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1867. 4p or SEVEN CENTs,

R. BRIGHT may be said to bave first dis-
tinguished himself in political life by his
hostility to the Corn Laws, the worst evils of
which, it was asserted, were felt in the manu-
facturing districts. He was associated in the
work of the Anti-Corn Law League with Richard
Cobden ; and it must be admitted that both
these champions of Free Trade comported them-
selves throughout the controversy, with slight
and venial exceptions, ag became good citizens
and good subjects of the Crown.

The Anti-Corn Law League sprung from an
association formed in 1838, to obtain the repeal
of the obnoxious statutes. It was not, however,
until the League visited London, and began its
great system of ¢ Tours” into the agricultural
districts, that Mr, Bright becamne extensively
identified with the proceedings of this body.
His speechies at the Drury-lane Theatre meetings

Mr, John Bright.
were circulated all over the kingdom, ard in-
sured him great attention at the provincial
gatberings of farmers ; and his earnest and im-
passioned mauner of dealing with facts and

figures told well with such audiences. He also
greatly distinguished himself by his activity in
organizing the bazaars held, in aid of the League,
in Manchester, in 1842, and in Covent Garden
Theatre in 1845, )

In April, 1843, he unsuccessfully contested
the representation of the city of Durham, for

i which he again stood in July following, and

was returned ; and he continued to sit for Con-
servative Darham until 1847, when he was first
returned for Manchester, His contests for Dur-
ham were costly, but his expenses were paid by
subscription among the friends of the Anti-Corn
Law League. In hLis speech on his return, he
professed to throw aside party considerations

altogether, and to support measures of improve-
ment, from whatever party they might come.
He made his maiden speech in Parliament on
the motion of Mr. Ewart for extending the pril‘z-
ciples of Free Trade, August 7th, 1843; and in
the same month he opposed the Slave-Trade
Suppression Bill, as calculated to inflict a seri-
ous injury on the commerce of t'be conntry con-
nected with the regions to which the Bill ap.
plied.

Mr. Bright, speaks well : his voice is good,
his enunciation distinct, and bis delivery is free
from any unpleasant peculiarity or mannerism ;
and it tells something of his cast of mind to find
oceasionally iu his speeches quoting from Shelley
and Wordsworth, % The man's nature,” quoting
from a recent article in Blackwood,  is
intensely intolerant, autocratic and despotic. He
would have made an excellent Mohammed had
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{Feh, 2

he been 2. Arab with Mohammed's opportunitics, : servants were not menials, but rathor attached !

and equaliy a goud Pope Hildebrand Tud be had | retniners, humble friends, and who weie thew-

the chanco.” Ho is anguestivnably & powerful
supporter of all measures for the cnlightenmeat

sulves frequently of guod families.
When the crowd had dispersed—save a fow

of the people, aud o staunch advuente of | partinacious sighteseers who crossed vier to the
reforin, but nether a wise or cuul advucaly, as | other side of the strect in orde. tu get o glimpse

wo may judge, by the last Reform Agitation,

commenciog with the Hyde Pack rivis, which
was manly atteibutable to bis aliwust mantcliless |

powers of exacabatng eluguence, Instung the
people mto cactement aud angee,  Thore can
Yo no doubt that the hard-bitting awsscrtions of
his vicws are oftentimes dealt forth indiscreetly,
and they conseynently damage the cause they
are intended to support.
appuscd the policy of the war with Russia,and be
was one of-+t the meeting representing the Reli-
wous Sucicty of Fricuds, cummonly  called
Quakers,” by whom a deputationwas despatched
10 the Emnperor Nicholus in 1854, to urge upun
hun ¢ the maintenance of poace as A true
pulicy, as well as the manifest duty, of a Chris-

Mr. Bright intrepidly i

of his mmgnificcuce from the drawing-room

winduw—this youth knocked at the dyur, and’

when the servaat, who was ia rich livery, cam

| 10 snswer the knoch, said bu wanted tu swe the

furcian gentleman,

* What for ¢ demauded Jolin, looking sternly
at the applicant.

“ That's my Lusiness,” was the prompt reply.

“;3it?  Ob, very well.” And thenthe flun.
hey slammed thie dour right in the youth’s face,

y and did it so suddenly that he would have been

knucked bachwand duwa the twu or three steps,
but for his own promptitude and agility in Jeap-
ing aside,

His face flushed a little with no unnatural
auger—but it was oaly for a moment , then he

uan Government.” By thus upholding a tes- | swmiled and stepped again to the door and gavo
wmony agunst all war,—* peace ot any pricc” | a louder knock than before, while pulling the

—he incurred the vivlent censure of a numerous
Yody of lis cunstitucuts at Mancheoter, and at
the general clection of 1837, while in Italy fur
the benefit of his health, be was summarily
cjected frum Lisseat.  Heis largely cngaged in
trade, a8 & cotton spinuer and manufucturer at
Rouchdale, sn the fleshy bic is undoubtedly an
Enghshm:\u, atd phyah..dl) o ulp;l.ﬂ spulmcn
of the breed; but in spirit John Bright is an

Amcrican.  Were he to take up his abude in the |

country of bis luve, and raain there for two or
three years and patiently study the American
peuple nnd the working of their institutions, it is
pussible and probable. that upon his retura to
England he would have a greater respect fur
his vwa country aod its institutivns than Le has
latterly entertained or manifested.

THE LION IN THE PATH

(From the Pullither's advance sheets.)
Continued from page 327,

CHAPTER LXVII— TOE TURBANED TRAVELLYR.

vaacertainday, there drove up to a splendid-
Iv furnished suite of apartments in Pall Mall a
coach and four, and the sight of the personage
msude wullected yuite a crowd to see him get
out,

It was a ..-¥ handsome-looking man, wearing
the Turhish garh, bat lovking rather more like
a Frenchman, Italian, or Englishman, than a
tollower of the Prophet.

@ Who is it? 4 whatis he?” # What's his
name?” ¢ Is he an ambassador?” Such were
the questions be heard as he crossed the pave-
ment, making a sort of stately bow as ho passed
through the lane of people, who, in return, gave
ham a cheer—half in carnest as to his possible
greatness, half in fun because of their ignorance.

But a bystander, who bad been pumping a
servant of the bouse, soon explaiued the mystery
1 his own fashion.

« Ob, he's an Englishman—but a great travel-
ler, and naturalized in Turkey , been all over
the world they tell me—top of the Pyrainids,
sucked his oranges in China, bad a seraglio in
Con-stan-ti-no-ple, and now wants to take back
some nico English beauties with bim, What
say you. my pretty charmer—will you go with
him? Dll make a capital bargain for you, if
you'lt go halves”

The maiden thus addressed—a pretty milli-
ner’s apprentice—holding a bonnet-box in her
hand—colourcd 2 litle, then angrily flounced
away.

But there was oncamong the assembled crowd
who scemed greatly interested in the advent of
this traveller.  He was a slim, short, youthful-
looking person—scarcely more than a boy you
might fancy at first sight~—but not when you
heard him talk, otsaw the animntion of his face.
‘Chat face was of & rich, red brown (spotted
curionsly as if from somo rccent discase), quite
destitute yet of beard ; Lis dress that of a servant
of the genteel class that still hovered about the
aristocratic housee—relics of & feudal time when

bell with all his might, .
« They'll Lear thaty I fancy,” hie said, with a
smile ; ¢ now for another explosion.”
Again the door was opencd, and again the
mayestiv flunhey raised hiwself like a Colossus,
gazed specchlessly on the incredible hardihood

 of the yuuth—standing there coully, after kicking

up such a row through the wheule house,

“ Now, my friend,” said the youth, with a
Lright smile, which somehow scemed cven to
Jobu genial—alwost fascinating—* now, iy
friend,” he repeated, ¢ have you time to go up-
stala and announce my presence I

“ Your presence! IHaw——baw—haw! And
who the deuce are you?”

" A poor gentleman Jacking service—=bat not
S0 poor as not to be able to reward civility,
What's your name? Dido't I hear somcbody
calling you * John? from thelower regions? Well,
row, John, there's a shilling to begin with, and
who knows what may follow 27

#Well, you are & rum 'un, that I will say,
And you do reslly waut to sce this forvigner 2°

#1do, and I mean to sec him, row or no
row. You understand, John 7

Juhn grinned, ¢ycd the young fellow fiom top
to toe, as if amused to sce somuch impudence in
so small a frame, then langbed, as the young
fellow touched the hilt of %ﬁs sword, as if in
warniog that his manliness and gentility were
not to be questioned, and went to dohis bidding,

The turbaned traveller waslying atfull length
on a couch, smoking a long ‘Curkish pipe, with
its bowl on the carpet a couple of yards off,
having a cup of fragrant and stcaming coffee by
his side, and looking altogether a very fair
representative of Turkish case, quictude, and in-
dulgence.

The door opens, and John iatroduces the
steanger youth, who bows with extreme respect
once, twice, thrice, as hic approaches the couch,
and then stands at a little distance in an attitade
of respect and deference that looks very like
one of two things : actual familiarity with the
Eastern life which the stranger, asjudged by his
garb, belonged to, or clse asly, shrewd attempt
10 win the great man by showing at once bhis
aptitude for the honour he sought.

John stood for & moment, fumbling first with
tac tablecloth, then with the blinds, then with the
handle of the door, hoping to bear the begin-
ning, at least, of the dialoguc ; but the youth
watched him in silence while he was smoothing
out the rich tablecover, watched him as he pull-
cd up the blind and lct it down again, watched
bim while he made the door-bandle go quite
casy and well, and then—why, then, when John
in despair took his lrst look, the youth walked
towards him, cvidently intending to turn him
out, and shut the door.

Then John banged his way out, and down the
stairs, but only to tho extent of the first flight ;
then in an instant, with the furtive spring of &
wild animal of the feline tribe, he noiselessly re-
ascended by the aid of tho banisters, and stoop-
¢d his ear to the door,

Ualunckily, in his hurry, be forgot thiat he
ouglit not to lean against it wo heavily, The

o

i them 1 was thinking, but of all the places, and

o— -

consequence was that in a few seconds he wag
stumbling forward into the ruom, his moutl; fu;,
of stuiamering apologiés, his hicart still more full
of rancour at this abominable youth, who stou
smiling behind the door, which he bad drawy
back swiftly at the crit -al moment for Jula,
exposure.

# John,” gajd the dignified, turbaned strunger,
¢ if this happens again I shall change my oyun.
meuts, or you will change your situativn. G,
my fiiend, and ask your wmistress Liturihang
which sbe prefers,”

How John stole away after this hint we need
nct dilate on.

The moment the door was shut, the youth
burst out laughing, then, recollecting himself,
apologised warmly, nnd said.in explanation—
"'2 1t was so absurd !—wasn't ity your excullen.
eyt

A slight smile passed over the august our.
tenance, and then the lips opened to suy—

“ Well, what do you want with me "

¢ ] waant to serve you."

* fow do you koouw 1 need sucl serviee 2

“ Ob, you must, yuur cxcellency, iaving oniy
just cume to England.  You must wanl suge
body to show you the lions.”

“ Lijons! lions! My triend, I bave scen too
many of them alrcady , sv it that i> the v
service you propose to render—>» i

“Ha! ha! ba! Excuse me, sic, I spoke
metaphorically, nutliterally, thuugh, tuln sur,
there are the ‘Tower lions. But it wasn't o

jeuple, aud things that straugers like 1o ste.
I'in the very man, sir, to show them to you!”
¢ Man!” said the turbaned teaveller, with an
amused Jook ; “ boy, rather, I imagine. Surely
you cannot bs more thaa fifteen or sixteen ™

“« Ob, but I am, sic! But what of it if ]
wasn't 7 Age should be measured not by b
stupid counting of onc's years. I knuw old
men who are very young, and I know youog
men who are very old—old in lheart, old i
wickedness. Heaven help them”

4 And are you one of these hopeful boy.
pateiarchs v

“Qh, dear no! Excellent charmacter, sit.
Never kissed a woman in my life ; or, it I did,
}gssure you it wasu’t that I cared about u, ont

« But what can yon do Ybesides playing e
guide to sights that L mayu't very much care w
see, after all 27
th“ Do? What l‘:m Ido? Couldn't you put

¢c.question much more shortly, sir, b
me \‘xl'hst I can't do 7 I 8lfy by asking

# Well, then, what can’t you do?”

# 1 can't make love "

Do you mean for yourself or me 27

& Forneither.  Unless, indeed, you want to
do what & worthy gentleman outside sugges-
ted—buy a few English beauties- for yom
harem to take back with you to Turkey, if yos
are going back ; and in that case, I promiscyn
as many as you like, plurap and handsome, ax
at very moderate prices?

This was 3aid so scriously that the turbans
traveller could bat stare in wonder at the pre
cocious simplicity—or precocions wickednes,
he bardly knew which it was—of the speake:,
but evea as he starcd, and the two glances me,
there wes a8 simultancous: burst of laughter,
which put both greatly at their ease.

« Well, my friend, I snppose I must not fora
wrong botions of you from the loose way it

¢ Ob, I don't mean anything by it, except ¥
make your excellency laugh,” said the yomd
gaily, triumpbantly, and at once beginming v
rearrange the articles on the table, 2s thoogh
ho bad already engaged himself, ;

% Stop! I shall have to call Joan up. |
think he would enjoy turaing you out.”

« 1 think ho would, but ho won't bave b
chance.”

 Ob, o wou't, ¢ch 7 gaid tho turhaned tr+,
veller, wha conld no longer disguiso the sort
amused interest he took in this light-hearied

audacious young fellow. + But [ must, atah
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eents, know more about you, You cau't make
wve, you say. Anyunng mure, 1n the whele
tango of things, that you can't do "

«] can't driuk—at least, I dow'e”

« Wo sbian't quacrel about that, unless you
pove a bypucrite, and dv get drunk. Any wure
san'tg P

« Yes une more—1 can't talk politivs, It mud-
dles iny braw"

« Well, that, too, we shall agree abuut. Youc
toghsh poliics are not likely to iterest me.”

«indeed I” was the reply , aud the yuuth
gavo ono bold, piercing, inquisitive glance into
the turbaned face, and that Juuk did nut escapo
asecvation, The turbaned traveller bLecame
toughtful, and pursued the cunversation mure
dowly, moroe wartly,

«{ must own,” he saul, after & prolonged
rause, * it is somethiny, even o a juded travel-
»r ike me, who has seen, as he funcies, every-
ting, and got tired of everything, to come back
wr o brief visit to his owa country——

«gh, your excellency is an Englishman! I
tought 50,” was the yuuth's rapid cumment.

« And then find a youth of such brilliant pro-
pse among my own pevple—one whu can. do
wrersthing, except mako love, drink, or talk
whtics. What! I suppoge you could paint a
peture, mould & statue, or write a pucm, ol ve.
asion 7

«Try me, your excellency—say witha poem I

» Yery well.  Lets have a specunen of a new
+Paradise Lost.’” :

“« No, your excellency, thank you. My notion
ofa poct is more lufiy—he wntes only what he
fiyes!”

« You very properly correct.me. Ny, then,
what 1s 1t youlike 7'

« Impromptus, your cxcellency, are not like
formal, well-considered cumpositivns,  You
must'nt be exacting.”

« Glearly not; only make haste?

The youth tool an elegant little set of ivory
ublets with a gold pencil-case from hig pocket,
st down at the table with his face averted from
the smoking geutleman on the couch, pushedup
tes hair, speonta minute ar twoin hard study,
got up as if unconscious of anybody’s presence,
waked to the window in o stately, meditative
ot ot way, stopped there another minute, then
sapped his brow in an ccstasy, and cried, but
il as if to himself—

«Pve gotat! Ol if it would but stay fur a
maute! But I koow what'll bappen! The wine
=} disappear, and [ shall havo only the lees
temind ! Always my fate whon I wnte poetry :
Heaty of inspiration, but su delicate—so evane:-
wnt—woc's me

He sat down, and in avery brief space of time
showed ¢o the turbaned traveller the fullowing
Imes, written on tho ivory tablet :—

« Boware! the pitfall’s at your fect!
Bewara! the scaflo}d’s o'cryour head!
Bewaro! punsuing steps are flect’
Boware! the liviog and the dead!”

» What means thisrigmarole ™ demanded the
trbaned traveller's stern and startled voice.

4 Pray go on,” said the youth, with & smile of
almost benevolent condescension , and then the
flluwing verse was read .—

« Push on?! tho golden tide is Rowing?
Push on! all groat things wait for thee?
Jush on" thoe fruit #0 long & growing
1s ripenivg fast for thew aud me?”

Then :—

« Oh, nighty marter! I, thy slave—
00!:, nkag me thine, and I will be

Thy guide unto a hapless grave;
Urelo

thy guido o victury!”

#You know mo!” exclaimed the turbaned
taveller,. still preserving his eqnanimity, as
sown by tho steady smoke that continued to
isme from his pipe.

“Lord Langton P

“Hush 1" was the instantaneous comment to
e youth, ¥ Wbo are yoa7”

4(né who bas it in his power to render you
apreat sexvice,”

% How 7"

41f, as I beligve, you are now sceking to open
communications with the Jacobites, I happen to
¥ hotter dble to belp you than auy other manin
Eugland, ond man alone excepted.”

v

* Who s that man 7

 The cluet of the Secret Service Deparimcut
of the English Government”

* Uy he could render cven greater seevico
than you, could he ?”

Thy youth nouced the simster tono in which
this was said, but did not in tho least falter or
hesitate in the reply—

» He could, because bo knows, or rather did,
ull of lute, know all I kuew, as well as that
which many other spes like me could tell him ,
but he could shoot you down Iike a mad dog if
be bad the chance this instant.”

“And you would not help bjm in that pro-
cesy

« I am here, my lord,”

This was smd with such calin dignity, and
such a bright hind of confidence visible in the
face, that Lord Langton (for of course the tur-
baged travelice bas already becomo known to
the shrewd reader) rose from the couch, came
to tho youth, togk lum by the hand, and loohed
him steadily in the fuce.

s+ How did you cume to hoow anything abuut
me, or to interest yourself 10y musements ?”

» Through beng set to watch for you. That
made me think about you, admire you, and wish
to serve you.”

« Have I ever scen you before 77

¢ Never.”

The looks met, and the youtl's lovk remained
steadfust, auiet, and assuced,

¢ But why do you wish to serve me?? asked
Lord Langton,

« Must 1 tell you tho wholo truth however
unpleasant ¢ .

» Yes, 1f you wish to convince me.”

« Then at is because I have been leading an
infamous hfe—~that of a spy : infamous because
1 did it for money, ixfamous because I was
cqually ready to serve both sides; iofamous
because I had my own secret faith and liking all
the while?

& And that was 27

The youth lgoked at the carl archly for a mo-
ment, then said—

“#<an you, my lord, stand another verse of
my execrable poetry, provided { sing it to you??

« Try me,”

« Miad, 1 know it's unly doggrel, but if it amu-
ses yon—"

The youth then sang in a rich voice, that
reqminded  the earl rather of a woman's beautiful
coutralto than of a man’s tenor, the following :—

4+ Oh, tho roso of all the world !—
So pure, 50 fragrant, and so whito.
‘ot touch it—mark tho Jeaves to curled:
There Jurks the worm that kills delizht.
Oh, root it out, my Jacobite!

