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MABEL’S PROGRESS.
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From ¢ All the Year Round,”
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Continued from page 304.

CHAPTER X.

¢ Mamma, mamma,” said Mabel, after having
read the foregoing letter to Mrs. Saxelby on the
fist cvening of her return'to Hazlehurst, ©do
you belicve there is such anuvther loveaole, gen-
crous creaturs in all the world as Aunt Mary 7"
Poor-Mrs. Saxelby could not be as entbusias-
tic a3 ber danghter, Every word of the letter
made plain to her mind that apother aud a
longer separation from ber child was impeuding.
And there was o passing pang of jealousy in
her heart at the thought of those years in which
she had been nothing to Mabel, aud Mary Earn-
shaw had been evergthing, She smiled fuintly,
and answered, ¢ Your aunt is very kind.”
. #Very kind, mamma? She i3 an angel.  Sce
how she puts herself in the background. ¢Your
uncle says this; your uucle scnds you this mo-
ney! Yes; but I know that it is all her doing.
Dear Uncle Jobn is very good, but he would not
have the power to help mo that shie hins,”
It was ovident that nothing less than her mo-
ther's authorative prohibition would prevent
Mabel from embracing the chance thus held out
to ber, And Mrs, Saxelby knew herself well
coough to be aware that she would be quite un-
able to give a stern refusal to any prayer of
Mabel's, But Mabel knew instinctively that
what she had next, to tell would cause her mo-
ther astill more bitter disappointment. Never-
theless, it must he told.
“ Mamuwa, sho said, ¢ let mo sit at your feet,
and lean my head on your knees, as I used to
do when I was # little girl. There, so.?
Mrs. Salelby ..coked her soft hair in silence.
The caressing mother’s touch suddenly broke up
tho fountain of tears that had been frozen for
1any days in the girl's breast by Ler proud un-
demonstratiso sclf-repeession, and she sobbed
with her face hidden jn her mother’s lap; and
{old her all.
¢ Oh, Mabel!” cricd Mrs. Saxelby, almost ina
wail; ‘oh, Mabel1? .
#Y kacw you would be 2rieved, mamma dear.
Ang that makes my grief the greates.”
“Ho is 80 good, Mabel. So trae, so highly
pringipled, so kind-hearted, He has been like
8 son to me, and I feel asif he were almost as
deer tome as a son.  You couldn’t help loving
bim_if you did not purposely steel your heact
against him”
“Itis.over, mamma. He will bo sorry fora
while, but then he will find some one who will
value and Jove bim as he descrves, and whom
bis family will be glad to wclcome and make
wuch of”
Tkey sat talking far into the night, uatil Mrs.
Saxclby was startled by the striking of the hour
‘feom the belfry of the villago church, and hue-
ricdly bade Mabel go to ber bed, and seek the
test she was so much in need of. But, before
they separated, Mabel had received ber mother's
reluctant consent to accept her aant's offer,

. “But yet—but yet—but yet, my datling,”
said Mrs. Saxelby, holdiog her daughterto her
breast, # how L wish you could make up your
mind {0 think favourably of Clements suit!
Good Heaveas, to think of the gitla who would
give the world for such an offert”

#* Mamma, 1will tell yousomething that may
help to reconcile you to my refusal. Beswdes
the injustice I should do Glement Charlewood

wero I to marry him without really loving him
enough, T have reason to believe that [ should
also be injuring his worldly prospects. Irom
some words that Penclope onco said to me——and
Penclopo speaking on such o subject would
weigh her words, you and 1 know—I fecl sure
that a marriage between his son and a penniless
girl like myself, would so anger and disappoint
Mr. Charlewood, as to make a serions difference’
in Clement's circumstances. Perhaps Mr, Charle-
wood might even disinberit him.”

«Y don't beliove it, Mabel; and, besides, I
was not thinking of the money only.”

Bat, nevertheloss, as Mabel had said, the sug-
gestion did hiclp to reconcile Mrs. Saxelby some-
what to her daughter's decision.

CUAPTER XI. DOQLEY EXECUTES A TERRIBLE
TUREAT.

Mabel ailowed no time to be lost before re-
piying to her aunt's letter. Shedecided tostart
for Ircland at the end of April, which was now
only ten days distant, and had calculated that
she should thus have six weeks with her auhtin
Dublim, to make proparation for her first attempt
at Kilclare, When once the letter wag written
and despatched, Mrs. Saxelby appeared to be-
como tnore reconciied to the idea of Mabel's go-
g, “Though what,” she smd, with a sudden
qualm of rcmembrance, “ Though what, wy
dear, will Miss Fluke say about it!”

