They have thrown
up a barricade there, which nust be taken ?

The meation of a barricade was cnough for
Saxon and Castletowers. Leaving the combat-
ants in the market-place to fight the fight out for
themselves, they started witl: the detachment,
and made tbeir way round by a labyrinth of
deserted by-streets at the back of the piazza.

A shot was presently fired dowa upon them from
a neighbouring roof—tlicy advanced at a run—
turned the angle of the next etreet—iwere greeted
with three simultaneous volleys from right, teft,
and centre, and found themsclves in the teeth of
the barricade. It wasamere pile of carts, paving
stones, and miscellancous rubbish, about cight
feet in height; but, being manned with trained
riflemen, and protected by the houses on each side,
every window of which bristled with gun-barrels,
it proved more formidable than it looked.

Tho detachment, which consisted wainly.of
Palermitan recruits, fell back in disorder, return-~
ing only a confused and fecblo fire, and leaving
somoe four or five of their number on tho
ground.

t Avantil” cried the officer in command.

But not a man stirred.

At that instant tho Neapolitans poured in an-
other destructive volley, whercupon tho front
ranks fairly turued, and tried to escape to tho
rear.

“ Poltronil” shouted their captain, striking
right and left with the flat of bis sword, and run-
ning along the lines like a madman, .

At the same moment Castletowers knocked
down one defaulter with the butt-cnd of his rifle,
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when Saxonseized another by the collar, dragged
him back to the front, drew his revolver from his
belt with ono hand, and with the other carried
thie man boldly up against the barricade.

It w.s a single act of strength and daring, but
it turned the tideas nothingclse could have done.
Impulsive as savages, and transported in o mo-
went from one extreme of feeling to another,
the Sicitinns burst into astorm of vivas, and flung
themsclves at the barricade Like tigers.

The Neapolitans might pour in their deadly fire
now frown housc-top and window, might intrench
themselves behind a hedge of bayonets, might
thrust the dead back upon the living, and defend
every inch of their puritivn as desperately as they
pleased, but nothing could daunt the ccurage of
their assxilauts.  The wmen who were ruuning
away but a moment before, were now rusbing
recklessly upon desth. Shot down by scores,
they yet pressed on, clambering over the bodies
of their fallen cowrades, shouting ¢ Viva Gari-
baldi!” under the muzzles of the Neapolitan
rifles, and scizing the very bayouets that were
pointed against them,

The struggle was short and bloody. It had
lasted scarcely three minutes when the Palenni-
tang poured over in one irresistible wave, and the
Neapolitans fled precipitatdy into the piazza
beyond.

The victors at once planted a tricolor on the
stmmit of the barricade, manned it with some
thirty of their own best riflemen, and proceeded
to dislodge such of the encmy as yet retained
posscssion of the houses on cither side.

In the meanwhile, the Garibaldian officer ran
up to Saxon with open arms, and thasked him
cnthusiastically.

“Gallant Inglese?” he said, #but for you, our
flag would not be flging hiere at this moment.”

To whom Savon, pale as death, and puinting
down to the pile of fallen men at the foot of the
barricade, replicd :

“Signor captano, I miss my friend.  For God's
sake grant me the assistance of a couple of your
soldiers to search for his body1”

It was a ghastly task.

The Neapolitans had czcaped as soon as they
found their position untenable ; but the loss of the
attacking party was very great.  Mostof the men
immediately under the barricude had been cruelly
bayoneted.  The dead wore n terrible expression
of agany on theic colourless faces; but many yet
breathed, and those who were conscious pleaded
piteously to be put out of their sufferings. One
by one, the dead were, flung aside, and the
wounded carried dotwn tothe shiade of the houses.
One by one, Saxon Trefalden looked incach mau's
face, helping tenderly to carry the wounded, and
reverently to dispose the limbs of the dead, and
watching every woment for the finding of his
fricnd.

At leagth the last poor corpse was lifted—the
search completed—the frightful bead-roll told
over. Thirty-two were dead, five dying, cleven
wounded; but amongst all these, the Earl of
Castletowers had noplace.  Saxon conld scarcely
believe it.  Again and again he went the round
of dead and dying; and at Jast, with bloodstained
hauds and clothes, and anxious heart, sat dowaat
the foot of the barricade, and asked himsclf what
lic should do next.

CHAPTER LXT. TTE LAST OF TIIE BATTLE.

It was now nearly four o'clack i theafternnon,
Throughout the search at the barricade, Saxon
had scen the shells fiying at a great height over-
Licad, and hieard the battde going on unceasingly
in the streetsof the town.,  Sometimesthe sounds
advanced, and sometimnes retreated; bat never
ceased for one minute tegether  Finding at
Iength that neither friends nor foes came round
in their direction, the men posted at the barricade
became impatient, and dropped away ane by one,
and pretently, Saxon being to all appeamnce no
teore likely to find bis friend in onc place than
another, followed their example.

Ile traversed one whole street without secing
a Jiviag creatare; then, coming t0 a cross-road,
pansed and listened. Themusketry now seemed o
be very distant, but he could not tell precisely from
what quarter the sound procecded. While hie was
Fethesitating,a couple of Neapolitan soldiers came

-

running towards him, Sceing an armed Gari-
baldian, they stopped short, as)if doubting wiich
way to turn; aund Saxon called to them to sur-
render.

At that moment, some six or cight red-shirts
made their appeatance at the top of the street,
in full chase.  The Neapolitans iwsmediately fieed
upon Saxon, flung away their nifles, and led down
a by sureet to the left,

But the balls glanced harmlessly by, and Saxon,
anxivus to hnow how the great interests of the
day were faring clsewhiere, went on his way, and
It the fugituves to their pursuers.

A few steps further on, be fell ia witha detach-
}ncnt of Tuscans led by young Beni, now on

vot.

“Hold! amico,” cried the Palermitan, * where
do you come from 7’

“From the barricade in the Via Lombardi.
Aud you??

“From the beach, wbere those cursed Regi
have been pouring down sbot and shell as tinck
a3 fire-stones from Etna”

“ How goes the day 27

€ Trivmphantly, We are driving them up to-
wards the castle from all sides. Come and sce.

So Saxon fell in with the Tuscan company ; and
as they pressed up against the bill, windiog round
by a steep lane on the castern sule of the town,
the young men, in a few hureied sentences, ex-
changed such news as cach bad to tell.

“The whole of the lower part of the town is
ours,” said Beni. ¢ Medici's men have done won-
ders—the Genoese carabineers but lost half theie
number—Peard’s company hias possession of an
old windmill on the heights above the castle,
whence they bave sifled the encmy clear out of
the northern works.

“This is great news 1°

“ It isgreatnews.  Before another houris yast,
we shall have them all shut up in the castle, like
mice in a trap.”’

“\Where is your horse??

% Shot under e, half an hour ago.
your friend 7"

“ Safe I hope.

Where i3

He vanished in the mélée down
at the barricade. I have not scen him sinee.?

“Silence! 1 hear a tramp of feet.  Halt 1?

The column halted, and in the sudden silence
that ensucd, the approaching footsteps of a con-
siderable body of men were distinetly andible.

1t was an exciting moment. The lane was
winding, steep, and narrow. On one side rose a
stupcudous cliff of solid rock ; on the other ran
a low wall, overhanging the poorest quarter of
the town. A worse place for a hostile encouater
could scarcely havebeen selected ; but the young
Pualermitar;, unused to command ashe was at once
saw the difliculty of his position,and preparctl to
oect it.

Silently and promptly, he drew up his Jittle
troop across tu¢ road—tlic front row lying down,
the second kneeling, the thinl standing—all ready
to grect the enemy with 2 deadly fire as soon as
they should come in sight.  In the meanswhile,
Saxon had flung his rific over Lis shoulder, and
begun climbing the face of the clift  Where
there was footing for a goat there was always
footing for hitn; and almost before Beni knew
what had become of him, he was posted behind
an ovyrhanging bush some twenty feet above,
About a dozen others immediately followed lis
cxample, till every shrub and projecting angle of
a rock concealed a rifle.

The Garibaldians had but just completed their
preparations, when the white cross-belts of thic
Neapolitans appeared at the tura of the roa ]l some
sixty yards ahead.

Evidently uaprepared to find their pasage re-
sisted, they recoiled at the sight of the Garibal-
baldians, whoinstantly poured in their first volley.
They then fired o few shols and fell back out of
sight, as il hesitating whether to advance or re-
treat.  The nature of the ground was such that
neither party could sec the extent of the other's
strength ; and Beoi bad Leen careful to tarn this
circumstagce to the best adrvantage. In the
mean while his men had rc-londca, and were
wailing in the same order as before.

They bad not towait long. In anothersccond
there aroso o shontof “Viva il Ré ¥ and the
royalists, cheered on by their officers, came back

with fixed bayonets, at the pas de charge—a nar-
row, compact resolute torrent, which looked us if
wmust carry all before it.

Again the Tuscaus delivered their deliberate
and deadly fire—again, again, and again; and
at cach discharge the foremost Neapolitans went
down hke grass before the seythe.  “Ihere scemned
to be a charned line drawn across the road be-
youd wihich they could not pass. As fast as they
reached 11, they fell; as fast as they fell thoae
belund rushed up, and were shot down in theie
turn,

Andall this time the tiraiileurs on the cliff-side
dropped theirunerring bullets into the advanciug
column, bringing down the hindmost mesn, and
picking off cach officer as he came into sight.