The 2ir of loving fondness the singer introdu-
ced into the last line was quite extraordinary,
and did much to convince Lord Langton that bis
?tmngo companion was really carncst in the
aith.

' What is your name ?” he asked,

« Clarence Harvey.”

¢ Can you tell me no more about yourself 2

¢ Not at this moment. You -must trust me,
master, thoroughly, or notat all.”

it But, seriously, have you contemplated the
risks attending your proposals 7

¢t Risks? 1 can fight!? said the youth, gal-
lantly.

¢ Are you surc?” demanded Lord Langton,
with a sort of persistent look of doubt.

4 Sure, oy lord—"

¢ Hugh! No name, no titlet?

4 Yes ; it was imprudent. I begpardon. It
shall not happen again, under any circumstan-

7

« That's right. Call me henceforth Baba
Effendi, my Turkish title ; but don’t couceal the
fact of my being an Englishman, who has speat
the greater part of his time abroad, and who
means to go back ; hencd my retention of the
Turkish gath: Well, now as to your skill in
fighting " .

s Oh, 1 have been learning to fence under our
most approved masier of the art, Threo times
& dny for s month Ive been at it. Look, my
lord ;" and.the youth put bimself into an atti-
tude of extreme grace and fitness, and began to

lungeand parcy, woake salutes, and 20 on, finish-

ing off with a lunge at tho c.rl's breast so rapid,
su deadly in manner, that tho carl's face Jinng-
ed, though he did nut move an inch, as be felt
alittle tuuched—but touched with such prace
tized skill in measuring distances, that not the
slightest real danger was aftor all involved,

That wus a master stroke. Clarence Harvey
wag engnged—was to bo Lis cxcellency’s Lody
and cunfidential servant, And then master and
servant remajoed together lale jnte the night,
engaged in cunversation of the groatest pussiblo
impértance in conuection wilh the carl's scerct
mission,

We shall hero only give the concluding por-
tion of their talk. Clarence Harvey rose, about
an bour after midnight, tu go away.

“Wherae arc you guing?” demanded Lis mas-
ter. ¢ I thought you were abuut tostay with
ne 7"

“ [ have one visit—a very important one—to
make first.”

“Indeed ! May I ask its nature?”

¢ Qbh, yes, your excelleucy. I am going to
wake up my chicf of the Sceret Service Depanrt-
meat, tell him [ have made a great discuvery,
aad sv win his cunfideuce, and hcey kim guict
while we proceed.”

¢ What! are you mad ?”

¢ Oh dear, no, your excellency. I haovw my
man, and [ know beyond all question what he
wants, and what he'll do. I warned hin some
time since of Jacobite movemeuts in Loudon.”

¢ \What, before I came 27

¢ Certainly. And he then told me that, if [
could discuver Lord Laagton, I was to be very
guarded in keeping the knowledge sccret, for
he wanted now to be able to pursuc the ramifica~
tions of the Jacobite conspirators.”

# Ah! I anderstand. He wants to kill a good
many birds with one stone, But not the lesg,
Master Clarcace Harvey, must I decline your
obliging offer to go and inform against me.”

“You think, then, you arc asyct unknown to
my chief?”

4 Undoubtedly I do.”

# Pardon my smile. It was ke who infornied
me where to find you, after I bad exhausted
every chauce I could think of, to discover you
without going to him.”

Lord Langton was a brave man, but even he
conld nct bear this without some cmotion.

© Prove to rae the truth of this, and I will
implicitly trust youw.”

The youth went to look ont of the window,
thea returned and said, in a low voice—

 It's almost too dark for the experiment, but,
if you will venture forth just now, citherin your
own dress, or, if’ that be too conspicuous, in &
long cloak and with an English hat, I guarantec
to you you will meet, in the course of a quarter
of a mile walk, at least two of the chief’s satel.
lites watching you, perhaps more.”

4 Js that true ?”

# Tryvit.  You will racet them singly, and in
quite different kinds of dresses. Porbaps as a
gentleman, perhaps &8 & tradesman, perhaps as
a labourer , but, if you note carefully, you will
sce 8 white handkerchicfdisplayed in tho hand,”

& Whatss that for 2°

¢ That spy may recognize spy, aod not mis-
take his brother for & rebel or a Jacobite, and
also as a lure to Jacobites ; for it is one of thejr
sceret signals——so I have beard.”

Lord Langton determined to try the cxperi-
ment, and having partially disguised himself
with & cloak and bat, borrowed from some
inmate of tho house, professediy 10 enable the
forcign gentleman to take a walk unmolested,
he took his sword in his hand and went forth,
leaving Clarcaco Harvey behind, to watch his
progress from the window,

" The cxperimenter quickly returned, and he
was in some visiblo agitation.

« Was I right, your excellency 27 demaczded
Clarence Harvey, .

¢ have seen no less than threo of them;
ovidently a1l meeting me to look in my face, or
dogging my Steps to see whither I was going?

& And wil} your exceliency now trust me 7”

#Jt is a terrible thing you ask from me,
young man—you, & stranger! Thil}k ofait. You
2ay you are in persousl. conncction with thg

.
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agents of the Government ; you proposo to tell ' which was passing away  trou by und he was
them who and where 1 am; how, in leaven's ; balf inclined to follow it.
name, am 1 to know whether you are really What should be do? Was he not tempting
betraying mo or them 2? | Providence to stay here, and be arvested through
« Pardon, your excellensy, I am nut caactly | the agency of a boy, who had actually told him
betraying them ; for I mean to tell them the | what he was gomg to do?  Why, he would be,
truth, so fur n3 1 tell them apythung.  Neither | tho lnughing stock of Europo to b thus cangbt. 4
om 1 now puid by them, They thinh 1 am trying y Even tho ghustiness of the scaffold would
to curry favour by a bribmnt stroke, after busing § scarcely destroy the sense of We grotesyue
got into disgrace ; but I busve mnde no promises | absurdity an such au ending to sucu o nusstot,
o them beyond the one—thne of I discovered | Half-past four, and suil uo Clarence Harvey.
you by therr ard, I would underiaho to go and;  He will go forth, Better sucnifiee what
sec the chief after 1had scen you and been en- | property he bas brought with bim, slip out of
gaged.” 1 the house, change his garb once more, and so
“ \What that means 3 obsious, said Lurd | Laflle even Clarence Harvey, bis cluef, and the
Langton, growing more and more uneasy and | whole gang of spics,
dissatistied with lus new acyuaintance. Wruting a hurried note to say he borrowed
4 ILis so, your excellency ; and therefore, 11 the cloak and hat, and would return them i_n a
say, you must not compel me to bo too scrupu- { duy or two, leaving meanwhile lus own things
lous. 1 know King James, God bless him t | in charge, be descended the stairs, meeting no
would justify any amount of hard swearing to | 0n¢, and got into the hall, L
his foes that was intended for his benefit.” | There the sense of extreme quict in the house
« You have no right to say that. But, in any | and in the streets agan wade lum pause, and

case, J am not King James.”
# No, your cxcellencr, but so the matter
stands. 1 can open communicaticns for you

with the men yon most want to see—I can ina |

thousand ways shorten the anxiety of your great
experiment ; but if you won’t be content with
the only tools that exist for the work, why then,
forewell ! 1 have lost my labour ®

¢ You mean, then, you must play a doible
part??

o T mean, my lord, you must leave all that to
me, assured I will in no way compromise your
honour.”

# Qurely never was man asked so much! You
surround yourself with every conceivable motive
to suspicion, and then demand an almost ngelic
trust, Come, let me look at you again,’

He took the youth by buth Lis bauds, drew
lum towards the Light of the wax candles, and
took a prolonged look,

o Is this a treacherous face ? Is this lip a
Jying one 7 Ts that cye, that scems to beam with
hounesty aad faithfulness, only gazing at me with
the thought—* How long before 1 may strike 7
No, ¢ perdition catch my soul,’ as Othello says,
¢ but 1 do love thee,’ or, atleast, feel strangely
inclined to dv 50, Su nuw, return this double
clasp, and swear to me fidelity.”

The youth dropped on his kuess, still holding
bhis master’s hands, and said, in a tone of fervent
cmotion, and with upraised cyes that Jooked
almost divine in their expresssion—

% swearl”

% And I trust??

CHAPTER LXVIIL—PLATS JIE TRUE OR FALSE.

Clarence Harvey left Lord Langton, promis.
ing to return within a couplo of hours. Of
course, he understood perfectly his master's
anxiety to sce him back as soon as possible, and
his Jast words were to say, w.b a bright
smilc—

& You have given me two hours, but I shall
be back withle one.”

The one hour passed and he had not returned.

The secord hour passed, and still he was
absent. -

Lord Langton could no Jonger he on bhis
couch. He got up, took possession of hissword,
went to the window, and tried to look up and
down Pall Mlall by the aid of the miserable
Jamps; but ke could distinguish nothing clearly
so he gently raised the sash, and put bis head
out into the darkness, and listened,

He heard nothing calculated to alarm him,
No men clustering and whispering under the
caves, nothing but a late sedan-chair going
along preceded by a link-boy, and the march of
the sentinel opposite the front of St. James's
Palace. . .

Then it struck bim how easily within the
quadrangle of the palace men might be lurking
to cntrap him; or, possibly, even a filo of
soldiers bo there standing ready, waiting only
for the signal.

He left the window open and went tothe door
of his stately apartment, and opened that. At
first hie fancied he heard the rustls of a dress,

1 ask bhiwself whether Clarence Harvey might
not have the best of reasous to give for his de-
l lay when he should come; and whether, indecd,
it was not clear after all, for anotber reason,
that he could not be playing him false, for if he
i were, would he not have taken careto have had
| the arrest made instantly, and not give two
1 hours and a balf of chances for escape?
These reasons restored bis confidence some-
{ what, and he went up the stairs again, remind
{ ing himself that to lose Clarence Harvey might
e 10 lose the power to take immediute
possession of the strings that controlled the
movements of the London Jacobites,

But he could not go to bed—could not hope
| 10 sleep—could not c¢ven venture to trust biw-
t self to sleep till this wysterious and dangerous
i looking ivcident was cnded. So bhe amused
I lmmself by going to his bedroom at the back of
the house, aud studying the outlook from it in
case he needed to fly.)

The room seemed, as well as he could make
out the fuacts through the obscurity of the night,
to look upon a back yard that itsclf scemed to
bave communication by a winding passage with
the open square beyond. This was St. James's
Square,

The comfort this suggested was of course
lessened on consideration that the first thought
of the leader of a party sent to arrest him would
be to secure this very route,

A new thought then struck Lord Langton.
He saw that the other houses—which, like the
one i’ which hc was, were very old—had similar
means of exit to the square; and he further
saw that, by the projecting balconics of these
bouses, he might, with a little courage, vigour,
and address, pass along to the furthest, and then
ft_ry whether tiie way into the square was there
ree.

And then again bis thoughts relapsed into a
state of hope and confidence, and he had half
determined to go to bed, not taking off his
clothes, and trust to his power of instant wake-
fulness to give him the alarm in case of need,
when he felt a thrill run through his blood at
the sound of a piercing cry, which seemed
almost certainly to come from Clarence Harvey,
and which was followed by the sound of clash-
ingswords.

fo a wonderfully brief space of time Lord
Langton was descending the stairs, as though
bls fect scarcely needed to touch them; the
beavy locks, bars, bolts, and chains were with-
drawn as by a magical touch; and he stood at
the deor, sword in hard, gazing for onc brief
moment at the combatants through the uncer-
taio light, doubtful as to the one against whom
he should direct his attack.

CHAPTER LXIX. CLARENCE L{ARVEY AXD HIS CRIZY.

Although it was between two gnd three hoars
past mmidnight, the chief of the Sccret Service
Department was as busy in his little den as if
he bad ovly just*arisen, and breakfasted, and
becn mightily refreshed, and was going to his
work in aspirit of real enjoyment,

A cup of coffee was near him, of which be

frequently sipped; also. a basin of water, in
which ho frequently washed his head. Ang
with theso appliances, and o hard captaing
biscuit, he would go on at times for forty-cight
hours tugether, writing, dictating, giving iuter.
vigws, and issuing orders,

Touching s beli, his satellate comes,

¢ Jenking been yet 2

+Nv, sir; but I've heard of Inm.
his beat, and keeping cluse watch.”

< Thats right.  Always keep a good spy on
your spies.  Mistress Preston—have you seet
lier lately 77

# No,-sir.”

“What was that young fellow's Christisa
name whom you said wanted to see me the other
day when 1 was busy 2 .

“ Clarence Harvey.”

“True, Glarence Harvey.”

“ But you did sce him, didn't you, sir, whenl
was at home in Led P

“Not I

“ Then be came to me with a lie, for he sail
you bad sent him to Lord Langton, and T was
to direct himin great secrecy where Liis lordship
was to be found.”

“ And were you idiot enough to believe such
a message through a stranger ?”

¢1 shouldn’t have done so, but that I fancied
rou had some special object in keeping your.
sclf in the dark, and that he gave me one of
those signals which are only known to our most
confidential spies.”

¢ This looks bad. Send out instantly inevery
direction. Scour the town till youfind Clarence
Harvey.?

“Vary well, sir.”

“Stay. This ugly fuct necessitates, I think,
the immediate arrest of our magnificent-looking
Turk. Clarence larvey must have come here
in order to try if he could discover whether we
did or did not know of Lord Langton's disguise
and whereabouts. He has discovered we do
know all about him, and now the bird’s flowen
I suspect, or about to fly. So, quick—off with
you!l? .

¢] am to make the arrest?” -

“Yes—no. Yes! That isw—— I confess]
do not know what to do, Valuable as this
capture would be, I bavo learned of late that
the elements of danger are rife all about us—
and 1 want the clue. Yes, I want the cloe,
whi,::h only a man like this rebel lord .can-givt
me. -

¢ Shall J—or not

# No. Only double your watch., Stay! Let
me know withian as few minutes as possible that
he is still where he was. Let somebody get to
him, look upon him—if possible, touch” him—to
make sur~ he is no visionary spectre—and thez
lct me know. That will be sufficient for to-day.
Mind, too, I*cxpect to see Clarence Harvey—
alive or dead—Dbefore to-day shall have passed
over me !?

¢ And bere is Clarcnce Harvey,” said the
official an instant after, when, having hedrd s
tap, he had gone-to the door, opened it, and sax
who waited outside.

% Come, that makes things look hetter. Leare
all matters as they were. Never change your
plans when you are not obliged: Send the
youngster in?

The official went out and Clarence Harv
came in, )

EBrcitement apparently had bronght out inte
stronger promigence the spots upon bis face, so0
as to give it a decided)y unpleasant ‘armect,
which it had not had-while with Lord Lap: m.

The chief shaded his eyes from the lam, by
the side of bis elbow, und looked long. snd
narrowly at the youth before him; who, on'bis
side, gazed back with a sort of fearless audacity
that the chief rather liked. . Tt

4 So, said bie, ¢you are the person who acls
a8 go-between to deliver mss&gad.jpjt:inew
rec?e,}vcd to people to whom nobody sent you,
sh ’

uExactly.? ce

« Exactly? What on earth do you.zean, by
that? Do you dare to own yon bave come bere
tacice under such- circumstances—once {0. plsy

He wason

- .
- )
I Py
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us the trick, and once more when the trick’s
found out 7

¢ Well, sir, you see, if the fucts are so, how
am I to get rid of them 7

“That's very true. Anything more to say 2"

tt A good deal,”

“You won't get much time to say it in, I can
promise you. And when you leave here you
may find matters go unpleasantly with you.”

“ No, sir, no. I expect to hear yoti contradict
that most crophatically befote I do go.”

“ Indeed ! Well, judge for yourself what you
will do. This i3 what I shall do. There is my
watch. In one minuto I shall call iny manand
tell him to remove you. He will do it, and then,
my frichd, after a gentla bastinado, you will
join & press-gang, now lying within half a mile
of us—and will, I hope, send me news of your
welfare after your first cruise in one of the worst
ships in His Majesty's navy.”

% That's your ultitnatum, is it? Now I shall
give you mine, If you don't unsay every word
of this before the minute shall have elapsed—
Ab, you are setting the watch, No—start fair.
Now I am ready, and going to begin, You
wouldn't see me when I called. Y bud got a
splendid scheme in my head. I had discovered
somo of ‘the chief Jacobite haunts—lad dis-
covered that Lord Langton was: in mysterious
communication with them; but could learn no
more. My scheme was to play the Jacobite my-
gelf—go to him and persuade him to engage me
as his scrvant—but I didn't know where to find
bim, and couldin't get to you. Time pressed. I
knew what you-—as a man of sense and spirit—
would say if Isaw you, I ventured to say it
without seeing you. .I got his address, have won
bim over, am his confidential servant~and now
I am here to receive orders,”

% Hal that sounds weil. Isce you.are a lad
of mettle, .But.wlere have you lived 2—what
bave you been doing ?2--how have you managed
to get this insight into my position, character,
and doings, ¢h 77

“ Hadn't you a spy once of the name of
Aichael. Gibbg . .

% Yes, he died a fewr montlis ago—killed in a
~brawl? - R

% That. was my-father; but.I got.ashamed of
him, and-changed .my name :to my nncle’s—
Harvey; and then, after: all, father got bold of
me, and initiated me in all.his ways, anl wanted
me to-help, but I got frightened and ran away.
i But I am now older and wiser, and know which.
| side my bread’s buttered. Yes, I am very poor
© and there; that's all.” . -

i The chief touched his bell, and called -bhis
“satellite,

#Do you remember anything about Gibbs's
" son 7 —_— )
% Not I, sir; never heard he had one”

#1s Perkins still with you 7’ -asked the youth,
with alsugh. . - C .

The chicf looked at him very curionsly as this
question was put;-and said to the satellite—

¢ Go ang ask ‘Perkins--that is, if he’s sober
enough to speak to the matter,?

There was s dead silence till Peckins'sanswer
was brought back, -

#Yes; he remembered Gibbs taiking about.|.

-his son~-what a-zebellious brute he w
bow he had got away to sea, he fancied.” .

uRebellious brate!” echoed the youth. ‘¢ How
like him! Poor father!” .And thenhe sighed.

# How ‘like- you!' L suppose -Ae-would- have:
aid,” rematked tle chicfy with a-Iaughi, while
signifying to his sub.le might go. *And.what
now i8 it you propose?” the chief 'continued,

‘« Nay, 1 'bave done. ‘The -time’s up; look to
your watch.” . .

The ‘chief gave & sort of .grim approval of
the jest; then added; reprovingly—-

< These things arenot-done often here; so if
you Teally’ire-a sensible Ind; take no advantage,;
bandy no more jests, but out at once withi-whats,
evinyol havetosays - o - t

“ Really; sif; I bavenomore tosay. I have

.and

Really, ‘ X
“done'all X-hoped to do, as % preliminary
ot the smbitida’ to-thivk-L:conld:plot.so-as to
“outdo so ‘seconplished s plotter as Lord Tang-,
ton must be; still less do I fanby. I:can-devige.
*Piing equal!13 what youican devise forme” ;.|

tedt i p Al x i <Dyl b wls

. T:have |

- gyen for your

 Have you been ill lately 7°

% Yes; a trifle—an eruption on my iace,

 How caused 7”

“ Can't say.”