The mother snd daughter were sitting at
work, engaged in some ingenious contrivance
for making “auld claes look amaist as weel’s
the new ;” and Dooley, perchied on the window-
silt with the kitten 1n lus lap, was studying a
picture alphabet with a thoughtful brow. At
the mention of Miss Fluke, he looked up quickly.
“ Miss Fook's vory naughty,” said Dooley ; ¢#she
made mamma ¢y, I 8all ‘mack Miss Fook I?

« Dooleyt” urged his sister, in feigned amaze-
ment, though she had much ado tokeep s grave
countenance, 50 irresistibly absurd was the
notion of Dooley engaged in inflicting condign
chastisement on Miss Fluke. *# Dooley, what
shocking things are yousaying? GCome here to
me, sit.  Why, I declare [ don't know you. Is
this my own good littic brother, this angry,
frowning boy ?” R

The child’s face was crimson, and he had
clenched lus smalt fist in hig wrath,

¢ I g'all ‘mack Miss Fook if she makes mam-
me cy,” he repeated, with great determination.

“Don't say any more just now, Mabel,”
whispereds Mrs, Saxelby. “Go back to the
window, Julian, and learn your lesson, Ishalt
expuet you to kuow F and G when I call you.
The fact is,” she continued, when t8e child had
obeyed her and was deep in his book again,
¢ the fact is T want him to forget all about the
scene. I never saw bim so excited ns ho was
after Miss Fluke went away the other day.”

« 1 think I should have been inclined to be
cxcited too,” smd Mabel, with flashing eyes.
Do you really mean to say that that woman
mado you shed tears, mamma 27

¢« Hush., Yes. You know, mynerves are not
strong ; and I was worried and lonely ; and she
took me by surprise ; and she was so loud, and
so vehement! Ob, Mubel it was terrible, I as-
suro you. You don't know how dreadfal she
lclsm ”be. 1t is quite impossible to cope with

er,

1 should notthink of trying,* replied Mabel,
with a disdainful lip; ©1should simply with-
draww my attention, and let her rave uunoticed.”

“ Good gracious, Mahel! Withdraw your
attention? Shortof putting cotton wool in your
cars, there is no possibility of withdrawing your
attention from Miss Fluke when ones she begias
in carnest.  Besides, 1 don’t like to be opealy

rude to her, for I can't heip fecling that sho
means it all for my good.!

“It's a very amiablo feeling, mamma. Butl
take the liberty of doubting whether Miss Fluko
is a better judge of what is good for you than
you are yoursclf.,”

] say, missus!” cxclaimed Betty, opening
the patlour door and putting her head inside the
room mysteriously, “here be Miss Fluke a-
comin’! T werea carryin' some pig-wash out
to the sty, whea I seed her threo fields off, a-
comin 'along the path. Sho do stump along at
rate. I thought mayhap youw'd like to have
awarnin’,” added Betty, ingeniously.  “1 allus
do lock my workbox up from her now. Sho
bates all for curosity, does Miss Fluke.”

¢ Qh dear, oh dear,’ said Mrs. Saxelby,abso-
lutely turning pale, “ what shall we do?”

“ Dear mamma, don't distress yoursclf. If
you dread sceing her 5o much, go to your own
room, and let mo speak with her. I will say you
are not equal to secing her to-day; and that
will be true cnough.”

Mrs Saxelby could not repress a sigh of re-
lief at this proposition.

¢ But,” she said, hesitating, ‘¢it sceras sO
cowardly to leave you to face her alone.”

Mabel Jaughed with almost childisk enjoy-
ment, ¢ Oh, don't mind me, mamma,” sheeaid,
with the irrepressiblo high spirits of youth danc~
ing in ber eyes. ¢ I am not a bit afraid.” .

© Ain't you indeed, my dear?” said Mrs.
Saxelby, regarding her daughter with a kind of
wistful admiration. ¢ Ain’t you indeed?” And
then she stole quietly up-stairs, and Mabel heard
the door of her bedroom softly shut, aund tho
bolt drawa.

Betty’s irreverent phrase expressed Afiss
Fluke’s method of locomotion very graphically.
She did “ stump along at & rate.” And many
sccouds had not clapsed after Mrs. Saxelby's re-
tirement to her own room, when Miss Fluke's
marttial tread was heard resounding on the
fiagged stone passage, and that lady, eschewiog
any preliminary ceremony of knocking at the
door, burst into tho little parlour with all her
own peculiar vigour.

For & minute or so she stood stock still, and
stared around her. Mabel was stitching away
placidly, and Dooley remained curled up in the
window-sill, half hidden behind his broad pic-
ture-book. ,

«“How d’ye do, Miss Fluke?” said Mabel,
looking up. ¢ Pray sit down.”