Mowed down by an irresistibo fire, little guess-
ing by what 2 mere handful of men they were
being held in chieck, and lat alnost without an
oflicer to cotamand then, the Neapolitans all at
once desisted from the attack, and retreated as
rapudly as they bad charged, dragging off soma
sixorcight of the weunded, and lewing arampart
of their dend piled up half way between them-
sclies aud their opponents,

% Viva Garibaldid” ericd Saxon, swinging him-
self ightly from bash to bush, and teapibiy down
into the road,

“ Viva Garibaldi!” shouted Leui's troops, cager
to pursue, but held back by their young leader,
who haew that they would have no chance if
ouce they betrayed the insgnificance of their
numbers.  Throwing himaclfbefore them, he for-
bade 22 man to stie. At the smne tine the tramp
of the eucwy, broken, hurried and disordered,
dicd rapidly away, and the Garibaldians, only
two of whom were slightly wounded, remained in
undisputed possession of thcir little Thermopy k.

In high spirits, they presently resumed theic
march ; but they saw no more Neapolitans.
When the lane opined presently upon a broad
platformn  overlooking the town, they halted.
Above them rose the castle ramparts, apparcntly
deserted.  Below them lay thestrects and squares
of Aclazzo, with the open country beyoud. A
strange silence seemed saddenly to bave fullen
upon the day. There was no ccho of muskeuy
to be heard upon the air—no smoke wreath
visible even in places where the combat had been
hottest balf an hour befure. Save a distantshiout-
ing hicre and there, and an accasional shell thrown
from some part of the fortifications fiur away to
the westward side of the castle, the tumult of
battle scemed to have passed magically away.

% \What does it all mean?” sz2id Saxon, breath-
lessly.

«\Vel),® replicd Beni, % 1 suppose it means that
the battle is over.”?

At that oment & detacbment of Malenchini's
brigade made its appearance at the further sido
of the platform, shouting, “Viva I'ltalial” and
planted the tricolor on the highiest pointof tho
parapet overlooking the towa.

The battle was udeed over; tue long day’s
fight, fought gallastly out, was crowned with
victory. The whole of the town, up to the very
gates of the castle, was in the hands of the liber-
ators.

CRAITER LXVI. SAXON PURSUES UIS SEARCO.

The battle over, orders were issued for the con-
struction of barricades in all tho approaches to
the castic.  Weary as they were after their long
day’s fighting, the Garibald:ans then stacked their
muskets and went to work with a will. Pave-
ments were hastily torn up, carts deagged from
the sheds in which their owners had left then,
nuod doors taken from their hinges. Before sun-
dotwn, a chain of extempore defences was t.rown
up at cvery pointof danger, and the royalisis wero
clicctually imprisoncd in their own strongbold.

Then, guanied only by a few sentinels posted
apon the barncades, the aney dispersed itseld
about the streets and pazzas, and lay down to
rest by hundreds in the churches, the deserted
houseg, and cven the open doorways along tho
strects.

In the mean while, Saxon went about from
barricade to barricade, sccking his friend and
questioning every one he met, bat seeking and
questioning in vaia. One Garibaldian remem-
bered to have seen him with the Pavia company
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during a sharp skirmish up in some gardens near
the castle. Another thought he had observed
_him down on the Marina. A third was certain
that he had been killed by the bursting of a shell;
while a fourth no less positively asserted that he
wa3 with Peard’s company in the windmill above
the castle. Confused by these contradictory

Btatements, Saxon wandered hither and thither
till ¢he twilight came on; and then, utterly ex-
haugted, stretched himself upon a bench in the
market-place, and fell profoundly asleep.

His sleep lasted ouly a couple of hours. He
had lain down full of anxicty and apprehension,
and no sooper had the first torpor of excessive
fatigue passed off than he woke, oppressed by a-
vague uneasiness, and, for the first foew moments,
unable to remember where he was.

He looked round upon a spacious piazza deep
in shadow, and scattered over with groups of
sleeping soldiers, and stands of arms.

Melazzo taken; Castletowers missing; perhaps
wounded—perhaps dead! Ie sprang to his feet
a3 these recollections flashed upon hiwm, and half
stupetied with sleep, preparced to resume his quest.
At (Le first step, he stumbled over the corpse of
8 Neapolitan grenadier, lying as if asleep, with
his white face turned up to the sky. A few paces
further on, he met a couple of Garibaldians, pre-
ceded by a torch-bearer, boaring away a wounded
man upon a shutter.

Learning from these that there were several
temporary hospitals in the town, as well as others
beyoud the gates, he resolved to visit all before
pursuing his search in other directions. He then
followed them to the church close by, the stone
floor of which had been laid down with straw for
the reception of the wounded. Tbe torches
planted here and there against the walls and
pillars of the building served only to make visible
the intense gloom of the vaulted roof ubove. All
round, more or less dangerously wounded, lay
some sixty soldiers; while, gliding noiselessly
to and fro, were scen the surgcons and nurses,
busy on their work of mercy. .

Pausing at the door, he asked the sentry if he
knew anything of an English nobleman~—Lord
Castletowers by name—whom he had reason to
fear must be among the wounded.

“ An Englishman ?” said the sentry. «Sj,
amico, there was an Englishman brought in about
two hours ago.

So Saxon went up to the nave of the church,
and preferred bis inquiry to ons of the nurses.

She shook her head.

‘ Alag!” she replied, “his casec was hopeless.”
He died ten minutes after be was brought in.”

“ Died ?”

“ His poor body has not yet been removed. It
lies younder, close under the pulpit.”

Half in hope, half in dread, the young man
snatched a torch from the nearest sconce, and
Hlew to the spot indicated. The scattered corpse
lay placidly enough, with a smile upon its dead
lips, and the eyes half closed, as if in sleep ; but
it was not the corpse of Lord Castletowers.

+ With a decp-drawn breath of relicf, Saxon
then turned away, and passing gently along the
line of patients, looked at each pale face in turn.

Having done this, he inquired his way to the
next ambulance, which was established in the
ground floor of the Polizia. In order to reach
this place, he had to re-cross the piazza. Here he
met three or four more torch parties: for the
Garibaldians were still anxiously searching for
their wounded in all parts of the town. '

Atthe door of the Polizia he accosted the sentry
with the same question that he had been asking
at every barricade and outpost in the place.
Could he give him any information of an English
gentleman, Lord Castletowers ?

. The sentry, who happened to be a Frenchman,
lifted his cap with the best-bred air imaginable,
and asked, ia return, if he had the honour of ad-
dressing Monsieur Trefalden.

Saxon replied in the affirmative; but.——

“ Alors, que monsieur se donne la peine d’en-
trer. 11 trouvera sou ami, milord Castletowers
daas la premiére salle 4 gauche.” :

Scarccly waiting to thank the friendly Gaul

for his intelligence, Saxon rushed in, and almost
the first face on which his eyes rested was the
face of his friend.

He'was sitting on the side of a bench that had
been serving him for a bed. He had a large cloak
thrown over his shoulders, and looked rather pale ;
but was, nevertheless, tranquilly smoking a cigar,
and chatting with bis nearest neighbour.

4 8o, Trefalden,” said he as Saxon burst into
the room, “ you have found me at last! I kuew
you would be looking for me all over the place,
if you were alive to do it; so I left word at the
door that you were to apply within. Excuse my
left hand.”

“Iam so glad, Castletowers !’ exclaimed Saxon.
“1 was never so glad in my life!”

“Gently, my dear fellow—gently! You nced
not shake one’s band quite so vehemently.”

“What is the matter? Where are you hurt?”

“In the right arm—confound it1”

“Very badly 7”7

“No. That is to say, I am not doomed to am-
putation; but there's an end, so far as I am con-
cernud, to glory and gunpowder—and that is
quite bad enough.”

CHAPTER LXVII. IN DURANCE VILE.

The mystery of the Earl's disappearance was
sufficiently simple when it came to be explained.
He bad been carried over the barricade in the
last great rush, and, instead of remaining on the
spot like Saxoun, to fight it out to the last blow,
had dashed on with some twenty others, in pur-
suit of the first fugitives. Having chased the
Neapolitans into ablind alley, taken them prison-
ers, and deprived them of their arms, the Gari-
baldians then fell in with the Pavia company, and
shared with them some of the hottest work that
wag done in Mclazzo that day.

It was while with this gallant company, and at
the moment when he was assisting to plant the
tricolor on the top of the summer-house in a long-
contested garden, that Lord Castletowers rc-
ceived two shots in theright arm, and was forced
to go back to the ambulances in the rear.

Uis wounds, though severe, were not in the
least daugerous ; one bullet baving lodged in the
biceps muscle of the upper arm, and another
having fractured the ulna bone of the forearm.
Both, however, had been already extracted before
Saxon found his way to the Polizia, and the sur-
geon in attendance assured them that Lord Castle-
towers would, in time, regain the use of his arm
as completely as if no mischance had ever befallen
it. In the meanwhile, to be sure, the results
were sufficiently inconvenient. 'I'he Earls mili-
tary career was brought to an abrupt conclusion,
and his hope of doing something brilliant—some-
thing that even Miss Colonnashould be forced to
admire—was nipped in the bud. These things
were hard to bear, and demanded all the paticnce
that he could summon to his aid.

Their campaign thus unexpectedly ended, the
young men would have gladly gone back at once
to their little yacht, aud set sail in search of
“fresh fields and pastures new;” but to that pro-
position the medico would not listen. So they
lingered on in Melazzo day after day, keeping for
the most part beyond the walls, and passing the
hot and weary hours as best they might.

It was a dull time, though enlivened by the
surrender of the garrison. Tficy saw the Neapoli-
tan transports steam into the bay, and witnessed
the embarkation of Bosco and his troops.

When this interlude was played out, the Gari-
baldians began to look towards Messina and
speculate eagerly on what next could be done.
‘L hen came rumours of a general evacaution of the
royalist strongholds ; and by-and-by they learned
beyond doubt that the tedium of success was not
likely to be relieved by any more fighting in the
island of Sicily. i

Somewhat comforted by this intelligence, and
still more comforted by a note which the Earl re-
ceived from Signor Colonna the fourth day after
the battle, the young men submitted to the semi-
imprisonment of Melazzo, and saw Garibaldi
depart with the main body of his army somewhat
less regretfully than they might otherwise have
done.