“ When brought ont?”

A few weeks hack.
It was very bad.”

“Hum! Ab, I daro say! You have told ine
tho truth you say about yourself—yon are
simply Clarence Harvey, and nobody else 7

““Who on carthcan I be but myselt? That is
a good joke, though you say you don't deal in
jokes.”

“Well, I dou't genernlly liko ’emn ; but Imake
exceptions. 1 shall think over what you have
said.  You will stay here for tho uight!”

“ Here, sir! 1 promised him to be back in
one hour, or two hours at the very furthest;
ard be Fas very suspicions, I can tell you, when
ke found I wanted to leave bim at so late'an
hour, just when he wanted o to stay.”

f“Tat, tut! that matters little, Poor boy!
You look tired and pale. Wo must find a bed
for you, Let me see. Wby, there's that
drunken, carbunkled fellow, Perkins, though he
is sober to-night; le has got possession, for
special reasons, of our only spare bed; you
shall share it with him.” :

*No, no, sir!” urged the youth, at first in
alarm, then angrily.

, “lsay, yes,yes!” And he was about to ring
ltll}o bell when the youtl's gestures.restrained
im, :

‘ Excase me, sit; vou must, indeed, I entreat
you, I am not persun.lly very fastiduous, but
1ndecd, I cannot accept your offer of a sbare of
Perking's bed.”

The youth who, up to this time, hed shown
both skill and spirit, now.broke down ; and the
chief, seeing his advantage, said—

- ¥ Mistress Maria Clementina Preston, you try
my patience very far, but [ forgive you, for the
sako of the deception; for I own I did not, till
within the:last.five minutes, at all sngpect you.”

¢ Mistress .Preston” at this burst out.icto a
laugh, then into a cry, and. then, as.the.chicf
approached to console her as if in pity, she
roused bLerself, and said, with, some pettish
rescatment-— ,

#Well, I'm very sorry you found me out; but
it's,all the same, onrly I shaw't have quite so
much amusement, that’s alt”  ’ .

“And youare now ready for §étiotis business,
re you 7" : ' .

# Quite.”? " LT

# By-the-bye, does Lord Langton kiow of or
suspect your pregent disguise 777 - .

“ No, or hie wonld not keep me; nor, in truth
would I stay with him2 .

$ Am I to believe that?”

Sltistraet L

You sivear to that 7°

«1 do.?

#In the very leeth of the fact that [ am about
to'disprove every word of your statement??

#I swear solemnly that, know you or know
younot aught about thematter, be neither knows,
nor suspects that I am 4 woman.”
¢ Very, well; Xeep bim in jgnorance.”
¢ 1 shail” .

A long and deeply-interesting conversation
now ensued, consisting chirfly of questions from

It's nearly gone now.

‘the chief. and answers by Clarence Harvey.,

through the whole of which the chief seénied to
be well gatisfied with the bebaviour.of the spy.
‘When . this -was, over, Lo said, in quite an
altered ‘tonc— 14 . .
#Well, now, my: pretty mistress, I think1bave
sacked you like an orange, and tolerably -dry,
1 incline to think you:liave been truthfdl on the
Arhole, -thinking it, I'sappose, the best .policy.’
Now, mark-what I hiave to.say to you, . N
%You have slipped out-of ‘my “hands- once;,

quly;, o ré mmy ~in’this Bisgiise; and fof your

3.3, Y0 re-a PA
. Hush, pretty, one] ';Kl:lgjtﬁéﬂ dedials ‘i the
von't,change my opinj d., - Thétdi ¢
encit—T batdly thiok

own pn es;”l B NPT it o ZRerv i
orld won't,change my opiniou.  “Thatdisguise
was,z08. pat 08 for |

2 et

Jou are worxing 1n 1o,

Fou:were setito Watch.,”,

it Wiy, B
IERUET 53 e

“If you don't hold your tonguo I'Nl find
means to make youl Do you heed mo?

“Now to proceed. I don't believe ono word
you say a3 to your intentions. I dare suy you
havo sworn fidelity to this rebel lord. Ishan't
troublo you to do the gamne tome. I don’t ask from
you any fuith in tho cause—any honesty in koep-
iag your promises. I onlyask you to remember
this * so sure as you fail to keep to your original
engagement, whick was to me aud to the only
true king and Government—so sure, I say, as
you swervo but a hair’s breadth from the path L
g going to chalk out for you—I will Lave you
apprehended, and treated like somo profligate
picked up out of the strecis. You shall besent
to Bridewell, flogged, and made with thoso
dainty fingers to pick oakum for a few months,

Do you understand " You are ambitinus, I
darc sny. You want handsome, possibly noble
lovers, Well, I have nothing to do with that,
if you deal rightly with me. If you don't look
for no mercy. You shall not only go where I
have said, but there shall be an audience of gay
gentleren called there by special invitation to
see yon, and smong them two or thrce of whom
I bear you think highly; suppose we mention
the names of Sic Richard Constable, Paul Ark-
dale, and——" o '

A scream interrupted the speech; then the
miserable creature fell into convulsions on the
fluor, and the chief aad his satellite"had a hard
task to bring her round,

And when that was done, she was again going
off at the sight of the chicf, bnt the sub perceived
Low (e matter stood, and requested permission
to remove her to anotherroom. This was done,
and there, after some delay, the hapless'maiden
recovered, - o

Recovered, but only again to bave to face
that man of iron nerves aud stony heart—the
chiel; and before sbe wss permitted to leave .
bim, he had so shaken her every faculty withhis
threats on the one hand of the most uncndurfblo
personal degradation, and with hLis brilliant
promises of reward on the other, that Maria—
or, a3 we shall call her, Clarence Harvey—felt
all her good resolves giving way, and so ended
by pledging herself to resitine tho old gamsé of
taking the leading part in the betrayal of Lord
Lirigton. '

Then only was Clarénce Harvey alloweéd to
go. e

CHAPTEZR LXX.—TIE SAYAGRS OF THE STREET,

Clarencs Ha:  3's hight of adventure was not
yet over, thouyL .he light of day was becoming
strong in the cast, 2 :

He was hurrying slong through the streets
and through the damp morning mist,iscarcely
aware of what ho was doing or whither he-was
going in the engrossing misery of this new: posi-
tion, shaped for him by the chief, when he was
roused from his absence of miad by a strange,
wild kind of cry from a street on tho right, the
end of which he waspassing,- * -

That cry was auswered by & regular yell from
many voices, and while the startled ‘wayfarer
peered in-alarm. into-the darkness, wondering
$vhat the noiscs meant, ke saw.many figures run-
ning’ towards.-him, and again the cries rose
loudly into the air,.as if in comnection with
‘some unearthly.kind of street hunt.

Olareace Harvey gazed for & moment in mor-
tal tervor, turned, and fled, after murmuring to
himself, in accents of intense anguishe |

-Tho.Mohocks!? .

‘Away went the.fugitive, and. away, after, him-
‘went the hunters, witd were & byword during a
.considerablo pa:itaot‘ dthe, Iast cenmry‘fprﬁhgir
lawless and cruel deeds. e
- Tbe Mohocks were, in_brief, swall_ companied
:of abandoned and licentiousmen, moatly helong-
ing-to the richer.and.more aristocratic cladees,
‘who, for-lack of more. healthful -and equally
stimulating amusement,:.were ; sccustomed,” to
‘meet.at“some tavern; drink themselves drunk—
‘though not too dmnkbei':c t;xo eﬂymeﬁa qfﬁwte_‘ir
infamous-orgies—t! “when ths, night was far
‘advanved;sthey would sally.forth;..prepared to
‘hunt -dows.soine: unfortanate. man. or.woman
whotn they happened.to- find in,the .streets, and
vpon Whom they lavished every.king of . gruel,
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degrading, and indecent treatment that happen-
ed to oceur to their polluted imaginations,

Such a gang had now broken forth, and were
running like a pack of hungry wolves after
Clarence Harvey, yelling in all sorts of fantastic
voices to increase the alarm of the fugitive, and
make the morc sensation for the sleepers in the
streets through wkich the Lunt passed.

Clarence Harvey's slight figure and agile
strength at first gave him the advantage, and he
had the ineffable relief of finding, after a minute
or two, that he was clearly distancing these
horrible wretches, when, unhappily, his foot
caught in & rut of the badly paved street, and
he fell with such violence that the blood gushed
from his mouth and nostrils.

He rose again instantly, and stood as if
paralysed.

For a moment the disguised woman was
in extreme danger of fainting. Her eyes saw
the nearest dim lantern dancing fantastically
amid a hot blaze of colours, her brain swam,
and she stretched out her hands vainly into the
uir in the unconscious effort to grasp something.
Then she felt a refreshing breeze, which strength-
ened her; and then that same breeze, with a
fresh puff, brought the horrible voices once more
to her, and again she fled.

But no longer with the old speed,

Noj; they are clearly gaining upon her, and
the individual shouts, laughter, and oaths be-
come distinguishable.

*“ Heaven help me! I can run no further.”

She stopped, panting as though her heart
would burst, aud in an instant was surrounded
by the gang of miscreants.

Her first instinct was to gward the secret of
her sex, were it only for Paul's sake, who seem-
ed to have become suddenly dearer to her than
ever, even while more unattainable, through the
outrage commnitted by her chief in his late talk
and threatening,

“ Good gentlemen, sweet gentlemen,” she be-
gan, the mowent she found her lips able to se-
parate and to speak, “pity me, I am ouly a
poor youth, who bappens to be out late on busi-
ness for my master. Ob, for heaven’s sake don’t
hurt me! 1 have nearly fainted once, and I—I
shall go off again, if- "

This appeal produced only a general roar.

One of the bullics now gravely stepped for-
ward, and said—

“ Pardon, brother gentles ; Tam, as you know,
physician and surgeon-extraordinary. to this our
noble band. Pray give me room. Back! back!
I must do my duty,"and examine the patient, be-
fore I certify he is a fit object for legitimate
goort.”

So saying, he stepped forth, amid the jeers,
the biccups, and the bratal imprecations of his
companions, to feel, as he said, the patient’s
pulse.

“ Rather low, I am bound to confess, I think,
gentles, we may as well, for once, let this timid
beast of chase escape, and seck another.”

“ No.” “No” “We won't let him go.”
These and similar cries convinced the less evil-
intentioned brute who bad first spoken that the
blood of the wretches was thoroughly heated,
and clamorous for their sport, and that not the
life of the youth, or half a dozen such lives,
would be permitted to stand in their way, if life
were really endangered,

Secing that, he pulled a flask of wine from his
pocket, and went to the trembling victim who
now stood the centre of a circle of sharp-pointed
swords all held towards her, barring her from
any possibility of sudden egress, and said—

% Here, my man, drink of this. "Twill give
you a better chance,” Then he whispered, « Il
help you to get another start in a minute or
two, before you come to much harm, if only
youwll be on the watch.”

Maria heard, was comforted, and drank
eagerly, and for the moment felt new courage
to address an eloquent appeal to her tormentors,
when suddenly she shricked, for the point of a
sword had pricked her back, though not serious-
ly. The wretches had grown skilful through
much practice,

She shrieked, and turned to face the man who
had thus outraged her, Then, from the oppo-

site point of the compass, the outrage was re-
peated with the same result; and so the game
went round, till every one of the noble and gal-
lt}ntdcompany had had his chance and drawn
blood.

The strangest and saddest part of the busi-
ness was that though the shrieks of the mad-
dened victim were most piercing, no one came
to help.

Many windows were thrown up, and from
some came a cry of—

“ Watch! watch ¥

But the criers would not come forth them-
selves; and as to the watchman, they were too
Wwise to venture their poor old tottering, feeble
frames into the vicinity of men who would only
turn upon them, and regale themselves afresh
upon their persons, after satiating themselves
with their first victim,

Seeing no hope of escape—feeling the torture
nqdlonger endurable, the hapless girl at last
said—

‘ Oh, gentlemen, gentlemen, if you will not
have mercy on me as a man, spare me, at least,
as a woman !”

“ Awoman! A woman! Yoicks! Halloo! A
barrel! We'll roll her down St. James's Street
into the park "

This was onc of the choice amusements when
a woman was the unfortunate subject of Mohock
sports, and was, perhaps, the least fearful be-
cause the least immodest,

She found herself hustled along in the crowd
towards some place where one of the party knew
of a barrel, standing outside a vintner's.

Suddenly Maria caught sight of a house with
quaint gables that told her were she was—in Pall
Mall, within a few yards of her master’s house.

Then she let her voice ring out with her ut-
most power in & most shrill and penctrating
shriek,

That shriek was heard by a young man who
had just turned the corner, and had been singing
an air from Handel's « Acis and Galatea,” in a
fine baritone voice :—

*¢ Oh, ruddier than the cherry!
Oh, rud—-"

Stopping suddenly his singing, he drew his
sword, ran to the crowd, was met by one of the
ruffians, and their swords clashed in instant and
violent meeting.

That shriek was heard also by Lord Langton,
as he waited in intense anxiety in his Jdrawing-
room for the return of his new scrvant, and he
heard also, as we have scen the noise of the
crossing swords.

To him now we will return.

CHAPTER LXXL.—TO THE RESCUE.

At the very instant that Lord Langton opened
the door, and caught his first indistinct view of
the two men fighting, and of a heaving, strug-
gling mass beyond, a link-boy, fancying the
gentleman wouldn't hurt him, and that he might
get a job, came running up with his torch, which
shed a strong, red, fitful light upon the scene.

The first etfect of that light was to reveal to
the earl a face he well knew, and great was his
delight to recognise in it the melodious stranger,

“ Paul!” he shouted—'* Paul Arkdale!”

“Eh? Who's that?” shouted back Paul in
reply, while still warily pressing on his antage-
nist.

“ A friend. Never mind names now. Paul,
here are the infaumous Mohocks at work upon a

poor miserable boy. Have at them! Bear to-
wards me. Let's get back to back. Hurrab,
Paul!”

“ Hurrah !” shouted Paul in return.

Then there was & quick and strange commo-
tion among the struggling herd of ruffians who
were dragging their victim along.

First one turned to see what was the matter,
and was soon answered by finding himself run
through his sword arm. i

Then another, who, seeing what had happen-
ed, rushed on with a yell like the yell of a wild
Indian, was instantly deprived of his sword by
its being stricken from his hand, while he him-
self received a cut across the face and nose that
marred evermore the beauty of which this half-

fop, half-bully was so proud,

The others now were effectually roused, and
came on in & confused group—those, at least, of
them whose senses were not too far gone; for
some had dropped on the pavement, sick with
wine, and the fresh air, and the excitement, and
some had stolen away at the first tokens of
danger.

These—the fighting men and the most des-
perate ones, about half a dozen in number~—now
rushed towards the devoted champions of the
oppressed, their faces like those of satyrs turned
into devils—red with wine, swelled and pimpled
with the tokens of excesses of all kinds, burning
with desires for vengeance on the impudent
scoundrels who dared to interfere with the
amusements of men of fashion.

At that moment, Paul Arkdale, who, not hav-
ing much skill with his weapon, had found a
tough customer in his foe, managed to give him
his quietus by a lunge that went through the
body—in at the breast and out at the back—and
the miserable man dropped from off the sword
prone to the ground with a dismal groan, and
died.

* His blood on his own head! Oun, my brave
Paull They are but wild beasts, monsters, not
men! Down with them!” cried Lord Langton,
who had now managed to get both Paul and
himself near to & level wall of the houses, and
there, standing partly enclosed, as if intending
to be back to back, but really facing chiefly to
the front they found themselves able to keep the
whole gang from getting behind them, and able
also to lessen the number of those who could
usefully attack in front.

But it was by no means Lord Langton’s idea
that they should wait long for attacks, if attacks
did not instantly aud continuously come.

As he expected, one terrible rush did take
place. Four infuriated ruffians were within
almost sword’s point, lunging desperately at
them, swearing at them with the most obscene
oaths, and only prevented from leaping on the
two friends, and burying them under their united
weight, by the consciousness that one of their
number had already gone to his last home,
whilst two others were wounded, and crying
loudly for a surgeon. It so happened that one
of these was the very man who had assumed to
himself the rank of “ physician and sargeon
extraordinary,” and who was now able to medi-
tate on the force of the words, ¢ Physician, heal
thyself.”

The very violence of the rush, coupled with
the instinctive sense of the danger to be encoun-
tered from these two swordsmen, made the rush
pass over harmlessly to anybody but the assail-
ants. Une of them almost immediately drew
back, wounded—bhow or where pobody knew or
cared to ask.

But there were others now came -rushing up,
and the two defenders must have perished but
for a new interposition.

Maria, at the moment she found these two
brave defenders, had become literally senseless
with the fright of her position; bat when the
brutes drew off from her, she recovered, and
then was baunted by a most extraordinary fancy.

During her state of half consciousness, she
thought she had heard somebody call on Paul
Arkdale,

More wonderful still—she fancied, too, she
had heard Paul Arkdale answer,

She looked about her; saw by the light of
the link-boy’s torch two men against the wall,
struggling against what seemed to be a host of
blackened figures.

In an instant that love of adventure which
was an innate part of her being revived in all
its force, and she determined, like those men, to
sell Ler life and honour dearly. Then, with a
cry of joy, succeeded by a ecry of anguish, she
recognised, a3 she approached the combatants,
Paul’s face! )

But she would not be known by him, not for
the world, if she could help it ; for what would
he think to fird her in man’s dregs—the butt and
victim of these wretches—and she acting as the
servant of a man, himself young, handsome, and
distinguished ?

Seeing all that in one brief mental glance,
she drew her sword—which, with a wise instinct,
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she ind not attempted previously to use, nay,
almost had forgotten while sho had to deal with
such o miscreant horde—sho drew hier swond, we
repont, shut her eyes, ag it to shut out the
woman's gense of the desperate danger she was
obliged to confront, and then, in & mument more
ore of the gung fell at the very feet of Pauul,
stabbed from behind.

That incident brought the scene to a rapid
elimax. ‘The others began to luok hehind them,
to ove backward, to open out; and as these
operations went on, Paul and the carl drove at
them swith sucl vigour and address that, ere two
minutes bad elapsed, three of the rufliang stood
before the threo conquerors disurmed, helpless,
three others were wounded and crawling away,
one was dead, and the rest of the band nowhers
visible; they had found discretion the better part
of valour, and fled.

What u mecting wasg that between Paul and
the earl ng they shook hands, nnd the eatl
whispered, and was understood——

“ Mush :

And then the meeting between the carl and
his unfortunate but no longer cendangered serv-
ing-nan, Clarence Harvey !

Nor did Paul and this slim, terrified-looking
youth, who was ss white as a sheet and awe-
stricken us a ghost, fail to exchange looks and a
grasp of the hand.  Paul felt the clammy, deli-
cate fingere quiver, and he saw the long luok of
the fuce, but did not for an instant dream who it
was, so effectually had Mistress Preston disfigu-
red her lovely complexion by simulating diseuse.