“Why, goodness me, Mabel” cried Aiss
Fluke, with o gasp occasioned partly by sar-
prisc and partly by the breathlessness conse-
quent upon the rapid pace shio bad come at, *is
that you ?? -

* Yes,” said Mabel, rising to bring forwarda
«hiair for Miss Fluke, and then resuming her
own. “Yes, itisI. Won't you git down?”

Among Miss Fluke’s many admirable qua-
litics, that of a quick and accurate perceptivo
faculty could not be counted, She did not
comprchend the situation with tho .rapid in-
tuition which would havo cnabled some women
10 seo their way at a glance, but continued to
stare about her with an air of bewilderment.
© Where's your mother?” she said at last,
abruptly.

¢ Mamma i3 in her own room.” e

“Tan her owaroom? But she must have beén
here this minute, for there’s her work with the
ncedlo balf stack in it.” Aiss Flukoe held up &
long strip of muslin triomphantly, and looked
at Mabel as though she had jnst detected her in
some attermpt to deceive.  Miss Fluko was:very
prono to suppose that peoplo uttered deliterats
untruths, and to rejoico openly in their fancied
detection,
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“She was here, certainly,” rejoined Mabel ;
“but Betty saw you coming, and gave us warn-
ing, and then mamma went away to her room.,"”

Miss Fluke stared at Mabel for a minute or
two, with eyes so wide open that it seemed as
if she would never be able to shut themn again.

“Isaid I would tell you,” proceeded Mabel,
in the same unmoved voice, *that manuna did
not fecl strong enough to see you to-day. She
would be sorry, I know, if you thought her un-
kind or discourteons.”

“Inever heard of such a thing!” said Miss
Fluke, emphatically, *Never! 1 have come
bere, at great inconvenience (leaving Louisa to
take the afternoon practice for next Subbath’'s
hymus), expressly to see your wotlier, and now
your mother shuts hierself up in her own room.
I don't understand what your mother means by
it!”

“1I'm very sorry, Miss Fluke, but mawma can-
not sce you to-day. If you will entrust me with
any message, I will deliver it.”

After a pause of cousideration, during which
the silence was only broken by the occasional
click of Mabel's thimble asshe busily plied her
work, Miss Fluke untied her hounet-stringsand
dropped into the chair with a vivlent concus-
sion,

“ Well, she said, “since I am hee, 1 will
endeavour to improve the occasion.”

“Suppose you begin by having something to
cat after your walk, Miss Fluke,” said Mabel,
demurely,

¢ Not for the world, Mabel,” returned Miss
Fluke, with great solemnity. I aw thinking
of matters which concern the soul, and not the
body. And besides;” with still more impressive
emphasis: “1 ain't atall hungry.”

Mabel could not for the life of her resist a
smile. “That is an excellent reason for noteat-
ing,"” she observed.

 Mabel,” said Miss Fluke, suddenly; “do

-you know what has become of the child Cor-
delin?”

¢t Become of her ?”

#Yes; she and her father and ler bLrother
have left New Bridge street, and gone away no-
body knows where.”

¢73 that all?  You startled me,
that some harm had befallen poor Corda,
indced I do not know where they arec.
should I know?”

# Because you have been in communication
with them ; becaus: Mrs. Hutchins knows that
you wrotc to the man Trescott, and that he
answered your letter,” rcjoined Miss Fluke,
with her detective air.  #What do you say to
that, Mabel 77

«] say nothing tothat, Miss Fluke.”

¢ You say nothing ?"

“ Nothing.”

This reply was so totally uncxpected, that
Miss Fluke could do nothing but stare at Mabel
open-mouthed. Again there was a long silent
pruse.  But though Miss Fluke might be
astomsbed, it was pot in the power of any
mortal to quell her energy. - So, bafiled on une
point, she rcturncd to the attack on anuther.

« And is it really true,” she said shaking her
head violently, #is it really true, this dreadful,
shocking, awful news that I hear about you,
Mabel 22

The tone of her voice was so loud and me-
nacing, that Dooley left his place atthe window,
and crept up close to Mabel, as ifin expectation
of a personal attack on the part of Miss Fluke,
from which hc intended to protect Lis sister,

1 heard somcthing of this from Mrs. Hutch-
ing, but I could not bring mysclf to beliese it.

1 feared
No,
How

The colour was mounting to Dooley's fore-
head, and he kept his eyes fixed unwinkingly on
Miss Fluke's face.
# Don't tell me of 2 mother’s love,” continued
Miss Fluke, joining her hands together on her
breast, and then separating them widely, with
'lhc palms turned outward, which gesture she

repeated at cvery clause of her discourse:—
“ Don't me tell of fond indulgence. Don't tell me
of sclf-sacrifice.  Where i3 the sense of duty in
a parent who allows her child to be lost before
her cyes, and does not stir & finger to save her?
I call your mother not weak, but wicked. In-
excusably wicked, Mabel Earnshaw.”