Brief as a military dispatch, the Italian’s note
ran thus :

#Caro Gervase. The victory which has just
been won terminates the war in Sicily. Dissen-

sion and terror reign in the cabinet at Naples.
Months will probably elapse before another blow
is struck; and it is possible that even that blow
may not be needed. In the meanwhile give ear
to earnest counsel. Sheath thy sword, and pursuc
thy journcy in peace. This in confidence from
the friend of thy childliood. G. C”

It was sumething to receive this assurance
from a man like Colonna~—a man who kuew bet-
ter than even Garibaldi himself the probabilities
and prospects of the war. So the friends made
the best of their position, and amused themselves
by plapning what they would do when they re-
ceived the medico’s order of release.

Norway was now out of the question. By the
time they could reach Bergen the season would
be nearly past; besides which, the Earl was for-
bidden to expose his wounded arm to so severe a
change of temperatare. They therefore proposed
to confine their voyage to the basin of the
Mediterranean, sceing whatever was prac-
ticable, and touching, if possible, at Malta, Alex-
andria, Smyrna, Athens, Naples, Cadiz, and Lis-
bon, by the way. To this list, for reasons known
only to himself, Saxon added the name of Sidon.

Xt length Lord Castletowers was pronounced
fit for removal, though not not yet well enough
to dispense with medical care. So Saxon cut the
knot of that difliculty by eugaging the services
of a young Sicilian surgeon; aud, thus attended,
they ouce. more weat on board the Albula, and
weighed anchor.

CHAPTER LXVIL LIFE IN THE EAST.

A little yacht rides at anchor in the barbour
of Alexandria, and two young Franks, one of
whom carries his right arm in a sling, are wan-
dering to and fro, drinking deeply of that cup of
enchantment—a first day in the East.

These two young Franks roam bither and
thither in a siate of semi-beatitude, conscious
neither of hunger, nor thirst, nor fatigne, nor
hardly of the heat, which, though it is bat
nine o’clock in the morning, is already treroen-
dous.

First of all, baving but just stepped ashore,
they plunge into the Arab quarter of the town,
passing through a labyrinth of foul lanes fenced
in on either side by blank, windowless dwellings,
that look as if they had all turned their backs to
the street; and coming presently to thorongh-
fares of a beiter clusse, where the tall houses
seem almost toppling together, and the latticed
balconies ail but toueh; zud the sky is narrowed
to a mere ribbon of vivid ultra-narine high over-
head. Here are beggars at every corner, caliing
loudly upon Allah and the passer-by, donkey-
boys, vagrant dogs, now aund thcn a mounted
Arab riding like mad, and scattering the foot
passengers before him right and left. Here, too,
are shops with open fronts aud shadowy back-
grounds; some gorgeous with silks and shawls;
some rich with carpets; some fragraut with pre-
cious gums and spices; some glittering with
sabres and daggers of Damascus.  In each shop,
sitling cross-legged on floor or counter, presides
the turbaned salesman, smoking his silver-lidded
pipe, and iundifferent alike to custom and fate.
Now comes a Moorish arch of delreate creamy
stone, revealing glimpses of a shady court-yard
set round with latticed windows, and enclosing
4 palm-tree and a fountain. One slender, quiver-
ing shaft of sunshine falls direct on the green
leaves and sparkling water-drops, and on an
earthen water-jar standing by—just such a jar as
Morgiana may have fiticd up with boiling oil in
the days of the good Caliph Haroun al Raschid.
And now comes n string of splay-footed camels,
noiseless and dogged-looking, laden with bundles
of brushwood as wide as the street, and led by
ghiny Nubian slaves, with white loiu-cloths and
turbans. Avoiding this procession, our two
Franks plunge into a dark arcade of shops,
lighted from above. This is a bazaar. Here are
alleys where they sell nothing but slippers;
alleys of jewels; alleys of furs, of tobcco, of
silks, of sweetmeats and drugs, of books, of glass
and ivory wares, of harness, of sponges, and even
of printed Manchester goods, Suetheld cutlery,
and French ribbons. Here crowds a motley throng
of Europeans and Asiatics ; impatient Arabs, with
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the camel's-hair thread bound upon their brows;
8eately Moslems, tarbaned and slippered ; Greeks,
iu crimson jackets and dingy white kilts; der-
vishes, in high felt caps; magnificent dragomen,
in huge muslin trousers; Armenians, Copts, Sy-
rians, negroes, Jews of all climates, and travellers
from every quarter of the globe. The water-
carrier, with bis jar of sherbet on his head, tinkles
his brass drinking-cups in the ears of the passers-
by; the tart-seller offers his melon-puffs; and
here, just leaving the fruit-shop, where she has
doubtless been buying ¢ Syrian apples and Oth-
manee quinces, peaches of Oman, and Egyptian
limes,” comes the fair Amine herself, followed by
that identical porter who was ‘a man of sense,
and had perused histories.”

Wandering on thus in a dream of Arabian
Nights, the young men, having fortified them-
selves with sherbet, presently mount a couple of
very thorough-bred, high-spirited donkeys, and
set off for the ruins of ancient Alexandria. These
ruins lie out beyond the town walls, amid a
sandy, dreary, hillocky waste that stretches far
away for miles and miles beside the sparkling
sea. Here they see Pompey’s pillar, and Cleo-
patra’s obelisk, and a wilderness of crumbling
masonry clothed in a green and golden mantle of
wild marigolds all in flower. Here, where once
stood the temple of Serapis with its platform of a
hundred steps, the wild sea-bird flits unmolested,
the jackals have their lair, and the trayellers talk
of the glories of the Ptolemys.

At last, fairly tired out, our Franks are fain to
strike their colours and go back to the town.
Here they put up at an English hotel, where they
bathe, dine, and rest till evening; when they
again sally forth—this time to call upon the
English consul.

CHAPTER LXIX. IN SEARCH OF A COMPANY.

The consul was not at his office when the
travellers presented themselves; but his repre-
sentative, a very magnificent young clerk, re-
splendent ic rings, chains, and a fez, was there
instead. They found this official in the aet of
wriling a letter, humming a tuue, and smoking
a cigar—all of which occupations he continued

" to pursue with unabated ardour, notwithstand-
ing that Saxon presented himself before his
desk.

41 shall be glad to speak to you, if you please,”
said Saxon, ¢“when you are at leisure.”

“No passport business transacted after two
o'clock in the day,” replied the clerk, without
lifting his eyes.

¢ Mina is not passport buginess,” replied Saxon.

The ¢lerk hummed another bar, and went on
writing.

Saxon began to lose patience.

«] wish to make a simple inquiry,” said he;
“and I will thank yoa to lay your pen aside for
& moment, while I do so.”

The peremptory tone produced its effect. The
clerk paused, looked up, lifted his eyebrows with
an air of nonchalant msolence, and said :

“Why the dooce, then, don’t you ask it?”

“] wish to know in what part of this city I
shall find the offices of the New Overland Route
Railway and Steam-Packet Company.”

“What do you mean by the New Overland
Route?” said the clerk.

- “I mean a company so-called—a company
which has lately established an office here in
Alexandria.”

% Never heard of any such company,” said the
clerk, ‘nor of any such office.”

“ Where, tken, do you suppose I can obtain
this information?”

“ Well, I should say—nowhere.”

1 think it is my turn to ask what you mean ?"
said Saxon, haughtily.

“My meaning is simple enough,” replied the
clerk, taking up his pen. ¢ There is no New Over-
land Company in Alexandria.”

%But I know that there is a company of that
name,” exclaimed Saxon.

Tl clerk shrugged his shoulders.

% Ob, very well,” said he. “If you know it,
that's enough.”

And with this he resumed his triple occupa-
tion.

At that moment a little glaga door opened at

the back of the office, and a bald-headed gentle-
man came out. He bowed.

“You are inquiring,” he said, “for some com-
mercial office, I believe? If you will permit me
to offer a suggestion, I would advise your ca.ling
upon Mr. Melchisedek. Mr. Melchisedek is our
great commercial authority in Alexandria. He
knows everything, and he knows everybody. A
man of universal information, and very courteous
to strangers. You cannot do better than call on
Mr. Melchisedek.”

“I am sure,” said Saxon, *“I am very much
obliged to you.”

¢ Not at all—not in the least. Mr. Melchisedek
—any one will direct you. The viceroy is not
better known. Good evening.”

So saying, the bald-headed gentleman bowed
the travellers to the door, and closed it behind
them.

“ Why, Trefalden,” said the Earl, when they
were once more in the street, ¢ what interest can
you possibly take in an ©verland Company? It
is some obscure undertaking, depend on it.”

It won’t be obscure for long,” replied Saxon,
complacently. It is a magnificent affair; and if
the agents out here are keeping it quiet, they
bave their own reasons for doing so0.”

“You seem to know all about it,” said Castle-
towers, with some surprise.

“I know a good deal about it.”

““ And mean to take shares?”

“I have taken shares already,” replied Saxon,
‘10 a large amount.”

Whereupon the Earl only looked grave, and
8aid nothing.

CHAPTER LXX: MR. GREATOREX IN SEARCH 0'7 AN
INVESTMENT.

While Saxon and his friend were yachting and
fighting, and London was yet full to overflowing,
and Francesco Secondo was still, toall appear-
ance, firmly seated on his throne, Mr. Laurence
Greatorex bent his stcps one brilliant July morn-
ing in the direction of Chancery-lane, and paid
a visit to William Trefalden.