And then the threo held a parley as to their
wounded and prisoners.

Paul whispered a word or two to the ear),
which scemed to please him very much, as he
replied, in the same low tone—

“ Good' Excellent! Nothing can be better
or more appropriate, Begin.”

Paul went to Clarence Harvey, took him by
the hand, and led him to the door-steps of the
earl’s own lodging. There were three steps, then
a kind of broad landing,

# Sit down, my friend,” said Paul. ¢ It will
rest you, while we say a few words to these gal-
lant, high-spivited, humane English gentlemen.
No, Magter Harvey, if you please, you must do as
you are bidden. 1t {s your master's orders.”

Clarence Harvey then sat down on the top
step, wondering what was intended,

# Now, gentlemen,” continued Paal, ¢ cacl of
you will go up to your unfortunate victim, bow-
iny threo times before you speak'to him. You
will take no notice of the slight correction that
will accompany each bow, and which I am sure
will be quite to your taste,as in accord with
Mohock laws and traditions. You will then say
just these words—dou't make mistakes, or you'll
pave it all to do over again—Dbows, correction,
amd all,

#* You will say, gentlemen, just these words:

% Young man, if you caa find it in your heart

*to forgive so base, infamous, and coutemptihle
a creature as 1 am, I swear to you to treasure in
my heart of bhearts, with boundless gratitude, the
remembrance of the kindly clastisement your
friends may iaflict on wme?

“ You can’t remeinber so much, you think?
Very well. T will repeat the words, and you
shall say them ufter me. Now, gentlemen,
begin!

*¢ But, mind, T apd my fricnd swear to you—
and you sce we have the power—that we will
doubly punisk you if you hesitate or boggle in
the least. Begin!®

Secing no onc of the three inclined to brgin,
Lord Langton, half overcome with Ilaughter to
find himsclf a kind of Mohock, guve the fore-
most man a sharp prick in o convenient part of
his person.

He bounged forward, and made his first bow.
Prick again from behind, followed by a terrible
“ Qht® . .

The gecond bow was acgompanicd by the same
cerermony, and the third.the same. .

Then Paul repeated, as nearly as he could
remember, the previous formuls, nng the shaking
Mobock rupeated cach word after. him with most
striking vigour of speech, for cacli seemed forced
oat of him by a terrible spasm or jork. Paul
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was, in fact, making each word s kind of beey
having n very sharp sword-sting in its tail.

Wihen the whole of the three men had been
subjected to this discipline, they were command-
¢d to kneel in a row before their vietim, Sceing
no help, they obeyed. And then, roaring with
Taughter, Paul and the earl kicked them, in the
most contumelious manner possible, before sny-
ing—

“ Now go, and remember henceforth that there
are other men besude yourselves who can play
at the game of Mohocks.”

CHAPTER LXXIL—THR MOCKERY RING WELZ0MES
AX ABRUPT VISITOR.

Tho great Lell in the conrtyard nings loudly—
80 loudly that surcly no one can doubt but that
tho signal is sufficient to waken every sleeper in
the pilace, and bring the servams flucking to
the gate to know what s the matter,

In spite of this tolerably obvious fact, again it
sounds—tho instant after the last vibration of
the previous pull had died out—sounds louder—
more imperatively thon before, as if it cried,
f“ Waken! wakenl This is amatter of life and
death I

And when the servants do reach the gate, and
look thirough the wicket to sce who is the nvisy
disturber, the sight of his stern fuce, wud-bedab-
bled boots, and general disorder of dress, tead
to confirm the iden this is no ordinary visitor.

The servants know him uot, and demand his
naue,

“Charter! Sir George Charler. This hour
from England—and csturning, be hopes, the
next bour to Englaud. Away! to inform Ilis
Majesty.”

That naype—Charter—actslike asesame, The
gate is_thrown widely open, and with the most
obscquious maunuer the servants lead him to the
inside of the palaco,

Dark in his looks as the night itself, wrapped,
like the night, in impenctrable gloom, yet also
having, like the nigk¢, a something bright and
starlike in his vivid, ficrce, red-looking eyes, Sir
George Charter strode on after the men, taking
no notice of aught but the direction in which he
had to go,

He was shown into the same spacious saloon
a8 that in which the mockery king had received
Lord Langton, though the place looked sombre
in all its maguificenee, through having only a
singlo light burning, which just sufticed to
renlise the poets forcible image of darkness
made visible.

« Please to wait hero while tve inform His
Majesty, and bring you word as to his plea-
sure.”

“ Tell His Majesty from me—his dutiful and
devoted screant—that I must see him, and in-
staatly.”

“ What, to night, Sic George ?” demanded the
attendant.

“ Instantly.”

¢ But the king is in bed—is no doubt asleep
—unless your ringing awakened him,”

«If you doubt whether he is awake, go again
to tho bell, and keep it going till you know the
bustuess is aceowplished.”

.uis was said with a grim laugh, as though
Sir George kucew better than te suppose the man
belicved hie spoke scriously. The servant hur-
ricd away, and Sir George stalked once through
the stately apartment, then theew himsclf heavily
down on a luxurious couch, then uncounsciously
wiped off some of the mud from his dress on to
the amber satin covering ; and then, an instant
afier, as if too restless for any kind of repose, he
started once more to his feet, and muttered—

t Yes, 'tis 100 Iate to besitate now. My errand
will seemn meaningless, absurd, if I change my
purpose—if I-falter.”

Two or three servants now came hurrying in,
as if inteuding to.light up the saloon,

Sir Geérge stdpped them by the-demand—

“\What are going fo do?” -

 The king i3 coming down presently to give
you audience.”

# And did His Majesty: desive you.to light up
the place at this timo of night ?”

4 No, Sir George—bat—-"

* Away with you, then, I will explain to
Mis Majesty your scrupulons attention to your
duties, and bow 1 interrupted them,  Asway
with you. Stop !—T forgot, Do you remember
yet the old word lavgess? If yan dan't, ( dare
say Yot haven't forgot the thing. There'su guines
to divide amomy you. 1f I wasn’t so poor L
should give you five for dhisturbing you at such
an hour.”

Wit many+thanks and bows tho attendants
wididmw to the outside of the door, there 1o
wait the king's coming, while Sir George—as ho
stood guzing after them—revenled m bis speech
how litle hie was thnking about them,

¢ What says ihe Scraptwe ? ‘Put not your trust
in princes.’ I should like to know how we can
elp trusting them when theres no progress to
ibe made cxcept by first conswdering atl toesr
whims and fanciecs, Still it is & wise saw, And
if I were a wise, instead of bewng merely o des-
peeate man, I should lsten, and retreat cven
now. Hurkl—yes! Thavs his ponderous step.
Cun I—can I trust that man—that particular
prince?”

The double doors npen, and the mockery king
appears, leaning on the arm of tus chief adviser,
the Marquis of Burford, and conung slowly on
through a lanc which consists of cvery male
courtier, retamer or servant about the place, all
collected, even at such an hour, for alt kuow
how 1nuch importance their royal but uuforiu-
nate master attacLes to the showsof sovereignty,

Sir Georgo rapudly advances, aud then an-
ruptly knecls, exclaiming, in carnest tones—

“ My own gracious govereign I

% Sir George Charter ! this is indeed an un-
expected pleasure.  We thank you for your ab-
rupt but manly loyalty iu rousing us all so tho-
roughly, for no doubt the business is worthy ot
the circumstances,”

t I—I hope so.”

% Nd doubt—no doubt.”

The king then led the way to the cinir-hie
throne, and scated nmsclf, weanng now a very
thickly-padded scarlet dressing-gown, hastily
put on, but which fulfilled admirably the duty
tmposed upon it, of looking like a kingly robe,

 Can I see your majesty alone ¢ demanded
the miduight visitor, :

# If~if you wish—certainly. My lord, will
you dismiss the people, and then yourself kindiy
wait for ug, near at hand, to re-conduct us to
our chamber, after this audicace ?°

The king and his premicr exchanged looks,
but forgot to do the same thing wah Sie George,
or they would have noticed that he saw thay
interchange, and took carcful note accordingly,

When the marquis had disappeared, there
was for nearly half aminute 2 prolonged silence.

« Well, Sir George 1”

¢« Presently, your majesty. I have scarcely
slept since L lcft Loudon, and nowythat I am
where I wanted 10 he Tfeel my entrgles flagyring, *
my thoughts growing confused, and ——»

¢ Pardon 1ne, Sir George, my sceming inlhos-
pitality; but, in fact, your sudden appearance
so much interested me that I forgot a)l ele.”

‘Pouching a silver bell, which gave forth one
loud prolonged and musical note, 8 ¢mall open-
ing suddenly appeared ina part of tho wall, and
without any one heing seen, wino and certain
delicacies were placed on & salver, and there Jeft
within reach, : R

% You are a soldicr, Sic George,. and have
learned only too painfully, I regretto say,in my
service, that it is possible for Kings and peers to
knqsz how to help thewmselves. Will you obige
me? , e

The soldier went.to the place, lifted, the sal-
ver, brought it to the table where the Xing now
sat, knelt, while e poured out a gablet of rare
wine, and offered it, ST

The king took it, then said— . & = .

“ There 13 another goblet, Sic George. -Fill 1

« Pardon me, siret” 7 T ]

% Nay. If L'have power gnough.left to. com-
mand, or there, be i yo._ beart loyalty endugh
yet 10 abey, 1Bl you pourpad drnk ©*

The sbldicr bent his head . in submission,
pouredout the wine, and'waited: , .

T drink, Sic Georgé, to the saccess of your
preseat mission, whatcver i may be,”
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Tho king stood up, and drank largely of the
cnp, before he saw the kneeling soldir had nut
imitated his example.

“ How is this, Sir George? You refusc my
toast ?”

sire, and waste the wine as freely as I would
again waste my blood, but it must be to this
burden only—King Jumes! A health to all his
fricnds! Death 1o all bis cnemies 1"

¢ Say ¢ Confusion,’ corrected the king, in a

“ Oh, my dear lord and sire, my cver-hunour. | gentle tone

ed, true and rightful king, if you thus so far |
forget yourself, and all that lies wulun the |

“ Death !" re-cchoed Sir George,
The king lovked at hun, then his eyes dropped

charmed circle of your crown, du not, sire, be- - before the glance they met.
I do Arink,

lieve it possible for me to forget,

THE VILLAGE CHURCH.
AN ENGLISIT SCENE. .
WE believe the accompanying illustmﬁon!
()

will awaken in the minds of many of our
18 very pleasant memories of other days,
‘when they loved to linger by the tower ur porch
of their village church in the dear old land.
Intimately associated with the recollections of
our earlier years is & village church not unlike
that shown above, and to few of the memories of
home dowe cling more fondly. We remember the
samemajestictrees—the half sunkentc  .-stones,
erected to the memories of village wor h. s who
fell asleep many generations before we saw the
li(;hg; and often have  » scen tho conaterpart
of that ancient figure in the foreground, ottering
along the gravelled walks of the quje. church-
yard. Scattered throngh the lenqth and breadth
of England, the glory of every village, frequer t-!
ly hoary and venerable from age, with towers
half hidden by a luxuriant growth of ivy, are
these memorials of the piety and taste of o.r
avcestors. In Canada we lack the charm with
which ‘the atmosphere of antiguity invests the
works of man., ‘We bope, therefote, this glimpse
of an English village church will n&t‘be unwel-

oome to our feaders, and beélieve that many of

e & NS ').:i

To be continued,
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The Village Church.

{hern will enter into the spirit
lines:

Dear villa{:e church! Iloved it
On tho holy Sabbath-day,
‘With its ivy-covered tower,
And its becchen arboured way ;
1 loved the children singing, *
And to hear the organ xgly,

In the dear old v""& urch,
On the dear old Sabbath-day.,

Iloved it in the winter,

When the holly boughs were there,
And better still in summer,

‘When sweet flowers perfumed the air,
And through the dismend windowe
Streamed many & sunny ray,

In the dear old viliage church,

On the dear old 8 th-day.

Tis long since fiest I knew it;
ber how

And veil. my littfe brow,

By one who Joved to bring mo
To kneel with har and pray,
In the dear old vmlﬁchumb.
On the dear old Sabbath-day,

Now there are many fascs
‘Whioch were not there befcre,
And the swowy

But ' Hb remalng unaltered,

’{o tv‘vlhmn weﬁndwprg,

n tho doar o urohyard

On the dear ol Sab S
4
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of the following -

' memorable improvement on’

The sotting sun stretchos his robes of light
across tho landscape, and, like the Hebrew in
Egypt, smites the rivers and the brooks, and
they becomo as blood,

In the winter the sun promises his coming by
n long morning twilight; but when he comes,
ho shines dimly and sets soon, And so, with
men, the longer the promises the poorer their
performances.
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 GLASGOW.

N LASGOW is,after Liondon,one of the largest
and most important cities in GreatBritsin.

It occupies chiefly the north side of the Clyde,
but has large and populous suburbs on the south
side; the river is crossed by three stone bridges,
two oI which are of granite, measuring sixty
feet in breadth over the parapets, and much ad-
mired for thelr light and graceful architecture,
and by two suspension-bridges for foot passen-
gerg, cach of a single span, 5
The ground upon which Glasgow is built is
for the most part level, but in the north sod
north-west districts there are considerable eleva-
tions. The city, as it now exists, is almost
wholly modern, having quintupled in dimensions
during the last sixty years. This immens
growth bas arisen from its sitnation in the mids
of a district abounding in coal and iron, sud from
the facilities afforded by the Clyde for the
caltivation of & world-wide commerce, 'At'the
same time much of its proaperity is undoubtedly
due to local ingénuity and enterprise. - It wat
in Glasgow that James Watt, in 1765, made ki
. .

it was thers also ‘that B! % l&l?‘l_r(l}}(t‘
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ticability of stean-navigation. Enormous sums
have heen expended in the widening and deep-
ening of the Clyde so as to render it navigable
by vessels of 2,000 tons burden. The harbour
of Port Dundas on the Forth and Clyde Canal
has likewise afforded facilities for the commerce
of the city. ’

Glasgow was for a long time the chief em-
porium of the tobacco trade, and its Virginian
merchants formed a local aristocracy remarkable
for wealth and hauteur. The American war
paralysed this trade, but sugar cultivation in
the West Indies and the introduction of the
cotton manufactures opened up new industries.
Calico printing, and other branches followed,
and with the rapid expansion of the iron trade,
including machine making and steam-boat build-
ing, the city has attained its present magnitude.
Among its thousand chimney stalks there is one
of 450 and one of 460 feet, being the highest in
the British dominions. The former carries off
the noxious vapours of the largest chemical
works in the world, covering twelve acres of
ground and employing 1,000 men.

Owing to the number of factories, foundries
and work shops of all kinds, the city has, espe-
cially to Canadian eyes, a somewhat dingy and
smoky aspect. In other respects it has many
attractions, The houses facing the river stand
well back, leaving spacious thoroughfares on
each side and affording full and noble views of
bridges and of the harbour with its forests of
masts. The houses are generally lofty, and built
of freestone, the floors of each tenement being
usually occupied by separate families, having a
common stair. Glasgow has three public parks,
1wo of them of great extent, and the third of
great beauty. Among the public buildings
deserving notice are the Cathedral, which has
been lately restored, and is said *o be one of the
finest First Pointed Churches in Great Britain;
the Royal Exchange,in Queen street : also several
of the banks and churches. There are two
theatres and two museums, and to the northwest
of the city is a botanic garden of forty acres, The
city is about 3 miles in length and about eight
The population in 1801
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(;lasgow.

was 83,7695 it iz suppozed now to exceed half |
a million.

The Satwriay *’%@mﬂml

WEEK ENDING FEBRUARY 2, 1867.

THE LITERATURE OF THE DAY, r

OST people are perhaps inclined to praise i

the writers of the past, at the expense of
those of the present, even when proving their ad- I
miration of the latter in the most substantial form |
by the purchase of their works to an extent un- |
known in former times. The sale of Dickens’
last Christmas tale is said to have amounted to
250,000 copies, and other writers receive sums
now-a-days which would have astonished Scott
or Byron, and would have appeared like the
marvels of Aladdin’s lamp to Johnson or Gold-
smith. ¢ Here am I,” said the author of the
¢ Traveller, and the Vicar of Wakefield'— here
am I, writing in a garret, and expecting to be
dunned for a milk-score ;” and this after he had
attained to considerable eminence and fame.
Shakespeare did not take the trouble of printing
his plays, probably because he shrank from in-
curring the expense, for he was evidently pru-
dent in money matters, Milton sold the copy-
right of Paradise Lost for Fifteen Pounds; and
Tupper has made a fortune by his Proverbial
Philosophy. Goldsmitl’s charming tale, which
has been translated into every European lan-
guage, was purchased by an unwilling pub-
lisher for the then great price of a hundred
guineas; while it was reported, a couple of years
ago, that Sala or Wilkie Collins, we forget
which, was paid ten thousand pounds for a
single novel. In France, the payments to the
elder Dumas, Victor Hugo, and others, sound
fabulous. No Samuel Johnsons now eat their
dinners behind a screen, because they are too

. all that,

shabbily dressed to appear at their publisher's
table ; no needy writers perambulate the streets
all night from inability to procure a bed; they
do not sleep on bulkheads in summer and in
limekilns in winter; nor do strangers place
shoes at their doors to replace those through
which their toes areextending. They no longer

i indite fulsome dedications to extract gifts from

some noble patron’s purse. The Grub-street
tribe is a defunct'race, and we have changed
Our modern scribes luxuriate in pur-
ple and fine linen, and Lazarus sits in the seat
of Dives. It is to be hoped that he will be more

; generous to his successor at the gate than his

prototype was. Authors were wont to be pro-

verbially prodigal of their means when they .
were poor; will they change in that respect

with their changed condition? Weshall not be

surprised if they should ; it is one of the phases

of human nature,

But while the writers of the day are 80 muni-
ficently recompensed for their labours, do they,
in their turn, give value for what they receive ?
We doubt it; nay,as a general rule, we conceive
that they do not. Many of the most popular
among them find it to their advantage to apply
their talents to the production of works of fiction,
and the last number of the London Quarterly
has an able article on the subject. The reviewer,
who, though severe, i3 just and discriminating,
fails to discover among them anything like the
higher order of genius. To several, indeed, he
awards high praise, but it is mostly accompanied
with the fatal but or if. The Scotch novelist
Galt spoke of one of his eccentric characters as
‘“a Solomon wi’ & want,” and the talent or genius
of each of the writers criticised in the London
Review is also burdemed with a want. The
truth is, that the literature of our day is, as a
whole, far from being of a bigh standing, Take
the leading names among our existing writers;
and where they are tritons, what muast the
minnows be? Not to go farther back than the
earlier part of the century, what a difference we
find in the men of letters of that period as com-
pared with this. When we mention Scott,
Byron, Moere, Wordsworth, Coleridge, Shelley,

%_—
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Keats, Southey, Lamb, Sydney Smith, Jeffrey,
DeQuincy, and Professor Wilson—Macaulay,
Bulwer, and Dickens, belong to an intermediate
era—when we name these, their superiority must
be at once admitted. Even Tennyson is not the
equal of some of them ; and whom have we got
besides? We have still, it is true, Stuart Mill
and Carlyle in the higher walks of literature;
but these veterans arc among our present
writers, but not of them ; and largely as they
have contributed to the intellectual wealth of
the nation, we much fear that we have suffered
as much from their ethical doctrines and specu-
lations as we have gained from their learning and
talents, It may be said, we admit, that this is
more a scientific than a literary age: and the
progress of the world of late in scientific re-
search and mechanical invention has been ex-
traordinary. We must, therefore, we suppose,
take matters as they are, and not reject litera-
ture and science, although a learned philosopher
insists that man is the gradual development of
an oyster, and & young poet has just arisen who
joins the licentiousness of Anacreon to the im-
piety of Lucretius, without having so far shown
that he inherits the genius of either.