The words had no sooncr passed her lips than
Dooley, who had planted himsclf in front of the
chair on which she was seated, raised his tiny
hand, and strack o blow upon Miss Fluke's
checek, with such right good will, that the mark
of four small fingers and a thumb were visibly
impressed on ity in crimson lines; immediately
afterwards he raised a prolonged bellow, and,
bursting into floods of tears, hid his fuce is his
sister’s lap, and kicked convulsively.

The proceeding was so sudden and so unfore-
seen, that for an instant both Mabel and Miss
Fluke were paralysed with astonishment, As
soon, however, as Alabel recovered her presence
of mind, she called Betty, and consigned the
sobbing child to her care. ¢ Oh, Dooley,
Dooley, I.am so sorry and so shocked.”

As to Miss Fluke, she arose and stood ercet,
receiving all Mabel's apologies with rigid in-
flexibility.

#*You know how distressed I am that this
should have happened,” said Mabel, earnestly,
and I hope you will forgive poor Dooley ; lie
is but a baby.”

 Of course I forgive him,” said Miss Fluke in
her bardest tones. #*I forgive everybody. Itis
my duty so to dos But it is very sad and terrible
to see the old Adam so violent and ungovern-
able in so young a child. Ifle was my little
boy, he should have a sound whipping, and be
kept on bread and water until he had lexrnt Dr.
Watt's beautiful hymn by heart—that one that
says:

) But, children, you should never let

Your angry passions rise,
However, I have no more to say on the sulyect.
1 merely desire to know from your own lps,
Mabel, if the awful news that I hear about you
is true.”

4 Miss Fluke,” said Mabel, regarding her visi-
tor steaddy, ¢ I might fence with you, and ask
what news you allude to; or I might deeline to
answer & question so couched ; or I might inquire
by what right you put the question at all, But
1 prefer to answer you clearly, and with what
good humour I can command. I am going on
the stage, or at least, I am going to make an
attempt to do so. I shall be uuder the care of
a relative whom I dearly love and thoroughly
respect, and who s hedself an actress.  Mamma
has given her consent to my plan. I am tho-
roughly resolved to try ity and nothing you can
possibly say can shuke my resvlution for an in-
stant. Wil you ohake hands with me, Miss
Fluke, and #ay no morc vn this subject? I am
willing to belicve you have acted from a sense
of daty. Will you not judge as charitally of
me?’

Mabel held out her hand with & frank wia-
ning gesture, but Miss Fluke drew herself up to
her full height, and, fulding her arms tightly,
answered .

" No, Malel, certainly aot. I coulda’t think,
of such a thing on any accuunt whatsoever, 1
shall make a puint of praying for you specially

so still that the smoke from the tall black funnel
curled in a long roll, and melted fuintly into air
in the far distancoe behind her, o steamer was
cufting her way through the waters of St.
Ccorge’s Channel towarns the Irish shore. The
wong teack of foam from her paddles glistened
white upon the durk sea, and, save for the strong
vibrating pulse of the machinery, there was
scarcely any motion in the ship, except now and
then a long gentle rolling swell, as if old Ocean
were Jazily tnrning in his sleep.  Most of the
passengers had gone below. Two or three mnen,
wrapped in rough coats, tramped with measured
step up and down the deck, stopping always at
precisely the same spot in their watk, and exe-
cuting arcsounding stamp before they turned to
pace back again.

Tho deep night sky watched golden-cyed
above, the deep waters slept placidly below, and
in all the air was a calm silence and the salt-
savour of the sea.

To ouc leaving home alone, and for the first
time, the sense of change and strangeness is ne-
cessarily much greater when the journey is
made by sca than by land. In the latter
case, the parting from fawiliar objects is
more g.adual, and the constantly varying
scenes that meet the cye, melt imperceptibly
into one another, without any strong lino of de-
marcation between the old and well-known and
the newand strange. But to the unaccustomed
traveller on ship-board, the change is complete,
Such a traveller is cut off from all familiar sights
and sounds, without any gradual process of pre-
paration, and is almost as strange and lone as
though embarked upon some unknown planct
for a sail through space.