He had experienced some little difficulty in
making up his mind to this step ; for it was an
exceedingly disagreeable one, and required no
small amount of effort in itsaccomplishment. He
bad seen and avoided the lawyer often enough
during the last two or three months ; but he had
never gpoken to him since that affair of the
stopped cheque. His intention had been never
to exchange civil speech or salutation with Wil-
liam Trefalden again ; but to hate him heartily,
and manifest his hatred openly, all the days of
his life. And he would have done this uncom-
promisingly, if his regard for Saxon had not come
in the way. But he liked that young fellow
with a genuine Idrng (just as he hated the
lawyer with a genuine hatred), and, cost what
it might, he was determined to serve him. So,
having thought over their last conversation—
that eonversation which took place in the train,
between Portsmouth and London; havinglooked
in vain for the registration of any company
which seemed likely to be the one referred to ;
having examined no end ofreports, prospectuses,
lists of directors, and the like, he resolved, despite
his animosity and his reluctance, to see William
Trefalden face to face, and try what could be
learned in an interview.

Perhaps, even in the very suspicion which
prompted him to look after Saxon’s interests,
despite Saxon’s own ucwillingness to have them
looked after, there may have been a lurking
hope, a half-formed anticipation of something
like vengeance. If William Trefalden was not
acting quite fairly on Saxon Trefalden’s behalf,

if there should prove to be knavery or laxity in

some particular of these unknown transactions,
would it not be quite as sweet to expose the
defrauder as to assist the defrauded ? .
Laurence Greatorex did not plainly tell him-
self that he was actuated by a double motive in
what he was about to do. Men of his stamp are
not given to analysing their own thoughts and
feelings. Keen sighted enough to detect the
hidden motives of others, they prefer to make the
best of themselves, and habitually look at their
own acts from the most favourable point of view.
So the banker, baving made up his mind to

accept the disagreeable side of his present under-
taking, complacently ignored that which might
possibly turn out to be quite the reverse, and
persuaded himself, as he walked up Fleet-street,
that he was doing sowmething almost heroic in
the cause of friendship.

He sent in his card, and was shown at once
to William Trefalden’s private room.

% Good morning, Mr. Trefalden,” said he, with
that noisy affectition of ease that Sir Charles
Burgoyue so especially disliked ; “you are sur-
prised to see me here, 1 don’t doubt.”

But William Trefalden, who would bave mani-
fested no surprise Lad Laurence Greatorex walk-
ed into his room in lawn sleeves and a mitre,
only bowed, pointed to a seat, and replied:

“ Not at all. I am happy to see you, Mr.
Greatorex.”

“ Thapks” And the banker sat down, and
placed his hat on the table. “ Any news from
Norway ?”

“ From my cousin Saxon! No,
not any.”

“ Really 2"

¢ 1 do not expect him to write to me.”

“ Not at all ?”

“ Why, no—or, at all events, not more than
once during his absence. We have exchanged
no promises on the score of correspondence ;
and [ am no friend to letter-writing, unless on
business.”

“ You are quite right, Mr. Trefalden. Mere
letter-writing is well enough for school-girls and
sweethearts ; but it is a delusion and a snare to
those who have real work on their hands. One
only needs to look at a shelf of Horace Walpole’s
Correspondence to krow that the man was an
idler and a trifler all his life.”

Mr. Trefalden smiled a polite assent.

-4 But I am not here this morning to discourse
on the evils of pen and ink, ” said Greatorex. “I
have come, Mr. Trefalden, to ask your advice.”

“ You shall be welcome to the best that my
expericuce can offer,” replied the lawyer.

“ Much obliged. Before going any further,
however, I must take you a litile way into my
confidcnce.” -t - -

Mr. Trefalden bowed.

“ You must know that I have a little private
property. Not much—only a few thousands ;-
but, little «:8 it is, it is my own ; and is not in-
vested in the business.

Mr. Trefalden was all attention.

¢ It is not invested in the business,” repeated
the banker ; “ and I do not choose that it should
be. I want to keep it apart—snug—safe—han-
dy—wholly and solely at my own disposal. You
understand ?” :

Mr, Trefalden, with a furtive smile, replied
that he understood perfectly.

¢ Nor is this all. I have espensive tastes, ex-
pensive habits, expensive fiiends, and therefore I
want all I can get for my money. Till lately I
have been lending it at—well, no mattcr at how
much per cent ; but now it’s just been thrown
upon my hands again, and I am looking out for
u fresh investment.”

Mr. Trefalden, leaning back in his: cliair, was,
in truth, not alittle perplexed by tLe frankness
with which Laurence Greatorex was placing
these factsbefore him. However, Lie listened and
smiled, kept his wonder to himself, and waited
for what should come next.

« After this preface,” added Greatorex, “ 1
suppose I necd scarcely tell you the object of my .
visit.”

« I have not yet divined it,” replied thelawyer.

« ] want to know if you can help me to an
investment,”

Mr. Trefalden made no secret of the surprise
with which he heard this request.

I help you to an investment?” he repeated.
% My dear sir, youamaze me. In matters of that
kind, you must surely be fur better able to Lelp
yourself than I am to help you.”

% Upon my soul, now, 1don’t see that, Mr.
Trefallen.” .

# Nay, the very nature of your own busi-
negs—-"

 This is a matter which I am anxious to keef
apart from our business—altogetherapart,” inter
rupted Mr. Greatorex.

At present
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I qoito understand that ; but what I do not
understaud s, that you, a banker, should apply
Lq 13(:’, a lawyer, for counsel on a point of this

ind.

« Can you not understand that I may place
more relinnco on your opinion thanon myown ?”

Mr. Trefulden smiled polite incredulity.

My dear Mr. Greatorex,” he replied, it i3 as
if I wero to ask your opinion on u point of com-
wmon lnw.”

Laurence Greatorex laugled, and drew his
chair u few inches nearai.

# Well, Mr. Trefulden,” ho said, 1 will be
quito pluin and open with you, Supposing, nov,
that I had good reason for believing that you
could help me to the very thing of which I'am
in searcl, would it then be strange if I came to
you asI have come to' day 7”

¢ Certainly not : but—"

“ Bxeuse me—I /eve been told something
that leads me to hope you can put a fine invest-
ment in my way, if you will take the trouble t¢
do 50.2

“ Then I regret to say that you have been
told wrongly.”

# But my informante—?»

“—as in crror, Mr. Greatorcx. I bhave
notbing of the kind in my power—absolutely
pothing.”

¢ Is it possible 7

¢ So possible, Mr. Greatorex, that, had I five
thousaad pounds of my own to invest at this
woment, I should be compelled to seck precisely
such counsel as you bave just been sceking
from me."”

Tho kanker leaned across the table in such a
manner as to bring his face within a coupleof
feet of Mr. Trefulden’s.

 But what about the new Company 2 sajd
b

e.

The lawyer's heart scemed suddenly to stand
still, and for & moment—just onc moment—bis
matchless sclf-possession was shaken. Io felt
himself change colour. IHe scarcely dared trust
bimself to speak, lest bis veice should betray
him.

Greatorexs cyes flashed with trivwph ; but
the lawyer recovered bis prescace of mind as
quickly as he had lost it.

¢ Pardon me,” ho said, coldly ; # but to what
company do you allude 2”

4 To what compaoy should I allude, exscept
the one in which you have iavested your cousin
Saxou’s moncy 2

Mr, Trefulden looked bis questioner hanghtily
in the face.

“ You labour undersomo mistake, Mr. Greato-
rex,” be said. ¢ In the first place, you are refer-
riug to come association with wbich I am unac-
quainted——"

“ Bute—

“ And in the second place, I am at aluss to
understand how my cousin’s affairs should pos-
sess any interest fur you.”

“A first-rate specalation posscsses the very
strongest interest for me,” replicd the banker.

Mr. Trefulden shrugged lus shualders signi-
ficantly.

“Tho law, perbaps, hag made me over-cau-
tious,” said he, ¢ but I abhor the very name of
speculation.”

¢ And yet, if I understood your cousin righuly,
bis moncy has been invested in a speculatiun,”
persistcd Greatores.

The lawyee surveyed his visitor with a calm
Lautear that made Greaturex fidget ia his clau.

¢ I cannot telly” said he, ¢ how, far my cousta,
in his ignorance of money matters, may have
unintentionally misled yoa upon this point, but
1 must be permitted to put you right in onc par-
Gealar, Saxon Trefalden has certainly not spe-
calated with his fortune, Lecause I shuuld no
more counsel him to speculate than he would
speculate withoat my cvunsel. I trustT amsuffi-
cicatly explicit.”

¢ Explicit cnongh, M. Trefalden, but—~"

The lawyer loooked up inquiringly.

# But disappointing, you scc—confoundedly
d’sappuinting. I made surc, after what he bad
told mo——

¢ May I inquire what my cousin did tell you,
Ar, Greatorex?

“ Certainly. Ilesaid yon had invested o large
part of his property, and the whole of your own,
in tho shares of some new company, the sameand
objects of which were for the present to bo kept
strictly private.”

“ No more than this ?”

“ No more—except that it was to be the most
brilliaut thing of the day.”

Mr. Trefa.den smiled.

“ Poor boy 1" ho said. * What a droll mistake
—and yet how liko him!”

Sceing him so unrufiled and amused, the City
man’s belief in the success of his own schieme
was momentarily staggered.  Ile began to think
hio had mado no such capital discovery after all.

‘¢ I hope you mean to eharo the juke, Mr. Tre-
falden,” ho said, uneasily.

Y Willingly. * Asis always the case in these
misapprehensions, Suxon was a litde right and a
good deal wrong in his story. His woney has
been lent to & company on first-rato security—
not invested iu shares, or embarked in any kind
of speculation. Iamnot at liberty to namo the
company—it is sufficient that ko could nowhere
have found more satisfictory debtors.”

‘1 suppose, then, thero i3 no chance in the
same direction for outsiders?”

“ My cousin has advaoced, I belicve, as much
as the company desires to borrow.”

 Humph!—iust my luck. Well, I am much
obliged to you, Mr. Trefalden,”

“ Notin the least. I only regret that I canbe
of no service to you, Mr. Greatorex.”

They rose simultancously, and, as they did
50, each read mistrust in tho other's eyes.

% Does hiereally wantan investment ?” thought
the lawyer ; « or is it a mereschemo of detection
from first to last?”