Yes, notwithstanding all the faults of contem-
porary literature,—and they are many,—good
can be gathered from it, by careful selection; we
must not condemn the corn, or turn away from
it because of the husks.

THE STATE OF EUROPE.

—

N our last number, writing on this subject,
we expressed our belief, that notwithstand-
ing the acquisitions just made by Prussia, France
and Russia were still the great military powers
of Europe. It is true that Prussia has directly
annexed to her dominions five of the North,
German States and the Danish Duchies, besides
securing her supremacy over twenty others, by
holding in her hands the command of their
armies, the direction of their railways and tele-
graphs, and their foreign diplomacy; but the
union i3 yet incomplete and wants consolida-
tion. The States to the South of the river Main
are chiefly Catholic, and their religious feelings
would bind them to Austria rather than to
Prussia, the leader of Protestant Germany. But
on the other hand, like all the Teutonic race,
they have long sighed for a united Fatherland,
and they perceive that this desire can best be
accomplished by joining Prussia. Which of
thege influences will prevail in the end may
depend on circumstances which it is impossible
to foresee. Austria is now in a state of prostra-
tion caused by her recent defeats and internal
troubles; and often as she has recovered from a
similar condition, it is doubtful if she can soon,
if ever, resume her place among the great powers
of the world. She is, indeed, not so for the
first or the second or the third time, but
symptoms of decline at present exhibit them-
selves which were never apparent before. When
John Sobieski saved her from the Turks ; when
in the thirty years’ war, Gustavus Adolphus
threatened her with destruction ; when, in 1733,
France and her allies deprived her of the Milan-
ese, Lombardy, and the Two Sicilies in one
campaign, besides being almost equally unfor-
tunate on the Rhine ; when Frederick of Prussia
forced Maria Theresa to throw herself on the
mercy of the Hungariaus; when Napoleon
twice captured Vienna ;—from all those misfor-
tunes Austria recovered as if by magic, as she
did in 1848, when his own insurgent people
chaged the Emperor from his capital. But the
blow that now threatens her is & new incident in
the catalogue of her disasters. On former occa-
sions the Hapsburgs found zealous defenders
and supporters in their German subjects of Up-
per and Lower Austria, but it is more than pro-
bable that these will, in the emergency that has
just arisen, sacrifice their long-tried loyalty to
their still stronger attachment to the race to
which they belong. If the choice is forced upon
them, they will in all probability prefer being
German to being Austrian, when they cannot be
both. If the Kaiser were in a position to
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place himgelf at the head of a Confederation of
Southern Germany, the old form of things might
be retained; but i’ not, the Scalvonic element
must prevail in the Empire, and the seat of
power be removed from Vienna to Pesth. Hun-
gary would then become what Austria has
hitherto been—the leading state of the Haps-
burg dominions—and the probable result, as we
have said, would be thesecession of the Austrias
t0 unite themselves with the rest of Germany.
If the Imperial family could be prevailed upon
to adopt such a policy, it would perhaps be the
wigsest course they could pursue, for as Ger-
man princes they are now of a secondary rank,
while the remaining territories of their house
would constitute a powerful state, especially
with such a portion as might fall to its share of
the falling- Turkish Empire in Europe, com-
posed of kindred races to the Hungarians, the
Transylvanians and the Croats, But whatever
aspect affairs may in future assume, it is certain
that the present condition of Austria is most
dangerous, and it seems to us that one of the
greatest difficulties which threatens the country
would be best cemented by removing the seat
of government to the Hungarian capital, thus
satisfying that people and escaping the incon-
veniences and dangers of the dual administra-
tion which they are so bent on compelling the
Emperor to grant to them.

The fate of the smaller European States is a
question which has created some controversy.
Prussia and Italy have already swallowed up a
fair proportion of them, and others are liable to
be subjected to a similar process. The Swiss
may be safe from aggression in their mountain
fastnesses and in consequence of the mutual
jealousies of neighbouring governments, The
discontent prevalent in Spain may result in a
union of that Province with Portugal, in which
case the Pyranese and the peninsular formation
of the country would conduce to preserve its in-
dependence, and perhaps to restore it to some
extent, at least, to its former high place among
the nations. Sweden is, we suspect, in im-
minent danger in the close vicinity of Russia
and Prussia, and even a union of the three Scan-
dinavian kingdoms would still leave them a
weak power by the side of their gigantic neigh-
bours. But of the minor States, Belgium holds
the most perilous position. It is only an
independent kingdom by sufferance, and it is a
question if even a re-union with Holland would
improve its condition much, in view of the
altered aspect of the European world and of
the greater changes that are more than possible
to ensue.

But the subject that now most troubles the
minds of European diplomatists is the Eastern
question, as it i3 usually called. They all
knew it was coming, and would have put off the
performance to a later day if they could, but the
outbreak of the Greek islanders has [recipitated
the expected catastrophe. A short time will
put us in a position to judge what course at-
fairs are about to take in connection with the
Turkish difficulty, but assuredly it is a crisis of
scarcely less magnitude and importance than
those of which Ituly and Germany have lately
been the scenes. But however the cards turn
up, be it peace or be it war, we can safely pre-
dict that the Turks must soon ceaseto be num-
bered as a European power ; though to whom the
Ottoman heritage will pass we will not venture
to predict. The claimants will be numerous
and the contest is sure to be an ardent one, espe-
cially as both those who constitute themselves
heirs to the estate, and those who name them-
selves exceutors, will lLecome parlies to the
proceedings,

Oriciy or ExcLisH Worps.—It may be said
that more _thar four-fifths of the English tongue
are traceable to a Gothic or Anglo-Saxon source.
In our Lord’s Prayer of sixty-nine words, sixty-
four are Anglo-Saxon. In a passage from Swift
of eighty-eight words, seventy-eight were An-
glo-Saxon. In one from Johnson of eighty-
seven words, sixty-six were Anglo-Saxon.

GRrACE and beauty are flowers from the root

of utility.

'BIRDS OF PREY.

THE TWO MACAIRES.
Book the Becond.

CUAPTER 1.—)\ GOLDEN TEMPLE.
Continued from page 835,

It seemed about this time as if the end of all
was very near. Captain Paget caught a chill’
one miserable evening on which he returned to
his lodging with his garments dripping, and his
beautiful varnished boots reduced to a kind of
pulp ; and the chill resulted in & violent inflam-
mation of the lungs. Then it was that a
woman’s hand was held out to save him, and a
woman’s divine tenderness cared for him in his
dire extremity.

The ministering angel who comforted this
helpless and broken-down wayfarer was only a
low-born ignorant girl called Mary Anne Kepp
—a girl who had waited upon the Captain dur-
ing his residence in her mother's house, but of
whom he had taken about as much notice as he
had been wont to take of the coloured servants
who tended him when he was with his regiment
in India. Horatio Paget had been a night-
brawler and a gamester, a duellist and a repro-
bate, in the glorious days that were gone; but
he had never been a profligate ; and he did’ not
know that the girl who brought him his break-
fast and staggered under the weight of his coal-
scuttle was one of the most beautiful women he
had ever looked upon,

The Captain was so essentially a creature of
the West-end, that Beauty without her glitter of
‘diamonds and splendour of apparel was scarcely
Beauty for him. He waited for the groom of
the chambers to announce her name, and the low
hum of well-bred approval to accompany her
entrance, before he bowed the knee and acknow-
ledged her perfection. The Beauties whom he
remembered had received their patent from the
Prince Regent, and had graduated in the houses
of Devonshire and Hertford, How should the
faded bachelor know that this girl, in a shabby
cotton-gown, with unkempt hair dragged off her
pale face, and with grimy smears from the
hundles of saucepans and fire-irons imprinted
upon her cheeks—how should he know that she
was beautiful? It was only during the slow
monotencus hours of his convalescence, when
he lay upon the poor faded little sofa in Mrs.
Kepp's parlour—the sofa that was scarcely less
faded and feeble than himself—it was then, and
then only, that he discowered the loveliness of
the face which had been so often bent over him
during his delirious wanderings.

“1 have mistaken you for all manner of
people, my dear,” he said to his landlady’s
daughter, who sat by the little Pembroke-table
working, while her mother dozed in a corner
a worsted stocking drawn over her arm and a
pair of spectacles resting upon her elderly nose.
Mrs. Kepp and her daughter were wont to spend
their evenings in the lodger's apartment now ;
for the invalid complained bitterly of ¢¢ the hor-
rors” when they left him.

“Ihave taken you for all gorts of people,
Mary Anne,” pursued the Captain dreamily.
¢ Sometimes 1 have fancied you were the Coun-
tess of Jersey, and I could see her smile as she
looked at me when I was first presented to her,
[ was very young in the beautitul Jersey's time;
and then there was the other one—whom I used
to drink tea with at Brighton. Ah me! what
a dull world it scems nowadays! The king
gone, and every thing changed—every thing__
every thing! I am a very old man, Mary Appe.”

He- was fifty-two years of age ; he fut uite
an old man. He had spent all his money, he
Liad outlived the best fricnds of his youth;
for it had been his fate to adorn a declin-
ing era, and he had been a youngster among
eiderly patrons and associates. Uis p rong
were dead and gone, and the men he haq pa-
tronised shut their doors upon him in ghe day
of his poverty. As for his relations, fe had
turned his back upon them long ago, when first
he followed in the shining wake of that or-
geous vessel, the Royal George. In thi g ur
of his penniless ducline there was nome to help
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him. To have outlived every affection and
every pleasure is the chicfbitterness of old age ;
and this bitterness Horatio Paget suffered in all
its fulness, though his years were but fifty-two.

«] am a very old man, Mary Anne,” he re-
peated plaintively. But Mary Anne Kepp could
not think him old. To her eyes he must for
ever appear the incarnation of all that is elegant
and distinguished. He was the first gentleman
she had ever seen. Mrs. Kepp had given shel-
ter to other lodgers who had called themselves
gentlemen, and who had been pompous and
grandiose of manner in their intercourse with
the widow and her daughter; but O, what piti-
ful lacquered counterfeits, what Brummagem
paste they had been, compared to the real gem !
Mary Anne Kepp had seen varnished boots be-
fore the humble flooring of her mother's dwel-
ling was honoured by the tread of Horatio
Paget ; but what clumsy vulgar boots, and what
awkward plebeian feet had worn them! The
lodger's slim white hands and arched instep, the
patrician curve of his aquiline nose, the perfect
grace of his apparel, the high-bred modulation
of his courteous accents,— all these had im-
pressed Mary Anne’s tender little heart so much
the more because of his poverty and loneliness.
That such a man should be forgotten and de-
gerted—that such a man should be poor and
lonely, seemed so cruel a chance to the simple
maiden: and then when illness overtook him,
and invested him with a supreme claim upon
her tenderness and pity,—then the innocent girl
Javished all the treasures of a compassionate
heart upon the ruined gentleman, She had no
thought of fee or reward; she knew that her
mother’s lodger was miserably poor, and that
his payments had become more and more irre-
gular week by week and month by month, She
had no consciousness of the depth of feeling that
rendered her so gentle a nurse ; for her lite was
a busy one, and she had neither time nor incli-
nation for any morbid brooding upon her own
feelings.

She protested warmly against the Captain’s
lamentation respecting his age.

“ Phe idear of any gentleman calling hisself
old at fifty 1” she said—and Horatio shuddered
at the supererogatory ¢ r’ and the “ hisself)”
though they proceeded from the lips of his con-
soler;—¢ you've got many, many years.beforc
you yet, sir, please God,” she added piously;
i and there's good friends will come forward yet
to help you, I make no do_ubt." .

Captain Paget shook his head peecvishly.

«You talk as if you were telling my fortune
with a pack of cards,” he said, ¢ No, my girl, 1
shall have only one friend to rely upon, if everI
am well enough to go outside this house; and
that friend is myself. Ihave spent the fortune
my father left me; I have spent the price of my
commission ; and I have parted with every ob-
ject of any value that 1 ever possessed—in vul-
gar parlance, 1 am cleaned out, Mary Anne, But
other men have spent every sixpence belonging
to them,and have contrived to live pleasantly
enongh for half a century afterwards ; and [
daresay I can do as they have done. If the
wind is tempered to the shorn lamb, I suppose
the hawks and vultures take care of themselves.
I have tried my luck as a shorn lamb, and the
tempest has been very bitter for me; so I have
no alternative but to join the vultures.”

Mary Anne Kepp stared wonderfully at her
mother's lodger. She had some notion that he
had been saying something wicked and blasphe-
mous ; but she was too ignorant and too inno-
cent to follow his meaning. . .

" 4@, pray don't talk in that wild way, sir,” she
entreated, It makes me so unhappy to hear
you go on like that.”

« And why should any thing thatI say make
you ushappy, Mary Anne?’ asked the lodger
carnestly.

There was something in his tone that set her
pale face on fire with unwonted crims®n, and she
bent very low over her work to hide those pain-
ful blushes., She did not know that the Cap-
tain’s tone presaged a serious address; she did
not know that the grand crisis of her life was
- ¢lose upon her.

Horatio Paget had determined upon making a

sacrifice. 'The doctor had told him that he owed
his life to this devoted girl; and he would have
been something less than man if he had not
been moved with some grateful emotion, He was
grateful ; and in the dreary hours of his slow
recovery he had ample leisure for the contem-
plation of the woman to whom he owed so
much, if his poor worthless life could indeed be
much, He saw that she was devoted to him;
that she loved him more truly than he had ever
been conscious of being loved before. He
saw too that she was beautiful. To an ugly
woman Captain Paget might have felt extre-
mely grateful; but he could never have
thought of an ugly woman as he thought of
Mary Ann Kepp. The end of his contempla-
tion and his deliberation came to this: She
was beautiful, and she loved him, and his life
was utterly wretched and lonely; so he de-
termined upon proving his gratitude by a
sublime sacrifice. Before the girl had lifted her
face from the needlework over which she had
bent to hide her blushes, Horatio Paget had
asked her to be his wife. Her emotion almost
overpowered her as she tried to answer him ; but
she struggled against it bravely, and came to
the sofa on which he lay and droped upon her
knees by his side. The beggar-maid who was
wooed by a king could have felt no deeper sense
of her lovers condescension than that which
filled the Leart of this poor simple girl as she
knelt by her mother’s gentleman-lodger.

« [—fo be your wife!" she exclaimed.
surely, sir, you cannot mean it ?"

« But I do mean it, with all my heart and
soul, my dear,” answered the Captain. “I'm
not offering you any grand chance. Mary Anne;
for I'm about as low down in the world as a
man can-be, ButI don’'t mean to be poor all
my life. Come, my dear, don’t cry,” he exclaim-
ed, just a little impatiently—for the girl had
covered her face with her hands, and tears were
dropping between the poor hard-working fingers
—+ but lift up your head and tell me whether
you will take a faded old bachelor for your
husband or not.”

Horatio Paget had admired many women in
the bright years of his youth, and had fanciea
himselt desperately in love more than once in
his life ; but it is doubtful whether the mighty
passion had ever really possessed the Captain’s
heart, which was naturally cold and sluggish,
rarely fluttered by any emotion that was not
engendered of seltishness. Horatio bad set up
an idol and had invented a religion for himseif
very early in life ; aud that idol was fashioned
after his own image, and that religion had its
beginning and end in his own pleasure. He
might have been flattered and pleased by Miss
Kepp's agitation ; but he was ill and peevish ;
and having all his life been subject to a pro-
found untipathy to feminine tearfulness, the girl's
display of emotion annoyed him,

« Ig it to be yes, or no, my dear ?” he asked,
with some vexation in his tone.

Mary Anne looked up at him with tearful,
frightened eyes.

& (), yes, sir, if I can be any use to you, and
nurse you when you are ill, and work for you
till I work my fingers to the bone.”

She clenched her hands spasmodically ag she
gpoke. Inimagination she was already toilingand
striving for the god of her idolatry—the ¢enTLR-
MaN whose varnished boots had been to her as a
glimpse of another and a fairer world than that
represented by Tulliver's Terrace, Old Kent
Road. But Captain Paget checked her enthu-
giasm by a gentle gesture of his attenuated
hands.

« That will do, my dear,” he murmured lan-
guidly ; “ I'm not very strong yet, and any
thing in the way of fuss is inexpressibly painful
to me. Ah, my poor child,” he exclaimed
pityingly, “if you could have seen a dinner at
the Marquis of Hertford's, you would have un-
derstood how much can be achieved without
fuss. But I am talking of things you don't un-
derstand. You will be my wife ; and a very
good, kind, obedient little wife, I have no doubt.
That is all settled. As for working for me, my
love, it would be about as much as these poor
little hands could do to earn me a cigar a-day
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—and I seldom smoke less than half-a-dozen
cigars ; so, you see, thatis all so much affec-
tionate nonsense, And now you may wake
your mother, my dear ; for I want to take a
little nap, and I can’t close my eyes whiie that
good soul is gnoring 8o intolerably ; but not a
word about our little arrangement, Mary Anne,
till you and your mother are alone.”

And hereupon the Captain spread a hand-
kerchief over his face and subsided izto a gentle
slumber. Thelittle scene had fatigued him; though
it had been so quietly enacted, that Mrs. Kepp
had slept on undisturbed by the brief fragment
of domestic drama performed within a few yards
of her uneasy arm-chair. Her daugher awoke
her presently, and she resumed her needle-work,
while Mary Anne made some tea for the beloved
sleeper. The cups and saucers made more noise
to-night than they were wont to' make in the
girl’s careful hands, The fluttering of her heart
seemed to communicate itself to the tips of her
fingers, and the jingling of the crockery-ware
betrayed the intensity of her emotion. He was
to be her husband! She was to have a gentle-
man for a husband; and such a gentleman!
Out of such base trifles as a West-end tailor's
coat and & West-end workman’s boots may be
engendered the purest blossom of womanly love
and devotion. Wisely may the modern philoso-
pher cry that the history of the world is only a
story of old clothes. Mary Anne had begun by ad-
miring the'graces of Stultz and Hoby, and now
she was ready to lay down her life for the man
who wore the perishing garments!

* Miss Kepp obeyed her lover's behest; and it
was only on the following day, when she and
her mother were alone together in the dingy lit-
tle kijchen below Captain Paget's apartments,
that she informed that worthy woman of the
honor which had been vouchsafted to her. And
thereupon Mary Anne endured the first of the
long series of disappointments which were to
arise out of her affection for the penniless Cap-
tain. The widow was a woman of the world,
and was obstinately blind to the advantages of
& union with a ruined gentleman of fifty.