Thus at lcast felt one incxperienced voyager
on the Irish mail steam-packet bound from
Liverpool to Kingstown. Mabel Earnshaw sat
apart on deck, gazing with outward eyes at the
blue moonless heavens, but seeing with the
vision of the spirit a busy panorama unrolling
itself before her. ANl her thoughts were retro-
spective. The young, strong in their youth, and
in the confidence of natures unacquainted with
harshness or repression, look boldly forth upon
the future from the warm shelter of home. But
once launched into tue wide pitiless world, how
the heart remembers the sweetnesi of the love
left behindl As we may fancy that some fledg-
ling bird, when first it tries its trembling pinion,
may faine and yearn for tbe soft safety of the
mother’s nest.

Mabel leant back against the ship’s bulwarks,
and looked at her past life. First among iis
nemories, came the shadowy image of her dead
fathier, kept alive in her heart chiefly by the fond
faithful praises of Aunt Mary, who was uep-
wearied in her gratitude to and love for “John's
brother.”  Then, while she was yct too young
to fecl the scparation very keenly, camo the
parting from her mother, and ber sojoura in her
uncle’s home.  She remembered cousin Polly, a
tall werry good-humoured girl of neasly fiftuen
years; she remembered Jack, terrible in the
matter of turn jackets, and costing unheard-of
sung in buots, but generous, warm-hearted, and
able to draw the most wonderfully beautiful
pictures—so they scemed to Mabel's admiring
eyes—with the most unpromising materials.
Then, there was Uncle John, always an object
of the tenderest care to all the family, crect and
portly, with a placid gentle smile upon his
sightless face, and usually to be found, at
home or alroad, with Janet's tiny hand fast
clasped in Lis, and Janet's carnest childish voice
translating into words for her father’s car all
that came under the inspection of ber grave ob-

I positively could not, so I came to Hazclhurst | every Sunday, and I trust your heart may be | servanteyes. Lastly came Aant Mary, the sun

the other day to wring the truth from Mrs.
Saxclby. What slie is about, or how she can

tutned, and you may Le brought to see the error |
, of your wags, but,” here Miss Flake became so

that warmed and lighted this domestic system.
Cheerful, active, hopeful, unselfish : the soul of

reconcile it to ber conscicncy to alluw suclia very upright that it scemed as if she must posi- | simple kindliness: Aunt Mary, whose genial,

thing, J don't know."

“ Mamma's deed, an’ oo're naughty,” said
Dooley, Qo made mamma cy.”

“She may well bide herself from me,” put-
sued Miss Fluke, heedless of the interruptiun,
and now in the full tide of her angry eloquence.
tShe may wecll be ashamed to look an old

£ riend in the face .—not to mention the daughter
of a minister of the Gospel,”

; tively be standing on tiptoc,  Lut I can make

y 0o compromise with sial” Thus cuncluding,
Miss Fluhe drew Ler shiawl rouad hier with great
cnergy, and marched majestically vut of Lhc‘
room and from the house,

CHAVTER XII. ‘MY NATIVE LAND, GOOD NIGHT.”?

Iof

honest nature no poverty could cmbittet, and
wko, as Mabel well remembered, would in the
midst of her own struggles not only freely utter
the charitable word that consoles, but hold out
the chbaritable hand that helps, to many a com-
rade in distress.

All toat old time came back to Mabel as she

Uader a dark blus sky, studded with royriads | sat on *he vessel's deck beneath the stars, the
twinkling stars, aud through an atmosphere | 1cssons rcad aloud to Uncle John, and cluci-
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dated by hisg comments, the rvambles, under
Jack's guidance, in brond country meadows;
the queer humble ludgings in provincial towus,
the shubby clothes, and threadbare little gloves,
and sunburnt bonnets, and the light-henrted
digregard of all such short-comings, the Sun-
day aftecnoon excarsious, in whicl Avut Mary
uften (but not always) had leisure to juin, when
after churchi-time, the whole family would saliy
furth, carrying cold ment aud bread ina basket,
and would pic-nic in some quiet nook miles out
in the country, returning, dusty, tived, and
hapoy,through the glimniering summor twilight.
the oceasional visit to the buxes of the theatre,
and the breathless interest and delight awaken-
cd by some thrilling melodeama . an interest in
no degreo rendered less keen by persoaat ac-
quaintauce with all the performers, ur by a cer-
tain knowledge that Mr. Montmorency, who cu-
acted the villain wag not dead when the captain
of the guard fired, and when he fell with a crash
upon the stage, uttering a yell of rage and an-
guish, but would get up presently aad go com-
fortably home and eat a hot supper.

ITow it all came back to Mabel, the pathos
and the fun, the poverty and the contentnent,
the smiles and the tears, as she sat there on the
vessel's deck beneath the stars!