# Has he canglt scent of oy little gamo?
the banker asked himself ; * and is this plausible
story nothing, after all, but & clever invenuon ?*

These, bowerver, were questions that could
not be asked, much less answered ; so, Laurence
Greatorex and William Trefalden parted ciwilly
cnough, and lated cach other more bearuly than
ever,

There was one, however, who witnegsed their
parting, aud tock note thereof—ono who marked
the expression of tho banker’s face as ho left the
oflice, the luok of dismay on Walllam Trefalden’s
ashe returned to bis private room. That keen
observer wasAfr. Keckwitch ; and Mr. Keckwiteh
well knew bow to tarn lus quick appreliension
to account.

(To be continued.)

« DINING WITH TUE KING.”

‘VI} have so scldom an opportunity of obtain-
ing a glimpse at the vic pricée of Royalty,
more cspecially as connccted with personages
and iacidents of a contemporary date, that we
offtr, with an assured confidence inits more than
ordinary interest, the following bnef narrative,
which commemorates the paruculars associated
with a privato dinner at Buckingham Palace,
as detaded from the cummumcauun of a late
distinguished clergyman, who enjoyed anofficial
conncction with the court of William the Fourth,
The gentlaman alluded to was the Rev. John
Sleath, D.D., &c., Subdean of the Chapel Royal,
Prcbendary of St Pauls Cathedral, nnd High-
Master of St. Paul's School. Previously to his
appuintment to these digmucs he was fur sume
years 2 Master of Ragby Schiool, be was a na-
tive of the county of Warwick. He held other
prferment 1a the Church, besides the offices
coamerated , and was widely known asa mestac-
cutnpisshed schular, aud was the pussessor of peca-
Lialy urbancand dignificd manacrs thatcminently
qualdicd Linn for a hugher position ia tho table of
ccclesiastical precedencsy, aad of courtly distunc-
tion, than he ultimately reached.  1is especta-
tions of being clevated to the episcopal bench
were, for seveml years preceding lus death, very
confidentially entertained; and_we belicvo they
wero encyuraged sn quarters which fully justificd
his ambition of gaining o prowmotion, to which
few of Lis contemporarics could moro honourably

bave aspired on the scoro of personal merit,

The papers of tho day having announced the
intelligenco of Dr. Sleatl's introduction at the
royal table, ouo of Lis moro intimate fricnds
toak an cacly appartunity of obtaining from him
the particulars of his visit, which ave hiere given
as recorded, for the infurmation of o mutual ac-
quaintance, in a letter of the same date,

On the Sunday preceding the reverend doc-
tor's invitation to dno at the Paluce, some one
at the royal table had alluded in terms of very
warm approval to a sermon preachied that morn-
ing at St. James's by Dr. Sleath,upon which the
King, turning to Mr. Wood, Prnce George's
tutor, saud—* Woud, tell Dr. Sleath he must
preach next Sunday at Chapel Royal; you must
write to him.” On the Weduesday following,
ke reccived the King’s commands to attend o
new bishop’s doing homage at half past ten
o'clock; previously to retwing, at the conclu-
sion of the ceremony, he was honoured by His
Majesty's fucthier connnands, that be sbould dine
that evening at the Palace.

It i3 generally understood, in the circles moro
immediately cogatzant in matters of courtly
cercrmonial, that a dinner at the private table of
royalty, though estecmed an eaviable privilege
by thie invited, is by no means usually a subject for
very agrecable recollection, save as fur as the in.
dulgenee ofasentiment of gratified self-csteemn may
Iead persons so hououred to chronicle the event
with feelings of quulified satisfaction. But a
participation in tho pleasures of thoe board, as
dispensed under the gegial influcaces called 1ato
exercise by the frank and easy joviality and un-
measured condescension of our late popular
sovercign Wilham tho Fourth, was an occasion
of real festivo enjoymeut—an cvent of unmis-
takable gaicty and good cheer. The open-
Learted cordiality of the King, and the amiablo
and unassuming deportment of Lis most estim-
ablo consort, Queen Adelawde, put each guest
fuirly at lus casc, and gave a welcome thut en-
hanced the scnso of the royal courtesy.

Tho party assernbled on the occasion bere
particularly alluded to,appears to have cousisted
of individuals who formed an attractive entou-
rage around the hospitable and princely board.
On Dr. Sleaths arnival, he was showa into tho
reception room, where he found the King stand-
ing before the fire, talkmg to Lord Jumes
O'Bricn, the Marquis of Winclester, Viscouut
), Earl Amberst, the Earl and Countess of
Mayo, two aides-de-camp, and o maid of honour,
He was received in a very warked and gracious
manner, and soon felt himself perfecily freo
from any idea of formal constraint. Presently
arrived the Queen, who made her salutations in
au casy quict manner, in acknowledgmeut of tho
profound oleissances of thoso present. EHer
Majesty was soon followed by bis Royal Highe
ness Prince George of Cambridge, who, after
making lus bows to the company, accosted 10 o
warm fricudly mauvaer, Dr. Sleath, with whom
Lic continued to converse ina tono of lively and
unaffected heartliness,  We should have noticed
more particularly the appearance of the Queen,
who was attired ia full invurning—a satin gown,
boa, long necklace, and gauze cap, constituting
the principal fentures uf her Majesty's tuilette.
Whea diancr was anoounced, the King gaid—
“ Prince George, take the Queen.” I3 Majesty
took the Countess of Mayo, the Marquis of Win-
chester the maid of honour. The party consisted
of about sistcen persons, there were no presid-
ing seats at the table a3 on ordinary social occa-
swas m geoeral socicty , no “ top " and bottom,”
to usc cunventional terms implying the common
armpgemeat in such matters.

The King and Queen sat opposite cach other,
on cach side, at the middic part of the table,
Proce George on the left haand of the Qucen,
the Marquis of Wiachester on her nght, thea
the mawd of honour, and then the Doctor.  Tho
Quecen, to use Dr. Sleaths expression, ¢ was very
quict,” and addressed her conversation chiefly to
Yrince George, but,only talked a littc duting her
stay at table. Tho King “ was very pleasant.”
No dishes were set upon the table—nothing in
tho shape of catables appeared there.  The entire
space was covered with an immense variety of
ornaments] arlicles, curiously and claborately
constructed, to which o striking cffcct was coms
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municated by the softened lights of the numer-
vus wax candles that clustered above the board.
. Ten servants in superb liveries assisted during
the dinner,.and behind the King’s chair stood a
gentlemau in black, who gave His Majesty wine.
‘T'o descant on the varied succession of appetising
viands would be superfluous. Kven princes are
resiricted to the enjoyment of the same objects
of food participated by their subjects a3 ordinary
delicacies. Thus, cod-fish, soles, white soup,
turtle soup, roast beef, fowls, cutlets, patties,
game of all kinds, and sweet dishes of every con-
ceivable variety, were handed about to the
guests with that prompt and skilful attention
peculiar to highly-trained servitors in our best
houses. Soon after the fish was distributed, the
King said to Dr. Sleath—* Remember you
preach to us on Sunday; and will you do e
the honour to take wine? What do you do with
yourself these holidays?” ¢ Sire! I go into
Warwickshire, where 1 was born, to sec all my
friends” ¢ Ah, well: Amberst, fill your glass
—jyou are a Warwickshire boy. Here’s to the
health of the Warwickshire lads and lasses!”
at which they all laughed, and drunk the toast,
(We are not, en passant, sufficiently well ac-
quainted with the noble lord’s antecedents, to
say how he verified the King’s assertion of this
connection with the county referred to.)  After
the dinner, & magnificent dessert was put upon
the table, the coup d'eil of which was a spec~
tacular treat to be ever afterwards recalled with
a feeling of unbated admiration. The men
stayed to change the ice-plates, and then left,
After a rather brief interval the Queen nodded
to the King, who immediatcly said aloud—
“ Doorl” which was opened by the man in
black ; all the gentlemen stood up; and then
the Queen arose, and her two ladies, and left
the room. The gentlemensat tilleleven o'clock,
the King  very pleasant;” he left the table
alone, and the rest a quarter of an hour after.

They were shown to another part of the palace
—the Queen's Private Drawing-room. In the
gallery were two servants preparing tea and
coffee. No eatables were introduced. The tea-
equipage was of the utmost possible splendour.
Prince George was in high spirits, very attentive,
repeatedly asking them to take more. They
found Her Majesty seated at the table, doing
¢ rough stitch,” Lord Hill talking to her ; the
King half asleep, leaning on the table ; the two
ladies talking together. They were all very chatty
and agreeable. At haifpast eleven, the Queen
walked off with her ladies, and the restat twelve,
the King wishing them a hearty “ Good night.”

The doctor preached the ordered sermon on
the following Sunday, and alluded therein very
happily to the Duke of Gloucester, then lately
deceased ; and he was afterwards assured that
his discourse had afforded their Majesties the
highest satisfaction.

A CROCODILE STORY.

MONG the bouses recently pulled down in Pa-
ris, to make way for the new Boulevard St.-
Michel, was a well-known wine-shop, more cele-
brated, however, for a large crocodile which
was puspended frem the ceiling of the shop than
for the wine that was retailed. This animal was
stuffed, and was remarkable for its large propor-
tions, formidable rows of glistening teeth, and
for seven arrows which pierced its scaly sides.
Buch a beast could not be without a history.
Here it is.

The wine-bouse was occupied formerly by me-
dical students. | The landlord was an amiable,
easy-going man, and though not precisely will-
ing to allow the students to live rent-free, was
never very exacting, and always ready to give
his lodgers time to pay their dues. It happened,
bowever, that one of the students was not only
far behind in his payments for rent, but also ow-
ed the landlord a considerable sum for board.
For a long time the latter did not press for pay-
ment ; but when the sum owing amounted to 800
francs, he began to get impatient for his money.
Under these circumstances the student cudgelled
his brain to devise means to satisfy his landlord ;
but all his attempts to earnmoney honestly Were

lodging debt.

fruitless, and he began to despair, when a fortu-
nate chance relieved him of his difficulty.