“How’'s he to keep you, I should like to
know ?” Mrs. Kepp exclaimed, as the girl stood
blushing before her after having told her story ;
«if he can't pay me regular—and you know the
difficulty I've had to get his money, Mary Anne,
If he can’'t keep hisself, how’s he to keep you ?”

“ Don't talk like that, mother,” cried the girl,
wincing under her parent’s practical arguments;
tyou go on as if all I cared for was being fed
and clothed. Besides, Captain Paget is not go-
ing to be poor always. He told me so last
night, when he—"

“ He told you so!” echoed the honest widow
with unmitigated scorn: “ hasn’t he told me
times and often that I should have my rent re-
gular after this week, and regular after that
week ; and bhave I ever bad it regular? And
ain't I keeping him out of charity now—a poor
widow woman like me—which I may be wanting
charity myself before long ; and if it wasn’t for
your whimpering and going on he’d have been
out of the house three weeks ago; when the doc-
ter said he was well enough to be moved ; for I
ast him.”

« And youw'd have turned him out to die in the
streets, mother!” cried Mary; ¢I didn't think
you were so ’artless.”

From this time there was ill-feeling between
Mrs. Kepp and her daughter, who had been
hitherto one of the most patient and obedient of
children. The fanatic can never forgive the
wretch who disbelieves in the vanity of his
god ; and women who love as blindly and fool-
ishly as Mary Anne Kepp are the most bigoted
of worshippers. The girl could not forgive her
mothers disparagement of her idol,—the mother
had no mercy upon her daughter’s folly ; and af-
ter much wearisome contention and domestic
misery—carefully hidden from the penniless
sybarite in the parlour—after many tears and
heart-burnings, and wakeful nights and prayer-
ful watches, Mary Anne Kepp consented to
leave the house quietly one morning with the
gentleman-lodger while the widow had, gone to
market, Miss Kepp left a piteous little note for

her mother, rather ungrammatical, but very wo-
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manly and tender, imploring pardon fur her
want of duty; and, %0, mother, if you knew
how good and noble he is, you coudent be angery
with me for luving him as I do, and we shall
come back to you after oure muarige, wich you
will be pade up houourabel to the last fartbin.”

After writing this epistle in the kitchen, with
more deliberation and more smudging than Cap-
tain Paget would have cared to behold in the
bride of his choice, Mary Anne attired berself in
her Sabbath-day raiment, and left Tulliver's
Terrace with the Captain in a cab.  She would
fain bave taken a little lavender-paper-covered
box that contained the remainder of her ward-
robe ; but after surveying it with a shudder,
Captain Paget told her that such a box would
condemn them anywhere. .

“ You may get on sometimes without Inggage,
my dear,” he said sententiously ; ““but withsuch
luggage as that, never!”

The girl obeyed without comprelbending. It
was not often that she understood her Jover's
meaning ; nor did he particularly care that she
should understand him. He talked to her ra-
ther in the same spirit in which one talks to a
faithful canine compnanion—as Napoleon IH.
may talk to his favorite Nero, ¢1 have great
plans yet unfulfilled, my honest Nero, though
you may net be wise enough to guess their nature.
And we must have another Boulevard, old fellow;
and we must make things secure in Mexico, and
settle that little dispute about Venetia; and we
wust do something for those unfortunate Poles,
ch—good dog 7" aud 30 on.

Captain Paget drove straight to a registrar's
office, where the new marriage-act enabled him
1o unite himself to Misz Kepp sans fugon, in pre-
sence of the cabman and a1 woman who had been
cleaning the doorstep. The Cuptain went
through the brief ceremonial as coolly as if it had
been the settlement of a water-rate; and was an-
gered by the tears that poor Mary Anne shed
under her cheap black veil. le had forgotten
the poetic superstition in favor of a weddiug-
ring, but he slipped a little onyx ring oft his own

finger and put it on the clumsier finger of:

his bride. It was the last of his jewels—
the rejected of the pawnbrokers, who, not
being learned in antique intaglios, had con-
demned the ring as trumpery. There is
always something a little ominous in the
bridegroom’s forgetfulness of that simple gol-
den circle which typifies an eternal union;
and a superstitious person might have drawn a
sinister angury from the subject of Captain Pu-
get's intaglio, which was ahead of Nero—an em-
peror whose wife was by no means the happiest
of women. But as neither Mary Annc nor the
registrar, neither the cabman nor the charwoman
who had been cleaning the doorstep, had ever
heard of Nero, and as Horatio Paget was much
too indifferent to be superstitious, there was no
one to draw evil inferences; and Mary Annc
went away with her gentleman husband, proud
and happy, with a happiness that was only dis-
turbed now and then by the image of an infu-
riated mother.

Captain Paget took his bride to some charm-
ing apartments in Halfmoon Street, Mayfair;
and she was surprised to hear him tell the land-
lady that he and his wife bad just arrived from
Devonshire, and that they meant to stay a week
or %0 in London, en passant, before starting for
the Continent.

% My wife hags spent the best part of her life in
the country,” said the Captain, “so I suppose [
must show her some of the sights of London in
spite of the abominable weather. Butthe deuce
of it is, that my servant has misunderstood my
directions, and gone on to Paris with the lug-
gage. However, we can set that all straight
to~-morrow.” !

Nothing conld be more courteously acquies-
cent than the manner of the landlady ; for Cap-
tain Paget had offered her references, and the
people to whom Le referred were among the
magnates of the land. The Captain knew
enough of human nature to know that if refer-
ences are only sufficiently imposing, they are
very unlikely to be verified, The swindler
who refers his dupe to the Duke of Sutherland
and Baring Brothers has a very good chance of

getting bis respectability accepted without in-
quiry, on the mere strength of those sacred
names,

From this time until the day of her death
Mary Anue Paget.very seldom hLeard her hus-
band make any statement which she did not
know to be false. He had joined the ranks of
the vultures. Il had lain down upon his bed of
sickness a gentlemanly beggar; he arose from
that couch of pain and weariness a swindler.

Now began those petty shifts and miserable
falsifications whereby the birds of prey thrive
upon the flesh and blood of hapless pigeons,
Now the dovecotes were fluttered by a new de-
stroyer—a gentlemanly vulture, whose suave ac-
cents and perfect manners were futal to the un-
wary.  Henceforth Horatio Cromie Nugent Pa-
et Hourished and fattened upon the folly of his
tellow-mien.  As promoter of joint-stock com-
panies that never saw the light; as treasurer of
loan-offices where money was never lent; ag a
gentleman with capital about to introduce a
uovel article of manufacture from the sale of
which a profit of five thousand a-year would in-
fallibly be realized, and desircus to meet with
another geutleman of equal capital ; as the mys-
terious X. Y. Z. who will—for so small a recom-
pense as thivty postage-stamps—impart the se-
cret of an clegant and pleasing employment,
wherehy  seveu-pound-ten a week may be made
by any individual, male or female s—under every
tlimsy disguise with which the swindler bides
his exeerable form, Captain Paget plied his cruel
trade, and still contrived to find fresh dupes. Of
course there were occasions when the pigeons
were slow to flutter into the fascinating snare,
and when the vulture had a bad time of it; and
it wux a common thing for Captain Paget to
sink from the splendour of Maytaiv or St. Jumes's
street into some dingy transpontine hiding
place. But he never went back to Tulliver's
Terrace, though Mury Anne pleaded piteously
for the payment of her poor mothers debt.
When her husband was in funds, he patted her
ead atfectionately, and told her that he would
zee about H—i, e. the payment of Mrs. Kepp's
bill : while, if she ventured to meution the sub-
ject to him when his purse was scantily furnish-
ed, he would ask her fiercely how he was to sa-
tisfy her mother’s extortionate claims when he
had not so much as a sixpence for his own use ?

Mrs. Kepp's bill was never paid, and Mary
Anne never saw her mother's face again, Mrs,
Paget was oue of those meek, loving creatures
who are essentially cowardly. She could not
bring herself to encounter her mother without the
money owed by the Captaiu ; she could not bring
berself toendure the widow's reproaches, the ques-
tioning that would be so horribly painful to an-
swer, the taunts that would torture her poor
sorrowful heart,

Alas for her brief dream of love and happiness!
Alas for her foolish worship of the gentleman
lodger! She knew not that her mother had
been wiser than herself, and that it would have
been better for her if she had renounced the sha-
dowy glory of an alliance with Horatio Cromie
Nugent Paget; whose string of high-sounding
names, written on the cover of an old wine-
book, had not been without its influence on the
ignorant girl. The widow's daughter knew
very little happiness during the few years of her
wedded life. To be hurried from place to place,
to dice in Mayfair to-day, and to eat your din-
ner at a shilling ordirary in Whitecross street
to-morrow ; to wear fine clothes that have not
been paid for, and to take them off your back
at & mement's notice when they are required for
the sccurity of the friendly pawnbroker; to
know that your life is a falsehood and a snare,
and that to leave a place is to leave contempt
and execration behind you; these things con-
stitute the burden of a woman whose husband
lives by his wits. And over and above these
miscries, Mrs. Paget had to endure all the va-
riations of temper to which the schemer is sub-
ject. If the pigeons dropped readily into the
snare and if their plumage proved well worth
the picking, the Captain was very kind to his
wife, after his own fashion ; that is to say, he
took her out with him, and after lecturiog her
angrily because of the shabbiness of her bonnet,

bought her & new one, and gave her a dinner
that made her ill; and then sent her home in a
cab, while he finished the evening in more con-
genial society, But if the times were bad for the
valture tribe—Q, then, what a gloomy compan-
ion for the domestic hearth was the elegant
Horatio!  After smiling his false smile all
day, while rage and disappointment were gnaw-
ing at his heart, it was a kind of relief to the
Captain to be moody and savage by his own
fireside. The human vulture has something of
the ferocity of his feathered prototype. The
man who lives upon his fellow-men has need to
harden bis heart ; for one sentiment of compas-
sion, one touch of human pity, would shatter
his finest scheme in the hour of its fruition.
Horatio Paget and compassion parted fellowship
very early in the course of his unscrupulous ca-
reer, What if the pigeon has a widowed mo-
ther dependent on his prosperity, or half-a-dozen
children who will be involved in his ruin? Is
the hawk to forego his natural prey for any such
paltry consideration as a vulgar old woman or a
brood of squalling brats?

Captain Paget was not guilty of any persis-
tent unkindness towards the woman whose fate
he had deigned to link with his own, The con-
sciousness that he had conferred a supreme hon-
our on Mary Anne Kepp by offering her his hand,
and a share of his difficulties, never deserted
bim. He made no attempt to elevate the igno-
rant girl into companionship with himself. He
shuddered when she misplaced her b's, and
turned from her peevishly with a muttered oath
when she was more than usually ungrammati-
cal: bat though he found it disagreeable to hear
ler, he would have found it troublecsome to set
her right; and trouble was a thing that Horatio
Paget held in gentlemanly aversion. The idea
that the mode of his existence could be repulsive
to his wife—that this low-bors and low-bred girl
could have scruples that he never felt, and
might suffer agonies of remorse and shame of
which his coarser nature was incapable—never
entered the Captain’s mind. It would have been
too great an absurdity for the daughter of ple-
bian Kepps to affect a tenderness of conscience
unknown to the scion of Pagets and Cromies
and Nugents. Mary Anne was afraid of her ele-
gant husband : and she worshipped and waited
upon him in meek silence, keeping the secret of
lier own sorrows, and keeping it so well that he
never guessed the manifold sources of that pallor
of countenance and hollow brightness of eye
which had of late annoyed him when he looked
at his wife. She had borne him a child; a sweet
girl baby, with those great black eyes that al-
ways have rather a weird look in the face of in-
fancy ; and she would fain have clung to the in-
fant as the bope and consolation of her joyless
life. But the vulture is nota domestic bird, and
a baby would have been an impediment in the
rapid hegiras which Captain Paget and his wife
were wont to make. The Captain put an ad-
vertisement in a daily paper before the child
was & week old ; and in less than a fortnight af-
ter Mary Anne had looked at the baby face for
the first time, she was called upon to surrender
her treasure to an elderly woman of fat and
greasy aspect, who had agreed .to bring the in.
fant up “by hand” in a miserable little street
ina remote and dreary district lying between
Vauxhall and Battersea.

Mary Anne gave up the child uncomplaining-
ly ; as meckly as she would have surrendered
herself if the Captain had brought a masked ex-
ecutioner to ler bed-side, and had told her a
block was prepared for her in the adjoinin
chamber, She had no idea of resistance to the
will of hier husband. She endured her existence
for nearly five years after the birth of her child,
and during those miserable years the one effort
of her life was to secure the miserable stipend
paid for the little girl's maintenance; but be.
fore the child’s fifth birthday the mother faded
off the face of the earth, She died in a misera-
ble lodging not very far from Tulliver's Terrace,
expiring in, the arms of a landiady,who comfort-
ed her in her hour of need as she had cemforted
the ruined gentleman. Captain Paget was a
prisoner in Whitecross street at the time of hig
wife's death, and was much surprised when he
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missed her morning visits and the little luxuries
she had been wont to bring him

He had missed her for more than a week, and
had written to her twice—rather angrily on the
second occasion—when a rough unkempt boy in
corduroy waited upon him in the dreary ward,
where he and half-a-dozen other depressed aud
melancholy men sat at little tables writing let-
ters, or pretending to read newspapers, and look-
ing at one another furtively every now and
then., There is no prisoner so distracted by his
own cares that he will not find time to wonder
what his neighbor is ¢ in for.”

The boy had received instructions to be care-
ful how he imparted his dismal tidings to the
“poor dear gentleman;” but the lad grew ner-
vous and bewildered at the sight of the Cap-
tain's fierce hook-nose and scrutinising gray
eyes, and blurted out his news without any dis-
mal note of warning.

¢ The lady died at two o’clock this morning,
please, sir ; and mother said I was to come and
tell you, please, sir.”

Captain Paget staggered under the blow.

“ Good God! he cried, as he dropped upon a
rickety Windsor chair, that creaked under bis
weight; “and I did not even know that she
was ill1”

Still less did he know that all her married life
had been one long heart-sickness-—one mono-
tonous agony of remorse and shame.

To be continued,

EVELINE’S VISITANT.

A GHOST STORY.

T was at a masked ball at the Palais Royal
that my fatal quarrel with my first cousin
André de Brissac began. The quarrel was about
a woman. The women who followed the foot-
steps of Philip of Orleans were the causes of
many such disputes ; and there was scarcely one
fair head in all that glittering throng which, to
a man versed in social histories and mysteries,
might not have seemed bedabbled with blood.

1 shall not record the name of her for love of
whom André de Brissac and I crossed one of the
bridges, in the dim August dawn, cn our way to
the waste ground beyond the church of Saint-
Germain des Pres. -

There were many beautiful vipers in those
days, and she was one of them. 1 can feel the
chill breath of that August morning blowing in
my face, as 1 sit in my dismal chamber at my
chateau of Puy Vercdun to-night, alone in the
stillness, writing the strange story of my life. I
can sce the white mist rising from the river, the
grim outline of the Chitelet, and the square
towers of Notre Dame black against the pale gray
sky. Even more vividly can I recall André’s
fair young face, as he stood opposite to me with
his two friends-——scoundrels both, and alike eager
for that unnatural fray. We were a strange
group to be seen in a summer sunrise, all of us
fresh from the beat and clamour of the Regent's
saloons——André, in a quaint hunting-dress copied
from a family portrait at Puy Verdun, I costum-
ed as one of Law’s Mississippi Indians; the
other men in like garish frippery, adorned with
broideries and jewels that looked wan in the pale
light of dawn.

Qur quarrel had been a fierce one—a quarrel
which could have but one result, and that the
direst. I bad struck him; and the welt raised
by my open hand was crimson upon his fair
womanish face as he stood opposite to me. The
eastern sun shone on the face presently, and dyed
the cruel mark with a decper red ; but the sting
of my own wrongs was fresh, and I had not yet
learncd to despise myself for that brutal out-

e.

%o Audré de Brissac such an insnlt wax most
terrible, He was the favourite of Fortune, the
favourite of women; and I was nothing,—a
rough soldier who bhad done my conntry good
service, but in the houdoir of a Parabére a man-
nerless boor,

We fought, and T wounded him mortally. Life
had heen very sweet for him ; and I think thata

frenzy of despair took possession of him when he
felt the life-blood ¢bhing away. Ile beckoned
me to him as be lay on the ground. 1 went,and
knelt at Lis side.

“ Forgive me, André ! [ murmured.

e took no more heed of my words than it that

piteous entreaty had been the idle ripple of the

river necar at hand.
¢ Listen to me; Hecter de Brissae,” he said.

¢ I am not one ‘who believes that a man has done

with earth because his eyes glaze and his jaw
stiffens.
Puy Verdun ; and you will be the master of the
chateau. Ah, I know bhow lightly they take
things in these days, and how Dubois will laugh
when he hears that Ca has been killed in a duel.

They will bury me, and sing masses for my soul; !

but you and I have not finished our affair yet, my
cousin. I will be with you when you least look
to sce me,—I, with this ugly scar upon the face
that women have praised and loved. I will come
to you when your life seeras brightest. I will come
between you and all that you hold fairest and
dearest. My ghostly hand shall drop a poison in
your cup of joy. My shadowy form shall shut
the sunlight from your life,
will as mine can do what they please, Hector de
Brissac. It is my will to haunt you when [ am
dead.”

All this in short broken sentences hie whispered
into my ear. I had necd to hend my car close to
his dying lips ; but the iron will of André de
Brigsac was strong enough to do battle with
Death, and I believe he said all he wished to say
before his head fell back upon the velvet cloak
they bad spread beneath him, never to be lifted
again,

As he lay there, yon would have fancied him a
fragile stripling, too fuirand frail for the struggle
called life ; but there are those who remember the
brief manhood of André de Brissac, and who can
bear witness to the terrible force of that proud
nature,

1 stood looking down at the young fuce with
that foul mark upon it; and God kuows 1 was
sorry for what I had done.

Ot those blashemous threats which he bad whis-
pered in my ear I took no heed. I wasa soldier,
and a believer,  There was nothing absolutely
dreadful to me in the thought that 1 had killed
this man. I had killed many men on the battle-
field ; and this one had done me cruel wrong.

My friends would have had me cross the tron-
tier to escape the consequences of my act; but I
was ready to face those consequences, and I re-
mained in France, 1 kept aloof from the court,
and received a hint that I had best confine my-
self to my own province. Many masses were
chanted in the little chapel of Puy Verdun for
the soul of my dead cousin, and his coffin filled
a niche in the vault of our ancestors

His death had made me a rich man; and the
thought that it was so made my newly-acquired
wealth very hateful to me. Ilived a lonely exist-
ence in the old chateau, where I rarely held con-
verse with any but the servants of the houschold,

all of whom had served my cousin, and none of

whom liked me.