Then followed the news of her mother's mar-
ringe, and the parting from her velatives, and
the five years of school-life passcd chicfly in an
old-fashioned roomy house in a country village,
where tho schoolmistress, a pleasant stately
gentlewoman as unlike Mrs, Hatcliett as pos-
sible, had been so kind and motherly, and where
sho had ficst met Augusta Charlewood. An-
gusta Charlewood! At the recollection of that

“nuame, and all tho associations it conjured up,
Mabel felt the blood tingle in her cheek, and the
hot tears well up into lier cyes. % He is very
good and generous,” she murmured. ¢ Very
noble-minded and nnselfish ! I hope be may not
quite forget me. 1 should be sorcy to be quite
forgotten by him, Aund I hope—oh! I do hope,
with all my heart—that he may find some girl to
love him very dearly, and to make him a good
wife!”

Then the sliders of that most magical of mugic
lauterns, called Memory, became peopled with a
throng of oddly assorted figures, that passed
vividly before her. Miss Fluke, and her father
and sisters, marched past busily; little Corda’s
pale face looked up out of her bed, at Mr. Sax-
elby, upright and dapper, picking his way over
the wet stones to churcli; the draggled gown
of Mrs. Hutchins appeared side by side with
Ars. Charlewood’s costly velvets; Peaclope and
voung Trescott, the mild old clergyman at
Hazlchurst, Mrs. Hatchet and the ugly Swiss
governess, were all flitting backwards and for-
wards pell-mell.  And amidst them all, there
was ever her mother’s graceful delicate form,
and the bright golden curls that she had loved
to fondle on Dooley’s inntocent brow.

But surely her memory held no such figure as
this that stood before Ler . a blaff red-faced man
wrapped in & pea-coat, and holding betieen his
lips a great cigar, that glowed through the dark-
ness like a railway signal!

It was the captain of the vessel, to whose care
she had been specially consigned on leaving
Liverpool by some friends of the late Mr. Saxcl-
by, who had met her there and put her on
board.

¢ T thought I would prefur to stay on deck,
Captain Duff.; It is so much pleasanter here
than in the close cabin.”

« Ay,"” was the answer in the broadest Scotch.
i jus like a good many other pleasant things,
not altogether prudent. Why, were ye think-
ing of passing tho_ncccht up lere? Hoot, my
dear young leddy, joost take my advice, and go
away down to bed. Ye're half way to the Land

of Nod the noo', and I'll undertake that sell § that the oung pevplo bad been bewitched. Thar )
not be five minutes in the warm cabin bufore | friends and relations advised all sorts of things

5o'll be sleeping joost as peaccfully as possible.”

« 1 won't be obstinate, captain,” said Mabel,
rising with asmile. Indced, the captain spoke
with a mingling of fatherly kindness and autho-
nty, which it was not casy to resist,

¢ Good night, and good rest to ye. Yeoll | and friends strongly adsised;her to suc for a
-

awake in the Ewmerald (sle. [ expect well bo
in, about scven to-morrow morning.”

A loud grating and clanking of chains, the
licavy tread of feet, and a confused noise of
many voices, roused Mabel from a dreamless
sleep, and sho lastened to dress and go on deck.
They were in Kingston harbour, lying close
alongside the quay, and tho sun was shining
brightly on the dancing waters. Many tunes
afterwards Mabel looked st and admired the
beauties of that beautiful Buy of Dublin, but
now sho scarcely saw or obscrved them, so
anxiously wero her eyes employed in scanning

the faces on the quay abovo the vessel. Porters
and carmen were shouting and gesticulating y
with wonderful vehemence, all tatking together, |
and at the full pitch of their lungs; leaning |
over the won rmling were two or threo gentle- |
men, but Mabel could not fancy any of those to |
be hier cousin. She was beginning to fear that
he bad not yet arrived to cet her, when she
heard Captain Dufl’s voice behind her, saying :
“ Here sho is; this is the young leddy ;" and,
tarning round, encountered the inquiring gaze
of two round merry bluc cyes belonging to o
young man dressed tn a loose coat and slouched
lat, and with the ends of s neckerchief flutter-
ing in the morning breeze. Mube! looked at him
doubtfully for a second, and then inguired:
& Are you Jack 77

* Of course I am Jack,” replicd the young
man, scizing her hand and shaking it heartily,
“PamJack; but are you dabel? That's the
question, Gracious, how you've grown! IHow
glad I am to see you! How are you? Won't mo-
ther be delighted! Come along! Where are your
boxes? That black one, and the little canvas.
covercd one? All right. You've got no band-
boxes, aad that's a blessing ! Wait here one in-
stant, and I'll get & porter dircctly. Now then!
Come along! The railway takes us into Dublin,
not two nunutes’ drive from where we live.”

Mabel, pausing & momeat to say good-bye to
Captain Duff, and thank hiin for his kindness,
was surprised to see Jack interchange cordial
greetngs with the old Scotchman.