Being so far reduced as to sell his clothes, he
saw in the shop where he had parted with his
garments a large crocodile wretchedly stuffed.
¢ JJow much do you want for that beast?” he
inquired from the old clothesman. “Ten franes,”
replied the latter.~—¢ Oh, you are joking,” rejoin-
ed the student; ¢ ten francs for such a villainous
beast ag that! Come, now, I will give you three.”
—Done,” exclaimed the old-clothes merchant,
and away went the student with his purchase,
taking care to bring it into his lodgings at night-
full in order that his landlord should not see it.

He now set to work to re-stuff the crocodile,
and by dint of hot water and paint, varnish, false
teeth, and glass eyes, succeeded in restoring the
animal to life-like similitude, and making it a
very formidable looking crocodile, When he
had completed his task, he purchased seven
arrows, attached feathers to them of the most
brilliant and showy plumage, and then thrust
the point into the sides of the croeodile. This
done, he placed the beast.in a closetin his room,
disposing it in such a manner that by leaving the
door open it might easily be seen.

Many days had not elapsed before thelandlord
paid his lodger an early visit. The student,
who had not yet risen, hearing his landlord's voice
outside his door, and conscious of the object of
being waited on, opened the closetdoor, request-
ed the landlord to enter, and then jumped into
bed again,

The student's apprehensions were true; the
landlord had come for a portion, atleast,of his rent.
He was at first disposed to deal leniently with his
lodger, until the latter declared that he was sou-
less, and, moreover, did not think it at all pro-
bable that he should be able to discharge his
On hearing this the landlord
became furious, and was proceeding to threaten
the student with legal proceedings, when, turn-
ing round, his eyes fell on the magnificent croco-
dile within the closet. His curiosity being aroused,
he requested to know how his lodger became
possessed of the animal, and whether any histo-
ry attached to it. On this, the student, who
desircd nothing better, and who had laid his
plans to entrap his landlord, proceeded toinform
him that the crocodile in question was on the point
of devouring one of hig uncles in South Ameri-
ca when it was pierced by the arrows still in its
sides discharged by savages, who appeared on
the scene at the critical time.

During the recital of the story, the landlord
regarded the animal with great admiration, and
when the student had finished, he exclaimed,
“Do you know that the crocodile would make an
excellent shop-sign?—come, what will you sell
it to me for?” The student declared that to part
with so interesting a family relic was out of the
question ; but when his landlord’s offers ran
high be at length gave way, and the crocodile
finally became his property for the sum of 1,200
francs and the furiher understanding that the
student’s debt was to be cancelled.

The price was certainly extravagant, bearing
in mind that for which the student had obtained
the animal ; but the landlord had no reason to
repent his bargain, for it made not only his for-
tune, but that of his two successors, and is, more-
over, likely to make that of a third.

Suspended from the ceiling of tho wine-shop
hundreds came to see the great crocodile which
was killed when about to devour a man, and
now the proprietor of the wine-shop, lately demo-
lished, has carried it off with the rest of his
stock in trade for the purpose of setting it up in
his new premises.

Health.~Another word for temperance and
exercise, ,

Epicure.—One who lives to eat, nstead of eat-
ing to live.

Coffin.—The cradle in which our second child-
hood is laid to sleep.

Dreams.~Iuvisible visions to which we are
awake in our sleep.

JAncestry. —The boast of those who have
nothing else to boast of.

Book.—A thing formerly put aside to be read,
and now read to be put agide.

A LETTER TO THE EDITOR.

Sir,—In an article on “Nomenclature”
in the “Reader” of the 2nd instant, it is
stated that Portugal is so called from its having
been the furthest western harbour in ancient
times, and that ¢n account of the wine, famous
in that country, being brought or carsied (porto)
to England, it has been consequently calied port
wine. Allow me, with due respect, to enter &
protest agaiust that definition of theorigin of the
word Portugal, which, if incorrect, as I deem
it to be, anmbilates the idea of carrying as
entering into the origin of the word port-wine.
To those readcrs who are familiar with ancient
geography, the Portus Calle, at the mouth of the
river Durius which divided Tarraconensis from
Lusitania (the ancient name of Portugal), will
be remembered ; and I believe in this instance
that the name of a country has been derived
from a small town that formerly existed on
the coast of the Atlantic. Portugal is merely &
corruption of Portus Calle, and we do not call
the wines by the name of port from the fact of
its being brought or carried, but call it by that
name from the fact of its being made in a coun-
try called Portugal.

Similar examp’es of whole countries being
called by the name of a town or of a people that
inhabited but a small portion thereof and giving
their names to principal cities, may not prove
uninteresting. The Franks were a powerfd
German tribe, which, at the breaking up of the
Roman Empire, possessed themselves of Gaul, and
g ve it their own name, .

In ancient Gallia, the Parisii, who lived on and
about the banks of the river Sequana or modern
Seine, and who had for their capital Lutetia,
have transmitted to us the name of Paris.

The Senones in the same district with their
capital Agedincum, have given their names to the
present city of Sens. The Remi, with their capital
of Durocortorum, have handed down to us the
fact of their existence in giving the name of
Rheims to a large city.

Many other instances 0o numerous to mention
might be adduced ; but whilst on this topic I will
refer to the derivation of the word ¢ daughter,”
which, as it may not be generally known, may
prove interesting to some who like to dive into
the origin of words. The Sanscrit for daughter is
«dhuitri” and the Greek “(vyaryp;” and from
the latter we get our word deughter, which
means ¢ milker of cows,” for pastoral mations
were in the habit of leaving the milking of their
herds to the daughters of their owners.

The derivation of the word “ candidate” re-
minds of the word ¢ ambition,” which comes
from the latin “ambeo” to walk about, inas-
much as it was the custom of candidates for
office to walk about the cities and solicit votes.

I am, Sir, yours, &c., &c.,
W.C.R.
Montreal, December 3rd, 1865.

A Paris correspondent says:—* The Europe
tells us that the Emperor has the identical maho-
gany book-case in his study at the Tuileries
which he possessed at Ham. Lately it was sug-
gested that glass doors would preserve his books
from dust, but he would not allow his_souvenir
of his adverse fortunes to be altered. He had a
magnificent collection of meerschaum pipes,which,
as Dr. Conneau strictly forbids his making use of
them, the Emperor gives away to his visitors. His
Majesty's costume in his study consists of an old
paletét, well-worn and remarkably shabby. He
does not possess a rdbe de chambre, that favourite
and most effeminate garment in which Frenchmen
delight to pass their mornings. His constant re-
ference to prints and pictures of various parts of
the empire causes an immense number to accumu-
late in his study, some lying against the walls,
and even on the floor. His first valet has an eye
to the fine arts, and resorts to a singular ruse
when he specially covets any of these ; he allows
a heap to be in his Majesty’s way, ¢ Mais enfin,’
complains the Emperor, ¢ ces tableaux augmentant
toujours. Ne pourrait on pas ter quelques uns ?
¢ Parfaitement sire, replies the amateur Jeames;
tje vais enlever les plus génants” By which
means be has acquired a very fine collection.”
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WHERE IS THY IIOME?

ITTING by my window, a few cvenings siuce,
in the dim Autumn twilight, two visions ap-
peared unto me.  First camo a brilliant creature,
dressed with all the elegance which wealth could
devise. Iler apparel was a combination of the
richest colours, and was of the finest texture. On
her arms, neck and brow gleamed precious jewels,
and around her queenly form was thrown a mantle
of costliest material.  She gazed at e with a
fised look, and, as I sat spell-bound, enrapturcd
with her maguificent beauty, she smiled winning-
Iy and beckoned me to her, but an unscen power
withheld me. I asked, # What is thy name?”
—4 My name,” ghe replied, ¢is Fashion. I dwell
in marble halls; all bow before me—come!” As
she uttered these words, I heard a gentle rustling
near me, and, turning, I beheld a second vision
fairer and more lovely than the first, and from
whose presence Fashion shrank with evident
dismay. This sccond vision was a gentle, beauti-
ful creature, dressed in spotless white, without
ornament of any kind. Around her there appear-
¢d to be o halo of light. Hercyes had a clear,
steady radiance emanating from their bluedepths,
but there was an indescribable air of sadness in
the expression of her conntenance. She looked
grieved at the prescuce of Fashion, who gradually
disappeared, still beckoning to me. 1 moved
not, but asked the beautcous being beside me,
«iVhat is thy name, and where is thy home?"—
#)My name,” she answered, with a deep drawn

sigh, “is Truth: but alas! I Lave no home!”

YELva.

THE MAGNESIUM LIGIIT.

CUI Bono?— A very curious and beantiful

light : but what is the good of it? asks the
practical man.  As Franklinmet a similar ques-
tion in the easc of clectricity: « What is the
good of a baby ?” Magnesium isa baby ; yet,
though a baby, it has already given some pledge
of its manhood. One of its early feats was
taking a number of portraits by photography at
night with & preciston nnd cflcct equal to sun-
hight. This douc, it was at once suggested, why
may we not have photographs of caves, catacombs,
cry pts, mines, and of every dark and wonderful
cavity ?

One of the first to put this to a practical test
was the Scottish Astronomer Royal. It was his
great desite to bring tho granite coffer—the
Sanctum sanclorum of the great Pyramid—to light,
and to dissipate all uncertainty about it. This.
with the sid of the magnesium light, lic has ac-
complisheit. According to the theory of the late
Mr. Tuylor, this gravite coffer wasa primeval
measure of capacity, from whence is derived the
hereditary Anglo-Saxon wheat measure called the
quarter, of which coffer it is the fourth part.
Whilst, howerver, we know by Act of Parliament
how many cubic inches arc contained in four
quarters English, there has been much doubt
about the cubical eontents of the granite chest or
coffer of the Pyramid. The measures of the French
Academy in 1799 made it nearly 6,300 cubic
inches greater than scveral English travellers
had declared it to be, though they again by no
mearsagreed with each other in subsidiary details,
Now, bowever by means of the magacsium light,
we have a series of photographs of this coffer with
a system of measuring rods fastencd about it
shewing the size inside and the size outside ; and
finally, the cubical contents being summed up,
prove that the remarkable granite vessel is a
measure of capacity cqual with almost mathema-
tical accuracy to four quarters Euglish.