It was a hard and bitter life, Tt galled me,
when I rode through the village, to sec the pea-
sant-children shrink away from me. I lave
scen old women cross themselves stealthily as 1
passed them by. Strange reports had gone forth
about me ; and there were those who whispered
that 1 had given my soul to the Evil One as the
price of my cousin’s heritage. From my hoyhood
1 had been dark of visage and stern of manner :
and hehce, perbaps, no woman’s love had ever
been mine. I remember my mother's face in all
its changes of expression ; but I can remember no
look of affection that ever shone on me. That
other woman, beneath whose fect1 laid ny heart,
was pleased to accept my homage, but she never
loved me; and the end was treachery.

1 had grown hateful to myself, and had well-
nigh begun to hate my fellow-creatures, when a
feverish desire geized upon m?>, and I pined to
be back in the press and throng of. the busy
world once again. I went back to Paris, where
1 kept myself aloof from the court, and where an
angel took compassion upon me.

She was the daughter of an old comrade, a

They will bury me in the old vault at

Men with such iron :

t
| man whose merits had been neglected, whose
{ achivements had been ignored, and who sulked
| in his shabby lodging like a rat ina hole, while
t all Paris went mad with the Scotch Financier,
and gentlemen and lacqueys were trampling one
another to death in the Rue Quincampoix. The
only child of this little cross-grained old cap-
s tain of dragoons was an incarnate sunbeam,
whose mortal name was Eveline Duchalet.

She loved me. The richest blessings of our
lives are often those which cost us least. I
wasted the best years of my youth in the worship
of & wicked woman, who jilted and cheated me
tatlast. [ gave this meek angel but a few cour-

teous words—a little fraternal tenderness—and
i lo! she loved me. The life which had been so
dark and desolate grew bright beneath her influ-
ence; and I went back to Puy Verdun witha
fair young bride for my companion,

Al, how sweet a change there was in my life
and inmy home! The village children no longer
shrank appalled as the dark horseman rode by,
the village crones no longer crossed themselves ;
for a woman rode by bLis side—a woman whose
charities bad won the love of all those ignorant
creatures, and whose companionship had trans-
i furmed the gloomy lord of the chdteau into a
i loving hushand and a gentle master. The old
; retainers forgot the untimely fate of my cousin,

and served me with cordial willingness, for love
of their young mistress.

There are no words which can tell the pure
and perfect happiness of that time, 1 felt like a
traveller who had traversed the frozen seas of an
arctic region, remote from human love or human
companionship, to find himself on a sudden in the
bosom of a verdant valley, in the sweet atmos-
phere of home, The change seemed too bright to
be veal : and 1 strove in vain to put away from
my mind the vague suspicion that my new life
was some fantastic dream.

So brief were those halcyon hours, that, look-
ing back on themn now, it is scarcely strange if [
an still half inclined to fancy the first days of my
married lite could have been no more than a
dream.

Neither in my days of gloom nor in my days
of happiness had I been troubled by the recollec-
tion of André’s blasphemous oath. The words
which with his last breath he had whispered in
my ear were vain and meaningless to me. He
had vented his rage in those idle threats, as he
might have vented it in idle execrations. That
he will haunt the footsteps of his enemy after
death is the one revenge which a dying man can
promise himself ; and if men had power thus to
avenge themselves, the earth would be peopled
with phantoms,

I had lived for three years at Puy Verdun;
sitting alone in the solemn midnight by the
hearth where he had sat, pacing the corridors
that had echoed his footfall ; and in all that
time my fancy had never so played me falge as
to shape the shadow of the dead.

Is it strange, thén, ifl bad forgotten André’s
lLiorrible promise ?

There was no portrait of my cousin at Puy
Verdun. It was the age of boudoir art, and a
miniature sct in the lid of a gold bonbonniére, or
Lidden artfully in a massive bracelet, was more
fishionable than a clumsy life-size image, fit
only to hang on the gloomy walls of a provincial
chdteau rarely visited by its owner, My cousin's
fair face had adorned more than one bonbonniére,
and had been concealed in more than one brace-
let ; but it was not among the faces that
looked down from the pauneled walls of Puy Ver-
dun,

1u the library I found a picture which awoke
painful associations, It was the portrait of a De
Brissac, who had flourished in the time of Fpap-
cis the First ; and it was from this picture that
my cousin Audré had copied the quaint hunting-
dress he wore at the Regent’s ball, The library
was a room in which I spent a good deal of my
life ; and I ordered a curtain 1o be hung before
this picture,

We had been married three months, when
Eveline one day asked,

“ Who is the lord of the chéteau nearest to
this 2"

I looked at her with astonishment,
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“My dearest,” I answered, “ do you not
know that there is no other chiteau within
forty miles of Puy Verdun ?”

‘¢ Indeed ?” she said ; ¢ that isstrange.”

I asked her why the fact seemed strange to
her ; and after much entreaty I obtained from
her the reason of her surprise.

In her walks about tke park and woods during
the last month, ¢he had met & man who, by his
dress and bearing, was obviously of noble rank.
She had imagined that he occupied some cha-
teau near at hand, and that his estate adjoined
ours. I was at a loss to imagine who this
stranger could be ; for my estate of Puy Verdun
lay in the heart of a desolate region, and unless
when some traveller's coach wentlumbering and
Jingling through the village, one had little more
chance of encountering a gentleman than of
meeting a demigod. )

‘ Have you seen this man often, Eveline 77 I
asked.

She answered, in a tone which had a touch of
sadness, “I see him every day.”

“ Where, dearest ?”

“Sowmetimes in the park, sometimes in the
wood. You know the little cascade, Hector,
where there is some old neglected rock-work
that forms a kind of cavern. I have taken a
fancy to that spot, and have spent many morn-
ings there reading. Of late I have seen the
stranger there every morning.”

‘He has never dared to-address you ?”

‘“Never. 1 have looked up from my book,
and have seen him standing at a little distance,
watching me silently. 1 have continued read-
ing; and when I have raised my eyes again |
have found him gone. He must approach and
depart with a stealthy tread, for I never hear his
footfall. Sometimes [ have almost wished that
he would speak to me. It is so terrible to see
him standiug silently there.”

“He is some insolent peasant who seeks to
frighten you.”

My wite shook her head.

‘“He is no peasant, she answered. “ It is not
by his dress alone [ judge, for that is strange to
me. He has an air of nobility which it is im-
possible to mistake.”

¢ Is he young or old ?”

‘ He is young and bandsome.”

I was much disturbed by the idea of this
stranger’s intrusion on my wife’s solitude ;and 1
went straight to the village to inquire if any
stranger had been seen there. [ could hear of
no one. I questioned the servants closely, but
without result, Then I determined to accom-
pany my wife in her walks, and to judge for my-
selt ot tne rank of the stranger.

For a week I devoted all my mornings to
rustic rambles with Eveline in the park and
woods; and in all that week we saw no one
but an occasional peasant in sabots, or one of
our own household returning from a neighbour-
ing farm.

I was a man of studious habits, and those
sunmer rambles disiurbed the even current of
my life. My wife perceived this, and entreated
me to trouble myself no further.

“T will spend my mornings in the pleasaunce,
Hector,3 she gaid ; ¢ the stranger cannot intrude
upon me there.”

*“1 begin to think the stranger is only a phao-
tasm of your own romantic brain,” | replied,
smiling at the earnest face lifted to mine. A
chitelaine who is always reading romances may
well meet handsome cavaliersin the woodlands,
1 daresay I have Mdlle. Scuderi to thank for this
noble stranger, aud that he is only the great
Cyrus in modern costume.”

“Ah, that is the puint which mystifies me, |

Hector,” ghe said. “The stranger's costume is
not modern.  He looks as an old picture might
look if it could descend from its frame.”

Her words pained me, for they reminded me
of that hidden picture in the library, and the
quaint hunting costume of orange and purple
which André de Brissac wore at the Regent’s
ball.

After this my wife confined her walks to the
pleasaunce ; aud for many weeks I heard no
more of the nameless stranger, | diamissed all
thought of him from my mind, for a greater and

heavier care had come upon me. My wife's
health began to droop. The change in her
was so gradual as to be almost impercepti-
ble to those who watched her day by day. It
was only when she puton a rich gala dress
wkich she bad not worn for months that I saw
how wasted the form must be on which the em-
broidered bodice hung so loosely, and how wan
ard dim were the eyes which had once been
brilliant as the jewels she wore in her hair.

I sent a messenger to Paris to summon one of
the court physicians; but I knew that many
days must needs elapse before he could arrive at
Puy Verdun.

In the interval I watched my wife with unut-
terable fear.

It was not her health only that had declined.
The change was more painful to behold than
any physical alteration. The bright and sunny
spirit bad vanished, and in the place of my joy-
ous young bride I beheld a woman weighed
down by rooted melancholy. In vain I sought
to fathom the cause of my darling’s sadness.
She assured me that she had no reason for sor-
row or discontent, and that if she scemed sad
without & motive, I must forgive her sadness,
and consider it as a misfortune rather than a
fault.

I told her that the court physiian would
speedily find some cure for her despondency,
which must needs arise from physical causes,
since she had no real ground for sorrow. But
although she said notbing, I could see she had
no hope or belief in the healing powers of medi-
cine,

One day, when I wished to beguile her from
that pensive silence in which she was wont to
sit an hour at a time, I told her, laughing, that
she appeared to have forgotten her mysterious
cavalier of the wood, and it seemed also as if he
had forgotten her,

To my wonderment, her pale face became of
a sudden crimson ; and from crimson changed
to pale agair in a breath.

“You bave never seen him since you deserted
your woodland grotto 7 I said.

She turned to me with a heart-rending look.

‘ Hector,” she cried, *“I see him every day;
and it is that which is killing me.”

She burst into a passion of tears when she
had said this. I took her in my arms as if she
had been a frightened child, aud tried to com-
fort her.

My darling, this is madness,” I said. “ You
know that no stranger can come to you in the
pleasaunce. The moat is ten feet wide and
always full of water, and the gates are kept
locked day and night by old Masson. The cha-
telaine of a mediwval fortress need fear no in-
truder in her antique garden.”

My wife shook ler head sadly.

“I see him every day,” she said.

On this T believed that my wife was mad. I
shrank from questioning her more closely con-
cerning her mysterious visitant. It would be
ill, I thought, to give a form and substance to
the shadow that tormented her by too close in-
quiry about its look and manner, its coming and
going,

I took care to assure myself that no stranger
to the household could by “any possibility pene-
trate to the pleasaunce, Having done this, I
was fain to await the coming of the physician,

He came at last. 1 revealed to him the con-
viction which was my misery, I told him that
I believed my wife to be mad. He saw her—
spent an hour alone with her, and then cawme to
me. To my unspeakable relief he assured me of
her sanity,

“It i3 just possible that she may be affected
by one delusion,” he said; but she is 8o reason-
able upon all other points, that I can scarcely
bring myseclf to believe ler the subject of a
monumania. I am rather inclined to think that
she really sees the person of whom she speaks.
She described him to me with a perfect minute-
ness. The descriptions of scenes or individuals
given by patients afflicted with monomania are
always more or less disjointed ; but your wife
spoke to me as clearly and calmly as I am now

speaking to you, Are you sure there is no one

who can approach ber in that garden where she
walks ?”

“T am quite sure.”

“Is there any kinsman of your steward, or
hanger on-of your household,—a young man
with a fair womanish face, very pale, and ren-
dered remarkable by a crimson scar, which
looks like the mark of a blow ?”

“My God!” I cried, as the light broke in
upon me all at once. “And the dress—the
strange old-fashioned dress ?”

“The man wears a hunting costume of purple
and orange,” answered the doctor.

I knew then that André de Brissac had kept
his word, and that in the bour when my life was
brightest his shadow had come between me and
happiness.

1 showed my wife the picture in the library,
for I would fuin assure myself that there was
some error in my funcy about my cousin. She
shook like a leat when she beheld it, and clung
1o me convulsively.

“This is witcheraft, Hector,” she said. ¢ The
dress in that picture is the dress of the man I
see in the pleasaunce; but the face is not his.”

Then she described to me the fuce of the
stranger; and it was my cousin's face line for
line—André de Brissac, whom she had never
seen in the flesh. Most vividly of all did she
describe the cruel mark upon his face, the trace
of a fierce blow from an open hand.

After this I carried my wife away from Puy
Verdun, We wandered far—through the south-
ern provinces, and into the very heart of Swit-
zerland, I thought to distance the ghastly
phantom, and I fondly hoped that change of
scene would bring peace to my wife.

It was not so. Go where we would, the
ghost of André de Brissac followed us.  To my
eyes that fatal shadow never revealed itself.
Z’hat would bave been too poor a vengeance. It
was my wife's innocent heart which André
made the instrament of his revenge. The un-
holy presence destroyed her life. My constant
compupionship could not shield her from the
horrible intruder. In vain did I watch her; in
vain did I strive to comfort her,

“He will not let me be at peace,” she said ;
‘‘he comes between us, Hector. He is standing
between us now. I can see hig face with the
red mark upan it plainer than I see yours.”

One fair moonlight night, when we were to-
gether in a mountain village in the Tyrol, my
wife cast herself at my feet, and told me she was
the worst and vilest of women.

“I have confessed all to my director,” she
said ; “ from the first I have not hidden my gin
from Heaven. But I feel that death is near me;
and before 1 die I would fain reveal my sin to
you.”

“ What sin, my sweet one ?”

“When first the stranger came to me in the
forest, his presence bewildered and distressed
me, and I shrank from him as from something
strunge and terrible. He came againand again ;
by and by I found myself thinking of him, and
watching for his coming. His image haunted
me perpetnally ; I strove in vain to shut his
face out of my mind. Then followed an interval
in which I did not gee him; and, to my shame
and anguish, I found that life seemed dreary and
desolate without him, After that came the time
in which he haunted the pleasaunce; and—O,
Hector, kill me if you will, for I deserve no
mercy at your hands!—I grew in those days to
count the hours that must elapse before his
comiug, to take no pleasure save in the sight of
that pale face, with the red brand upon it, He
plucked all old familiar joys out of my heart,
and left in it but one weird unholy pleasure—
the delight of his presence. For a year I have
lived but to see him. And now curse me,
Hector; for this is my sin. Whether it comes
of the baseness of my own heart, or is the work
of witcheraft, I know not; but I know that 1
have striven against this wickedness in vain.”

I took my wife to my breast, and forgave her.
In sooth, what had I to forgive? Was the
fatality that overshadowed us any work of hers?
On the next night she died, with her hand in
mine; and at the very last she told me, sobbing
and afitighted, that ke was by her ‘side,
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A TALE OI' A TIGER.

BY 3 .
Y BARON MUNCHAUSEN THE YOUNGER.

m
Llllllc?gﬁ'n I l'uwc the honour of bearing
ajesty’s commission afloat, still 1
e i’llv::t}li_“ill‘nml]y, some of the proclivities
o Wing [mn? ancestor whose name I bear:
Vith 4 ror Illh.ly as well relate an adventure
Wag M%’S“' which happened to me the last time
That plass DO
aud th 1;'*.“:?, as you know, swarms with tigers,
LI ]“‘m'i‘ 1stics show that the said tigers are
W day t 01.(1(*V(‘mrm;r. ahout one man and a
Oup y(mfh’f.‘YhWh fact offers a nice li*;tle sum for
out 110\:/ readers to work out, 1 (mle}"tn
IBOES npo go "rlil‘ny men they eat in a year. i\ }‘13
W the Roy ir,\, fine un.d very large, quite as big
the isl-su Bengal tiger, and as a great part
Bleyty Ut(' I,ld is covc;‘ed .wuh J}mgle, they have
ny Shin b{‘ﬂce to hide in. Well, 1 and oue of
Wy, d”l“lrmttcs were quietly riding from tl!o
Michoreq u to the place where the steamer 13
ey lik'.l? a tlnpg called a shigram (very
Whey, ;1,‘“ some of our worst cabs at howe),
gle, Tilo:(\w‘f were just passing by a bit of jun-
vy \’v ,.\:1.1» a sudden spring, aud we heard a
whicl, Iblli, 1w descend on the top of our cab,
Ny \’VI[(;LHI,USL lll.ol{gllt, was conling 1. The
Upinge was .‘h‘l\’lll.g us gave a shriek, and
i lens .uwn from his seat ran off as fast as
\Vi[ho*"ft f"‘l‘yjl carry bim ; and the horse, left
Some Il(;tl'l driver, sot off at a hard gallop. [ had
Mised 1 1(1;11 of what had oceurred, but was sur-
M hur: car no roar or any other dlst‘ur\muco.
ot s%l:“{ Iﬂf{, when he came to cousider, did
Ped oy lt 0 sue much eause tor alaro, and drop-
oy 1»;' Ln.g\h 1‘utu a quicet w:xlk.' 1 then jumped
Seg ’w'] 'Ollghl. him to a stand still, and went to
iy 1at was the matter. It was a very dark
“f;ne)lu'ud though [ coulld- make out there was
b thing on the top of the cub, [ could not tell
14 it was, till 1 got so close Lo it that [ knock-
“g‘ulrny nose against the paws of an iwiense
i“ll:}‘:'kﬂ_\' the brute was
With 1‘9 consider how §
ave l““'l e would have been easy enough to
Way l'(f“l Lim there flslcep and wulk'cd on, but |
the h“-wl ;| and besides, T did not like to, leave
Rop orse 101: him to nmk(: o breakfust oft in the
a“iml‘u;g' S0, retmembering what & dread l‘Lcse
crcl‘x' s are said to have of fire, [ ticd my hand-
oy Ccht to the cn(l. of wy stick, and burrowing
one c"'.“l’illllt_)l}'s cigar, managed 1o sct fire to
‘i0us10“l,or of it ; and then, wmoving round cau-
]"“Ildl‘(y 80 #8 to face the beast, as soon as the
4 noi ‘tfl.chlct was ina pretty fuir blaze, m.udo
\v“\'i:‘% in order to w;mk(f l_mu, at the s ‘Umc
“il‘clel% the hapdkun-luvt round yuickly in @
ous close to lis nose. He gave one  tremen-
b&ck Toar, ﬂuq sprang \\'_1lh i .womlcrful leap
" b“{to the jungle. I n.mncdmlely mnuutotl
ackox’ and laying my stick over the horses
'Ul,tu;:% him off as fast as ever he cul:l‘d go, aud
laq ar‘{‘_“‘)’ reached my ship safely, The driver
g u“‘V(:‘d before us, .:md told them on board
j“nglcl““lger had carried us poth off into the
houg ’s:U that when we arrived they were just
or rag ifl ling in force to make a search for us,
1er for our mangled remains.
or f‘l’s‘lrt;nnipcd to serve the old gentleman out
" Orcbbl}emn.g ug, and thcret\.;ru, next n\()l'ﬂ.lllg'
coulg ﬁleakmst, I started off alone, to sec if ]
fiy vt‘ol-“\i any traces ot_ln'm._ [ had nog gone
ing i u“' I found one of his footmarks. Follow-
St 3 p ﬂfﬂ}l pecring through the thick Jl‘lng]e{
“"“lﬁ)rltl-yb riend of the previous night sleeping a3
st“elche’(‘i ly as possible with one ot.lus forc-puws
drew kout! and .hlS h‘t’»ud resting on it
orceme Ct quickly, intending to get some rein-
Strycle n“ uud.fxtmck bim : but the thought
¥ my ‘oll? that it I cm}ltl possmly manage him
shmll(f' f and take him home for brc:tkt‘:tst, I
U‘V\\V’ITI o end of glory on board H.M.S.——.
tion lh‘h“'; how to kill the beast wis the ques-
uss ang ad no arms but an unloaded blunder-
0 ive a smnfll clagp kuife, and 1 was about
i wi‘l{‘b the iden, wheu.l remcm_bcrcd that l'
lag W'L} me u p:u;kgt of strychnine, :md. nmy
lhyo“,,i‘\ lugtantly laid. I crept along quietly
gl the jungle ull [

inlyen:
18
of t
8¢

g

fast asleep, so T had
should part company

gob within reach of his |
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{ail ; opening my claspknife, I Jaid hold of it
gently and severed about four inches of it. The
ln:llte gave a growl and rose up in a fury ; but,
:{f!or looking all round and seeing nothing, he
licked the stump leisurely and contentedly, and
again laid him olf down to rest. I skinued the
picce of tail T had obtained, and then, loading
the meaty part of it with sufficient poison to kill
halt-u-dozen tigers, I took aim with it at his
nose, and hit him just on the muzzle. This
roused bim up again ; and, as I had anticipated,
not being able to see any one, he turned his rage
on the missile which had hit him, and openivg
his huge jaws he swallowed it at once. 1 was
S0 .:mxiuus to witness the effect that, in getting
a little closer to him, he discovered me. He rose
up, fived his eyes upon me, and was just about
to make the fatal spring, when the poison began
to act upon Lim, and, uttering a roar of” pain,
he fell back i strong convulsions. In another
minute all was over.