% Oh, ay,” said the Iatter to Mabel, ® Mr,
Walton and I are auld acquaintance. I'm quite
comfortable about ye, now I know whose care
ye're consigned to. AMako my best respects to
your mother, Walton. She's a fine person; a
very fine person.” Which eulogium in the cap-
tain's mouth meant somecthing very different
from the interpretation most English people
would put upon it.

Mabel was hurried by her cousin into a rail-
way carriage, and soon rattled into a dingy sta-
tion. Thenshe confusedly descended severalstone
steps to the street, was placed oa one side of an
outside car, balanced by Jack on the other side,
and her trunks in the middle ; and after a short
rapid drive, was deposited at the door of a small
ncat bouse m a widestraggling balfbuilt square,
nnd found herself 1a a cheerful room with break-
fast spread, o bright tea-kettle singing on the
hob, and, mmdst & chorus of * Here she 18
« Heres Mabel,” ** Darling child," ¢ Welcome,
welcome I' was clasped in the arms of Aunt
Aary.

EXD OF BOOK II.

MARTIN GUERRE.

N the little town of Artigues, in the district
I of Ricux, there lived, about the middle of
the sixteenth century, & young couple, about
whom the neighbours whispered most wonderful
storics. Bertrande Rols, a.girl of great beauty,
had been marnied at the early age of a littic
over len years (4s was customary in thoyse
parts), to Marun Guerre, who was not much
older.  No children resulted from the marnage
fur some years, and it was universally believed

to delaver them from the charm under wlich they
were supposcd to be suffeting,  Bat, ia despite
of consccrated cakes, masses, and boly waters,
beld and given by the pricsts of the district, the
eachaotingnt continued. Bertrandos rclations

divorce, at  to marry somie one else.  But the
young wife w 13 as virtuousasshe was beautiful,
wag devotedly attached to her husband, and
would not hear of & separation. At last, after
cight or ninc years, when the young couple
were about twenty, Bertrande gave birth toa
boy, who wag christened Sanxi. Shortly after
the birth of the child, Martin Guerre was in-
duced to misappropriate some corn belonging
to his father, who though of Biscayan origin,
farmed lands in Artigues. Tho robbery was
discovered, and Martin, fearing his futher’s an-
ger, left the place. No one, not even his wife,
could find out whither ho had gone. For cight
years, no tidings were heard of him.  Meantime,
ins father died, apparently without any ill feel-
ing against his absent son, for he did not disin-
herit him, Peter Guerre, brotlerof the deceased,
managed the property left to Martio, and drew
the rents.

Bertrande during these eight years lived in
strict retirement. Suddenly the newg was
spread that Martin Guerre had returned. The
fisct was not to bo denied. One day Martin,
who was certaioly somewhat changed during
the eight years he hind been absent, appeared by
the sido of his delighted wife, and was warmly
welcomed by the neighbours; they all recog-
nised him by hig features and stature. He gos-
siped about old times, on adventures which had
befallen himself, and on many of his old freaks
when a boy. Martin Guerre’s four sisters bailed
him as their brother, and Uncle Peter acknow-
ledged him to be his nephew. Ho took posses-
sion of Bertrande’s house, where he ianstalled
himself as Bertrande's husband. Two children
were born to them, one of whom died an infant,

Who could enterlain a doubt that the new
comer was the real Martin Guerre?  Yet a most
extraordinary report was spread in Artigues. A
soldier from Rochefort, who by chance visited
Artigues, publicly declared that the real Martin
Guerre, with whom lie was well acquainted,
was in Flanders ; at St. Laurent he bad lost a
leg by & caunon-ball, and bad a wooden one ;
consequently the man with twosound legs must
be ap impostor, Yet who had tho right, on the
simple word of an unknown soldier, to question
the identity of a man whom both wife and rela-
tions bad acknowledged? This stroller might
have an ulterior object in vicw, in spreading
such a report, and his statements must be fabn-
lous. For, if Martin Guerre were elsewhere,
why did be not claim his inberitance ? Some
sensation was, however, created when it was
found that Bertrandoe had sent for 2 solicitor to
take down the soldier’s statement,

Another circumstance shortly aflerwards at-
tracted the attention of the neighbours to the
Guerre family. Between Uncle Peter and bis
nephew there werc violent disputes. Itis tru,
Uncle Peter had banded over his nephew's pro-
perty to bim, bat he postponed from day to day
tho rendering an account of his trusteeship.
Martin pressed him hard , he brought an action
against him, and they became inveterate cne-
mies, The uncle was cven accused of having at-
tempted Martin's life, in a fit of anger one day
he knocked him down, and was about to hit him
with an iron bar, when Bertrande rushed for-
ward and preserved her husband. Peter now
thought only of revenge.