Evex ag now, Oxford was in the fiftcenth cen-
tury noted for its preference of theology to natu-
ral sciroce ; for when the scoler asked the
Maisler of Ozinforde % Wherefore is theson rede
ateven 77 the orthodox answer wag, ¢ For he
gothe toward hell. The most delicious non sequi-
tur in the same treatise is, Why bereth not
stanys feayt ag trees? M. For Cayno slough his

« brother Abell with the bone of an asse cheko.

PASTIMES.

PUZZLES.

The following wmay be new to many of our
readers :

1. Yon0an Q
But 1 O theo
00w O
But () O me
Aund Olet my O
Thy O bes
And giveQ O
10 thee.

2. General BBBB's took his CCCC's into the
BpDDID

3. Take 45 from 45 in such a manner that you
may have 45 left,

4. 60 sot dosen it matters much which way,
Aud add a nought to it without delay;
‘Fhen 5 must follow at the nought’s right band
Ero you tho puzzlo, sirs, can understand.
Then Each into four equal parts divide,
And placo tho first fourth by the othier’s side;
Tho sum, if worked corrcctly, will disclose
The source of half our joys and half our woes.

CHARADES.

1. Seven names ¥ have which all belong to me,

Without them what I am 1 should not be;

‘T'ho first part of them vary, the endsare all the same.

Aud when they aro united, four lctters make my

{name.

2. ¥ am aword of 11 letters. My 6, 5,10, 7
is frequently connected with 2 bottle. My 2, 10,
7 was an extraordinary specimen of naval archi-
tecture. My 1, 2,11, 7 is found by the river
side. My 9, 10, 4 graces many a tea table. My
8, 9, 3 ig three-sixths of the name of a celebrated
dreamer, and is sometimes sold for & peney. My
1, 2, 10, 7 is common to dogs and trecs, and my
whole i3 a celebrated battleficld.
3. My first is a plant very easily found,

1f you take but tho trouble fo search.

My next doth in old and new houses abound,

And often besides in a Church.

My wchole has of lato caused & deal of dissension

Since churchmen bavemade it abone of conteution.

ENIGMA,

From men of ancient days I claim my birth,
Confessed by ali when kuown, of highest worth
Amongst the rich and great I now am tound,
And sooth to say. where rank nor wealth abound.
In distant climes, if you should chance 2o roam,
Few wonld without mo deem completo their home.
Although I'm hard, I'm easily destroyed,

In deep resesrelies I am oft employ ed,

To young nird old my sexeices 1 lend,

Sages with me their miduight hours oft spend.

On me the {::llntcr oft hiag shewn his shill;

On me the blame is laid of much that's iil.

At times 1 bavo been seen to grace the tair;

By savages 1'm ranked with jewels rare.

TRANSPOSITIONS.

1. KLEODCW, one of the United States.
2. A mamtsunonico tdvyoleu ot ¢b hwdesi.
3 Ecscnnoice kmsae deswrro fo su lal.

ANSWERS TO0 CHARADES, &c., No. 17,

DrcaritaTions.—1. Wheat-heat-eat. 2, Clove-
love. 3. Ricesice. 4. Glass-lass-ass.

Repus.—Madam.

TraNspoOSITIONS.—1. Autobiographer. 2. 1i-
legble. 3. Terraqueous. 4. Valetudinarian,

Cuanapgs.—aAssassin. 2. Belleville.

Exicua.—Silence.

The following answers have been received :—

Decapitations—All, Ellen Amelia, Peter; L.
P. C,; . 8. V. St. Joln's, E. R. A, W.F, Nemo;
1st, and 2nd, Artist; 1st, 2nd, and 3rd, Cobweb.

Rebus.—Arttist, Nemo, W. F,, E. R. A, HL. S,
V. St. Johu's; L. P. C,, Ellen Aaclia; Peter.

Transpositions—All, Ellen Ameclia, Peter,
2nd and 4th, I S. V. St. Jobu's, E. R. A, 2ud,
Nemo.

Charades—Both, Newo; . S. V., E. R. A,
Pcter; Ellen Amelin, L. P. C.; 2nd, Rufus.

Enigme—E. R. A, H. 8. V,, Nemo, Peter;
Ellen Amelia.

The following were received too late to be ac-
knowledged in our last issuc: Datty, H.

Norte.~We ackoowledge, or cndeavour to do
£0, all correct answers received, bus occasionally
2 note may be overlooked. We beg toapologise
to any of our fricndswho may not find their solu-
tions acknowledged. 4

CIIESS.

p——

TO CORRESI'ONDENTS.

T. P. B., SkaronTn, C. W.—~Tho Problem youlately
sent I8 under examinativn.  Hopoe to hear from you
again soon,

G. G, ST. CATIHARINER, C W ="Vill forward the
£anies as 8O0N as possible. Prablem No, 63 admite of
an ensy sojution in two moves by playing . it to Q.
1. Gths (ch.) tullowed by 2. Q. to K. 13.6th, Mate.

Corroct rolutions of Problem No 1 were recelved too
lato for acknowledgment Jast week from ¢St Urbain
St.,” Montreal, “W.,” Quebee, and J. F. 1L, Cobourg.

e

SOLUTION OF YROBLEM No. 2,

WIITE. BLACK.
. R.to Q_%th, K. takes R. (best.)
. It. to K. 6th (ch.) K. to . &q.
. Lt to K. Kt. 4th, Anything.
. Kt 1o K. B, Gth,

(I T

Mate.

—

PROBLEM No. 4.
By Mr. J. G. CAMPBELL.
BLACK.

0 W T
T s wn |

Sl L %/{//
/ A

o my bV

»

2 Y b %

. B 1
Z ////, 774 1

I / Y y/,%%/ / %r /éél

% i, it
T /4 27

WHITE.
White to play and Mate in threo moves.

—

A sparkling partic between Messrs Anderseen and
Kieseritzky.

Bixne's Brsior's GAMDIT.

WwHTE, (Mr. AL) BLACK. (Mr. K.)
1 P, to K, 4th, P. to IX. 4th,

N

RN
PN
N«

et

5

77

W
\\

S\

n
DN

SN

2 P to K, 1. 4th. 1, takes I’

3 B. 10 Q. IB.4th, U.to Q- Kt.4th @

4 BB takes 1% Q.to K. R. Gth (ch.)
b K.toB.aq. it to K. B. 3rd.

G Kt to K. B.3rd. Q.to K. R, 3rd.

7 1%t0Q. 8rd. At to K. R. 4th.

8 Iit. to K. I. 4th, P.to Q. B, 3rd.

9 1it. to XK. B.Gth. . to I, kit 4th.
10 I to K. Kt. 4t It to K. B. 8rd.

11 R.to K. ht.aqt L. takes B,

12 P to K, R. 4th.
13 I* to XK. R. Oth.
11 Q. 1o K. B.8rd.3
15 s, takes 1%,

16 Kt to Q. B. 3rd.
17 Kt. to ( 6th.

18 .10 Q.G §

19 I’ to kK. 5th.y Q- takes R. (ch.
20 K.to K. 2nd, Kt to Q. R, 8rd.
21 ht. takes KKt P.(ch.)} H.to Q £q.

22 Q. to K. BB. $th (ch.) K& takes Q.

%3 15. to K. 7th. Mato.7

Q. takes Q. Kt. P
B. takes R.

*Q.to K. R §th (ch) followed by L. to K. Kt. 4th
is gencrally played here.

t A very good move.

4 Threatening to win the Queen.

§ Daring, but perfectly sound.  If B. takes B. it is
mate in four moves.

i Shutting out the Queen.

§ I'osition veraus force. A fitting termination to
onc of the most bnilliant games ever played.

Ship~An extempore island by which carth
defeats occan’s attempts to separate mea.

Rain.—An indispensable helpmate to the far
mer, who demands nothing for his labour.

Nevw Sxurck or ItLeusating Gas—Tbewaste
of apples and pears, after tho manufacture of
cider or perry, has hitherto been, if not a cause
of positive inconvenience, & material of little or
no usc, but it has rccently been cmployed in
France in the production of gases for illumina-
tion.—~Scientific Review,
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

S. A. C,, Toroxnto.—If the ftinclosed peace”
for which we are requested to remit ¢ by return
of male, wat you think it is worth” were cither a
little better or a little worse, we would furward
you a spelling book per express.

F. B. D.—Remit by registered letter to the
publisher, and the Reapenr witl be mailed to your
address regularly. We do not know how you
can better forward the interests of onr paper
than by using your influcnce to extend its circu-
lativn in your nesghbvurliond, We have atteuded
to your requust in the prescnt number.

Prrer—It cannot be except by changing onc
of the “uw's” into “v.” The propounder must
have overlooked this—we certainly did.

Mary S.—Weregret to say that we cannot
publish the stanzas,  They are not written with
sufticient care.

Soro.—We are glad to welcume jou again,
and trust the obuoxious tooth has abandoned its
cfforts. ¢ Who is Espiegle?” We are not per-
mitted to answer that question; buat to your
otlier queries we reply that shc i3 a young lady
and o Canadian.  We will take an eatly oppor-
tunity of forwarding to ber ar extruct frum your
letter.

Antist.—DPerhaps you had better twait until
the first is published, which, by the bye, we have
been compelled to hold over longer than we in-
tended.  We will consider your suggestion, and
way possibly act upou it.