As I was making my way out of the jungle in
order to procure help to carry away the body
of the animal, I stepped on what seemed to me
to be a long, narrow pieee of rock appearing
through the mud.  The end of this piece of rock
flew up with a jerk and ups:t me backwards
into the dirt 3 when I got up [ found the rock
was really an enornous crocodile.  As I gazed
at his mts<ive proportions, the thought struck
me that I might save wyself a heavy Joad and
make him carry my dead tiger tor e, and 1
went to work as follow

I took off my jucket, and stufling a yuantity of
Jeaves into it, and tying it up into a bundle, 1
souked it wellin the blood of the tiger. I then cut
a long and stout pole fromone of the trees, :lml,.
using it as a lever, managed 1o roll the body of
the tiger on tu the back of the croodile.  Next,
[ tied the ensanguined bundle o the end of the
long pole, took my seat on the ereature’s back,
and holding the pole timly, let the bundle hang
about two feet in advance of his nose.

) 1e soon smelt the blood, and began to move
forward to seize the morsel ; but, of course, as
he moved on, su the bait moved on also, and
thus [ got him iuto a wood trot, for the weight
of the tiger and myseliwere s nothing to him, 1
cut o rather curious figure journeying thus on
the public road, and everybody thatlmet stared
at me with astonizhment. However, after
short swim dowu the river T arrived in triwmph
alongside of my ship (for the crecodile beivg
amplibious [ did not think it worth while
Lake a boat), and then, willing tokeep him quiet,
let him get held of the bundle to munch. The
men on deck quickly hoisted up the body of
the tiger, and I, jumping on deck, allowed the
crocudile 1o go hiis way. Phen—like the great
Pom Chumb after be had killed Rebellion—l1
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PASTIMES.

—

We shall be glad to receive from auny of our friends
who take an interest in the column original contribu-
tions of Puzzles, Charades, Problems. &¢  Solutions
should in cach case accompany questions forwarded.

FLORAL ANAGRAMS.
1.

2.

2.

Achein Rats.
Cage Morkon.
Getmen onit.
C'ass is run.

. In sea for plows,
. Vale of Tellyhiyl.

2l

Civis.
ENIGMA.

Worn out with hunger T espied

A tree well hung with fruit:

Perhaps "tis poisonous said 1—

'l try if'it be mute.

fgovenl to me thy nume, fair tree,

That I to eat may dare,

And if thy fruit 1 boldly grasp,

My life, say, wilt thou spare?

The generous tree I plainly heard

Tts name salubrious give;

And, uttering no other word,

Enjoined me to survive. :
KATE,

CHARADES.

1. Tam _cmnposod of 22 letters.
My lz),ot). ]'2. 17, 6 is what all should cultivate.
M?‘;ai,ﬂzu’ 21, 19, 18, 6 is & great division of the
.\I{;(:.;.": 9, 10,11, 15, 18, 4, 15, 6, 7 was a keeper of
My 3, 1.3, # is a clinging pl
. 1,9, | 21y plant.
My 5, 14, 12, 22, 16, is a country in Europe,
M P8, 9, 13,18, 10, 2 is an animal.
My 8,19, 13,10, 3is a welcome-friend.
My whole is a proverb. v T,
2, 1 am composed of 17 letters,
My 17,4, 1L 3 iz a part oi a house.
My 13, 10, 14 rigging of ships.
My 9,12, Ihis a plant.
My 16,7, 2,6, 15,5, 8, 10 is a small supply.
3. W hen you've got my first in order,

‘Phen, young men, you'lthave to tind
\ uice second, else disorder

In your first will plague your mind.
o my second once united,

Should she prove & tivst-rate whole,
You ought thento be delighted

‘I'hrat you've reached so ine @ goal.

PUZZLE.

1 am prostrate at the soles of y
part of a tree. 1 can swin like
ed many a life. Though my element is the water,
yet without me you could drink no wine. Though 1
have no money whatever, yet folks often say 1 am

our feet. T havebeen
a duck, and have sav-

near (o a sCIew. § am a splendid ornawment to Ire-
lund.
A, ML B,
DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
1. A dizense of the throat. | 8 Atown in China,

2. An interjection. 9, A female's name.

3. A viper, 10. A man's pame.
4. A ¢ untrv of Huropce. 11. A vlutinous substance.
12. An adverb.

went w0 breakfast. We had the paws curried
for dinner, and gave vest of the tlesh to the
natives, who are very foud of ity believing that

~
1t will mitke them eourageous and strong, vu
e, on which the Pro-

the same principle, [ suppos

fessor of Laputa used to make his scholars switl-
Low pajer pills with learned words written theie
o,

[ made a present o
and fascinating daughte
prince, and 1 catl assure you
Kuckarwhurrie Dbee Las since
with very favourable cyes; o per
course of true love goes smoothly, my
may one diy have the honour oi calling her o

daughter.

£ the skin to the lovely
¢ of a powerful Malay
that Miss Zoona
Jooked upou me
haps, it the
parents

MUNCHAUSEN, JR.

SR

solutions, like the sudden rise of the
reter, indicate nothing but
{ the weather.
llection at the palace of
Berlin there are Lwo cannoun-kalls, each with one
side flattened, saiid to have been tired by oppo-
site parties at the siege qt' Magdeburg, aud (o
have met together in the air.
A powERFUL human voice,
objects neat to reflect the sou
at v distanee of only 60 feet,

ading has Breen heard ab distance

SUDDEN It
meveury in the baron
the changeableness o

Ixn the historical co

in still air, withno
ud, can be heard

Heavy cannon=
of Yo miles,

5. .An animal. |
6. A Jewish name.
7. A salute of guns,

13. A returning wotion.

The initiels and ginels Will name two British ad-

mirals.
ANSWERS TO DECAPITATION, &e.
No. 72.
Decapitation.—Mouse. Quse. Sou. .
Charades.—1. A stiteh in time saves nlue.
At-ten-dance, 3. Gaper.
Double JAcrostic.—Sir Wulter Scoll

2

-

, Alfred

Tennyson. L. Siberis. 2. Ldyl. 3. "}”“'- 4.
Woodpecker. 5. Ape 6. Lead. 7. Trent. 8.
Eagle. 9. Reason. 10. Sweden. 11 Crypto-
graphy. 12 Qlympus. 13. Toronto. 14,
Toulun.
Problcm.—-'—’“”y the number wounded.
1175 ¢ b killed.
35000 ¢ [ al first,
ANSWERS RECEIVED.
p(,(-.lpituli.'um—-—l’oppie, Bericus, Alto, Cump,
Snowllake, Argus.
Charales.—Bricus, G. T, Alto, Argus,

Query, A. R 1., Camp.
Double Aervstic.—=ericus;

Argus.
Problen.—Query, Camp, H, I, V,

Alto, A. R. T,
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

—

A. H.—John Evelyn, the well known writer of
the 17th century, was born Oct. 3lst, 1620, at
Wotton in Surrey. He was educated at Oxford,
and entered the Middle Temple in 1640, [y
1642, he offered bis services to Charles 1st, but,
in 1643, retired to the continent where he mainly
lived during the following eight ycars. Ife
returned to England in 1652, when he lived
very privately till the restoration, after which he
was much employed by the government. Evelyn
was one of the first members of the Royal
Society, and was an industrious contributor to its
Transactions. His best known works are ¢ Silva,
or a discourse of Forest Trees,” and his
“ Memoirs,” first published in 1818, The
¢ Memoirs” are written in the form of a Diary,
and are of great value, as they are continued for
about seventy years, and relate 10 one of the
most interesting periods of recent English His-
tory,

Rouanp, OLiver & Co.—To give a Rowland
for an Oliver is to give a full equivalent, as a
retort or blow, &c., of equal force, The origin
of the phrase is thus given by Warburton.
“Rowland and Oliver were two of the most
famousin the list of Charlemagne’s twelve peers,
and their exploits are rendered so ridiculously
and equally extravagant that from thence arose
that saying amongst our plain and
ancestors of giving one a Rowland for an
Oliver, to signify the matching of one incredible
lie with another,”

G. T.—An engagement ring is worn upon the
fourth finger (the one next to the little finger)
of the right hand—the wedding ring upon the
corresponding finger of the left hand, The
authorities say that afier marriage the cngage-
ment ring should be worn as keeper to the wed-
ding ring,

Porpig.—We must sentence our correspondent
to more diligent research ; the answer to lier
question will thgn be obvious.

Civis.—We are pleased to welcome an old
friend again to our letter box.

R. V. R.~-Proof will be mailed to you for
correction,

Rep Coar.—The cost of an Ensigns Com-
mission in a regiment of the line js about £450
sterling, )

R. E. G.—The term “Zollvercin” is derived
from the German zoll, toll or custom and verein
for vereingung, combination,

W. G, 0,—We thank W. C. 0, for his very
kind note, and beg to assure Lim that no cffort
shall be spared on our part to make the Reaper
& still more welcome weekly visitor.

-F. B, D.—We cannot ingert your contribu-

tion, but hope to have the pleasure of hearing
from you again,

A SusscriBgr,.—Sir Edward Lytton Bulwer
Lytton was created a baronet for his literary
eminence at the coronation of Queen Victoria
On succeeding to his mother's fortune in 1814
he took the additional name of Lytton.

H. H. V.—The first English Bible translated
was that by Wickliffe about the Year 1360, |t
was npever printed, hut MS. copies are syj)]
extant. The first priuted Bible was translated
by William Tyndal, assisted by Miles Qoverdale ;
it was printed on the continent in 1532, anq i
England in 1540,

Fuite.—Napoleon Bonaparte was crowneq
Ewmperor of France, Dec. 2nd, 1804,

Puzziep Fanxy—In commercial parlance g
bear is one whose efforts are directed to force
down the Prices of gtogks, go]d, &c,’ whilst the
bull, on the contrary, strives to toss prices up,
We do not wonder that our correspondent has
been puzzled, but we trust the explanation given
above will remove her ifficultics, Vil] Fanny
forgive us if we assure her that ghe is almost a
bear whenslie endeavours to cheapen (if she ever
does) the price of a dress or aribbon ? The clerk
who assures her that the articles will be dearer
nextweek is, on the contrary, strongly tinctured
with the bull element,

sensible.

CHESS.

—

Herr J. Lowenthal has commenced a
and practical chess articles
yrapih,

Captain James Cunn
as an enthusi

series of literary
inthe London Daily Telc-

ingham, for many years known
astic and skillful amateur” of our game,
dicd suddenly at the Westminister Chess Club,” Lon-
don. 1In his early days the Captain obtained some
reputation as the opponent of the late Mr. Williams,

The following difficult enigma has been submitted to
the Chess World, through the columns of the Zilustra-
ted London News, by Mr. Sam. Lloyd, its author, now
in England: Place the Queen alone on any scglarc of
the chess board, and in fourteen moves make CT DRSS

over every square and return to the point whence she
started.

The annual tournament ofthe New York Chess Club
is now in progress, und is O};en to all comers on the
payment of a small entrance fee. According to the re-
gulations for yluy, each playcr shall contest two games
with every other, and the thiree winners of the greatest
number of games shall receive, according to their
achievements, a first, second or third prize,

We regret to anuounce the demise of Herr George
Schultz, of Hanover, a chess player of no ordinary
ability, und a gentleman of wealtl; and influence. He
built an astronomical observatory at Hanover at his
own expense, which bears the inscription, ‘¢ George
Schultz, wine merchant, botanist, natural philosopher,
astronomer, African traveller, poet, and chess play-
er.”” Mr. S. was the original promoter of the Hanover
Zootogical Gardens, opened lust May.

PROBLEM No. 5.
By W, GRiMSHAW,

BLACK,
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WHITE.
White to play and mate in three moves.

SOLUTION OF PROBLEM, NO. 51,
Wiire. BrLAck.

1 Bto Q6(ch.) K takes B, -
2 Qtoy K6 ch) KtoKd,

3 to kB3 6 Mate.

‘The following game oceurved

in the mateh between
Messrs. Steinitz and Bird,

IRREGULAR OI'ENING,
WHITE, (Mr, Bird.) BLACK, (Mr. Steinitz.)

1 PtoK 4.

2 I’ takes I’ 22 toQ3(a.)

3 Ptakes P’ 3 B takes P

4 K KttoB 3 4 KKttoB3

5P toQ4. 5 QKttoB3

6 QBtoKts 6 QBtoKt5

TP toK 3, 73toQ2.

8 B takes Kt. 8 Ptakes B.

9 B to Q Kts. 9 Castles (Q R.)

10 P to Q5 (b.) 10 Q to K 2.

11 B takes Kt (c.) 11 Q takes K P (ch.)
}2QtolQ{2 ?{gggtt)l}Sh(ch.jl)
3 Q to Q sqy. 3 Q R to K sq (ch
14 ﬁ' takes K. 14 K takes B (ch
15 KtoB2 16 Q to K 6 (ch.)
16 K to B sq, 16 Q B takes Kt.
17 P takes B. 17 Bto %B 4(d.)
18 K to Kt 2. 13 R to Kt sq (ch.)

And White resigued.

{@). This singulur counter attack on the part of the
second player was first devised, if we mistake not, by
Mr. Burden, *

). A dreadfully bad move,
at once; hisbest play seems to be QKttoB3,

(¢). Of course, if W Lite takes Kt with P, he loses his
Queenby discovery; rhaps White’s best move was

was 11 Q to K 2, but play as he may, he will have & bad
game,

, which commits 8the game

(d). The last six moves are a masterly termination on
the part of Mr, Steinitz, .

{ Feb. 2
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WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

lor who
tleman’s
cr tops

Whaar is the difference between a &1
is ordered to the masthead and 8 ge';h
hat 7—~The onc mans the top, and the 0
the man.

A Litrie girl, happening to hear hfa
speak of going into half-mourning, sal o
are we going into half-nwurm'n'g, mau
any of our relations half dead ? ober of

“ Woo made the world?” asked a tid;choo .
2 little boy who had not been long anlcss he
The teacher threatened to whip bim uto a con-
answered, The boy, feeling impelled 11 master,
fession of some sort, broke forth, ¢ we’t’n gain ?”
I made it; butI promise never to do 1 —That

No ADVANCING WITHOUT A GUARANTFEi}ned the
miser, old Moneybags, who has 1;1}01}’ Jce when
volunteers, has got into great ?‘S%rfan’ce," by
commanded by the officer to ¢ Al was gust-
positively refusing to do so, unless he
antecd his own rate of interest. Chinese

Four Goop PoiNts 1IN WOMEN'-_A(hings o
maxim says: ¢ We require four s - that
women. That virtus dwell in ber he&fes's oW
modesty play on her brow ; that sWecher hand.’
from her lips; that industry occupy pad an

TiMeLY CAvTion.—An old Scotch m:g' present
cvening party, where a young man W \ment in
who was about to leave for an appoit ant it
China. As he wus exceedingly cxtravaigd lady
his conversation about himself, ,“'e d(é care U
suid, when she was leaving, © Tak g“ve they eat
yoursel’ when yeare awa’ ; for, mind y¢
puppics in Chenat”

IncreasiNg Weignr oF
French savant, M. Dufour, hus be ;
very curioug calculation with the \fle‘o‘3
ing that the bulk of our globe underg ric dusb
increase from the deposit of meteo métres &
amounting, as he states, to two _cubllli earth i~
year. According to this hypothesis, U art of its
creases annually the 114,400,400th D
weight. seely

How T0 MakE Corrug.—DProfessor Cn'lil?:z;lbwu)’
gives the following as the most ec""rl0 uges two
to muke coffee of good flavour:—1I :ﬂiniﬂg the
French strainers, the upper one c(l>lll lower on¢
grounds of the previous day and the through
tresh coffe. The hot water in ﬁlle"mﬁ, and i
the upper one extracts the strffngx 1;0,0‘3 the
filtering through the lower one it € rounds in
aroma from the fresh cotfve. The gwny hav-
the upper strainer are then thrown l;t'ru'n’ner is
ing no remaining virtue; and the
made ready for the next morning. Ken west-

A Comuon Buuspkr.—A plain-sPoten, ing
ern preacher recently delivered tho to the coB”
from his desk ;— I would auﬂf)“n;e there Was
gregation that, probably by mista fi’ug a smal
left at this meeting-house, this mort[) time an
cotton umbrella, much dumflgedlogr. i
wear, and exceedingly pale in co ik ‘ambrells
whereof was taken a very large 8l f this 8orb
and of great beauty. Blunders '?tle t00 cOM"
brethren and sisters, are getting ali
mon,”

Par's PvzzLe.—~In a jovial compﬂ:gy
agked a question. -If it was answer! A mself he
forfeit; or if he could not answer \lxe i :
paid a forfeit. An Irishman’s q‘rre ig "his
“How does the little groun@-sqllg % ihe D"
hole without showing any dirt abo at said,
trance 7”7 When they all gave it ug't per end ©
“Sure, do you see, he begins at the " But how
the hole.” One of the rest exclal‘nélepzt
does he get there ?”—* Ah,” sal o xzsclf'-’"
your question—can you answer ity o Tar bav

A Wonparrur Sigut.—A Jollthavoc ~ Jook at
ing strayed into a menagerie to uith e sight
the wild beasts, was much struck \:i L awhy,
of «lion and a tiger in the same 'en‘s chewing
Jack,” said he to a messmate, who vlvdn't wonder
a quid in silent amazement, ¢ [ shonbom » sail 0:;
if next year they were to carry I;l VAT,
and a marine living peaceably t()“get, A o 0 4
said his married companion, * OF
wife.”

¢ mother
« Why
a? Are
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