J. WU IL, MostreaL.—Whilst on the onc hand
o number of vur curteopundents are saying » Gave
us tales and light reading,” others like yourself
write ¢ We want solid articles—something to
think about,” what can we do? Simply use our
own judguent.

Grauxatices wishes to know, whether that
class of physicians, whose niotto is “ Similibus
gimilia curantur,” should be styled “ Humeeo-
patbs,” or ¢ Humaocopathics?”  We refer him to
the subjoined note of Mr, Tourniquet’s.

“arry Tourniquet is aware that in the jargon
of the day, certain wedical practitioners are
styled ¢Howaopaths, but he rcjects the no-
mencdature, together with the other malpractices
of the schoul, hie altogether dechiues to walk in
their paths,  He bhas no igoted attachment to
the term ¢ Homceopathic,! though he has cm-
pluyed i, and it i3 nut coutrary to analugy to
uwve the adjuclive as a substantive in words
derived frum the Greek, but what grammarian
or man of sense would not trample with scorn
at the idea of calling a patlictic writer & ¢ path?
or what is mure to the purpuse, & sympathuser a
¢sympath?  This suggest3 the true title, which
is ¢llowatoraTmser;’ a good ore rofundo
sesquipedalian word ; and though ‘not at all
adapted for my rhymes,” nor exactly an infin-
testmul dose, it would unquestionably look well
on the brazen door-plates of ¢ the Disciples of
Hahnemana.'”

ELtex G.—We think ¢ IHalf n Million of
Moncy” will extend through about six or seven
more numbers of the Reapen. ¢ The Family
Honour® will increase in interest as the tale
progresses.

Jas. I.—The Civil Service Bill is a dead
letter, and has been so frum the fiest.

Tur Mg Sea.—M. Trebuchet, eaptain of the
French corvette Capricicuse, lately witnessed the
curious phenomeuon so named, about twenty
nules southeeast of the island Ambuyna. The
Dutch call 1t the * winter sea,” probably because
it resembles ficlds cuvered with snow.  The ob-
serversthought first that it wasanoptical dliusion,
caused by the moons light reflected from the
water, but thus proved a mistake, as it continued
after the moon had set. Captain Trebuchet found
the whitencss arose frum rings of numerous ani-
malcules, of which he discuvered about 200 ia
fuur or five litres (about scven English pints) of
the sea-water. They were as slender as a hair of
a child's bead, and adbered to ono another end-
ways to the number of twenty, furming litte
chaplets.

IIOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS.

Svaar GingeRBREAD.— Threo quarters of o
pound of sugar, haif a pound of butter, four eggs,
a little rosewater, half a cap of yellow ginger, and
one pound of flour. Bake it thin.

Seep Cage.—One cup of butter, two of white
sugar, three eggs, half a cup of seeds, and flour
cnough to make o stiff paste.  Roll it very thin,
with sugar instead of flour on the board, and
cut it in rounds. Bake it about lifteen minutes.

Sorr Gisceupresp —Two cupsof white sugar,
one cup of butter, one cup of milk, two teaspons-
ful of cream tartar, one of soda, tlour enough to
make it as stiff a3 pound cake, and the rind and
juice of onc lemon, Bake in shallow paus one
bour and a quarter,

For Marixg Wasmya Easy.—Tosixteen quarts
of rain water add three pounds of sal soda and
three-fourths of a pound of unslacked lime. Set
it over the fire until it is just warm, then stir it
well, and set it away for use. Take one pint of
the flud to two pails of water, and boil the clothes
in it. The dirtiest of them will come out white
and clean with very little rubbing. There is no
danger of rotiing the clothes, as it has been
thoroughly tested. It is within the reach of all,
and costs only two or three pence or so for a
common washing.

Cure For RugcmaTisy.—Half an ounce of tur-
pentine, one quartern of vinegar, three quarters
of an cunce of spiits of wiue, half an cgg, a
quarter of an ounco of camphor, and a dessert-
spounful of mustard. Beat all well together, and
apply, night and morning, to any pain, swelling,
stiffucss, or contraction.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

—

Bovs are & good deal like Farina jelly. Just
as you mould them, they aro likely to turn out.

Ix the beginning woman consisted of a single
rib, Now she is all ribs, from her belt to the
rim of ber petticoats,

“Tae happiness of Mr. and Mrs. Moore is very
great,” said one lady to another; to which reply
was made, “ When they have a little Moore it
will be greater.”

Conxerivs O'Dowp relates that when o great
legal authority onco at a Bar dinner responded to
the tvast of ¢ The Nary,” on the plea that be had
begun lifc a3 & midshipman, Lord Brougham at-
tributed his zeal to & mistake, and said he must
have thought he was returning thanks for the
Bar, and that Navy was spelt with a #K7"—
knavy.

Scexe: A Railway Station. Railway official
(very kindly) : “ Nice child that ma’am! What
age mnay it be "~=Delighted Mamwa: * Quly
tliree years and two months."—Railway official
(sternly): “Two months over three. Then I

shall require balf price for it, pleasc.

Iz any person were to say that Anak is only
Anaktor, or Anakrobat, whohas Anak of making
himself look bigger than other people, or that,
bring like the giants who, we are told, lived long
ago, he is a’ perfect Anakronism in these days,
would such a statement afford matter fur Aoak-
tion at law ? .

Tagg ApviCE.—An old gentleman who, many
yearsago, used to frequent vune of the coffe-houses
where physicians most did congregate, being un-
well, thought be might make so free as to steal
an opinion concerning his case. accordingly, he
one day took an opportunity of asking Dr. Mott,
who sat in the same box with lim, what he
sbould Zake for such n complaint. “1'll tell you,”

aid the doctor, sarcastically ; ¢ you should take
adeice”

It DOESN'T sUIT mis " PaLEr78."—A hatd-up
purteait-painter complains thatthere is no chauce
fur his craft, now that the sun is made to tako
likenesses, He 8ays, however much others may
praise the invention of sun-pictures, e considers
it as decidedly hostile to tho painter’s calling, It
is, in fact, ho declares, the foe-to-graghic-art !

KiLuing comes natural, half tho places in
Ircland begin with kill. Thereis Killboy (for
all Irishmen are called boys) ; and what is still
moro ungallant, thero is Killbride; Killbarun,
after tho landlords; Killbarrack, after the English
soldiers ; Killerew for the navy; Killbritain, for
tho English proprietors; Killcool, for deliberato
murder; Killmore, if that's not enough ; and Jast,
though not least, Killpatrick.,

' Tnat Johnny i3 listening again! He says he
supposes dwarfs couldn'tget cnough tu cat when
they were young, so they went short ; but giants
must have ocen better fed, because he cannot
think how they could be kept long without food,
He wouldn't be, - :

Oxg English playwright igsaid to have written
to another as follows :—¢ Dear Bob,—You really
must show more caution in constructing your
plots, or the governor will be sure todiscover the
Lody of Geraldine in the cellar, and then your
secret will be out.  You consulted me about the
strychuine. I certainly think you are giving it
to him in rather large doses. Let Emily put ber
mother in a mad-house, It will answer your
purpose well to have the old girl out of the way.
I think your forgery is for tuvo small a sum.
Make it three thousand. Leave the rest of your
particularly nice fumily circle to me. I will
finish them off, and scnd you back the ¢fatal
dagger’ afterwards by book-post, Yours, &c.”

DerinitioN of A BLosm—A writer in the
Medical Gazette gives the following lucid expla~
nation of the pheuomenon of a lady’s blush :—
“The mind communicates with tho central gaun-
glion; the latter, by inflex action through the
brain and facial nerve, with the organic nerves
in the face, with which its branches inosculate.”
The explanation beats Dr, Jobnson's celebrated
definition of network; “anything reticulated or
decussated at cqual distances, with interstices
between the intersections.

Sousrming Ligke s Tornapo.~—The late tornado
in Minnesota, according to a local paper, kickod
up some qucer pranks. It blew eight oxen over
a river eight hundred yards wide. It took
all the water out of a pond, carried it & mile, and
then set it down on Mayor Doran's farm in the
shape of & small lake, It blew a man's boots off,
Another man’s coat was not only blown short,
but actuaily buttoned from top to bo..m. One
old lady went up like a balloon, was carried two
and a half miles, and finally landed astride a
telegraph wire, where she was found by her
grandson, and relieved by a ladder.

A % Barsar"-ouvs Coxunorox (dy our own
hair-dresser)—Why i3 Macassar oil like a chief
in the Fenian conspirucy 7—DBecause it's a head
centre (scenter) ?

A Mg. N. was about completing the sale of a
borse which be was very anxious to dispose of,
whea a httle urchin appeared, who innocently
wnquired, * Grandpa, which hoss you goin’ tosell :
dat one you build & fire under to make him
d-r-a-w ?”  The bargain was at an end,

WHERS'S THE ADVANTACE ?—* Ah ? hereyou are,
my good fellow ; how d'ye do? Upon my honour,
it does my heart good to sce you once morel
How’s your famly and your wife? we bavn'tscen
her for & long time—when is she coming down
to sce my wife "—“Iamquite well I thank you;
but, indeed sir, you bave the advantage."— Ad-
vantage! my good fcllow—what advantage 7
“ \Why, really, sir, I do not know you l"—* Know
me! well, I don't know you; where in the world
is the advantage?”

A Cnarresce.—A little fop, conceiving him.
sclf insulted by a gentleman, who ventured to
give him some whulesome advice, strutted up to
bun with an sir of importance, and said, « Sir,
you are no gentleman 1 Here is my card—consider
yourself challenged, Should I be from home
when you honour me with a call, I shall leave
word with a fricud to scttle all tho preliminaries
to your satisfactivn.” To which the other replied,
“ Sir, you ure a donkey! Here is my card—con-
sider your nose pulled. Aand should I not be at
home when you call on me, you will find I bavo
1eft orders with my servant to shuw ot kick you
into the street for your impudence”
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