A digputo with one Jean of Escarbocuf led to
Martin's imprisooment, The uaclo took advan-
tage of the opportunity to endeavour to per-
suade Bertennde to leave her husband. He said
he was an impostor, whom sbe ought to turn
out of doors , he even threatcaed to have them
both turned out of house and home, if she lived
with him any longer. But the wife was not to
be 1atimidated, and firmaly declared that no one
could kaow her husband better than berself, If
he were not her husband, he was tho deril in
her husband's skin. The cxasperated uncle had
no better success with the other relations. Jean
Loze, a man of cousiderabic property, and con-
sul at Palhos—to whom Pcter appiied for a
loan of money to institute proceedings against
the presumed imposter—declared that he recog-
nised Marctin, and dcclined to advance any
money to do him hamm, if he did advance
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money, it wonld be to defend him againgt lis

calumnintors

The uncle’s attempts scemed to have failed
completoly, and Martin having been released
from hig short incarceration, was received back
with open arms by his wife. To the astunish-
ment of every one, on the folluwing moruing
Martin was foreibly taken from his house by
the uncle and his four sous-in-law, all armed,
and was lodged in the prison at Rieux. The re-
port accredited was, that this was Juns at the
request of Bertrande herself, who had at last
found out that her supposed Lusbuud . as an im-
postor,

Respecting Bertrande's own feelings and be-
lief, the greatest uncertainty prevailed. She
now scemed tortured with doubt about Mar-
tin's identity, but more inclined towards him
than otherwise. She had given her uncle the
anthority to take the step he had taken, bat
probably iu consequence of his threats of what
he would do if she refused ; for, scarcely had
Martin been lodged in prison, when she sent
him clothes, clean linen, and money.

This extraordinary trial came off before the

Court of Justice at Rieux.

Tho plaintiffs pleaded that the accused was
not the missing Martin Guerre, but wasa certain
Arnold Tilh, commonly called Pansette, born at
Sagias, They denounced him as an impostor,
amenable to all the rigours of the law,

Martin's defence was simple and natural
Having left his father's house in cousequence of
having oftended him, he had waudered rpout
from place to place; and he mentioned by name
many persons in whose society he had been.
He had enlisted, nd served in the French army
nearly cight years; had then deserted to Spain;
and, having heard that he could return home
without danger, had done so. On reaching
Artigues, he was immediately recognised by the
inhabitants, who, with rejoicings, accompanied
him to his wife's bouse. His wife had received
him without the slighest doubt or hesitation.
His relations and friends, including bis four
sisters, threw themselves into his arms, and
embraced him witl tears, before he had narrated
his adventures, If bis wife now, apparently,
was among his accusers, after living threo
years with him without the slighest compunc-
tion, it was clear that this conld aot he an act
of her own free will, but must he the resnlt of
threats and intimidations on the part of the
uncle and his partisans, The motives were re-
venge and sclf-interest.  The well-known vio-
lent desputes between him and his wicked rela-
tivo offered bim the best means of defence. e
therefore prayed that Bertrande should he re-
leased from the power exercised over her by her
uncle ; and that, to shield her against his mali-
cious influence, she should be placed under the
caro of some disinterested persons. This was
granted, A species of clerical edict was issued,
threatening excommuntcation against all persons
cognisant of the affair who did not come for-
ward and tell the truth.

Every investigation made by the authovities
tended to corroborate the statements of the
accused as to the towns he bad visited and the
persons he bad mixed with. In cross-examina-
tion, his renlies were quite satisfactory. He
talked witho.t any hesitation of his native place,
bis father, bis mother, his marringe, the priest
who married him to Bertrande ; hic even remem-
bered how some of the guests at the marriage
were dressed.  On the marriage night, some of
tho young men of the place had given a sere-
nade. He mentioned their names.

Bertrand corroborated every circumstance.
There was only one important point upon which
Martin had been silent—the story that they were
bewitched. On being pressed, Martin related
every circamstance connected with that rumonr,
almost in the very words in which Bertrande had
already stated them on paper.

No less than ono hundred and fifty witnesses
were examined as to whether they recognised the
accused as Martin Guerre, or Arnold Tilh,

Sixty of these witnesses declared that the re-
semblance between the two men was so extra-
ordipary, that they could not make a solemn
declaration cither way. Thirty orforty declared

that they unhesitatingly belioved the accused to
Le Martin Guerre, whom they hiad kuown from
his boyhood, They recognised him by certaint
y markg upon his person, as well as by his fuco
and figure. Tifty witnesses dectaved that the
y aceused was Arnold Tulh, of Sagias, whom they
y had known from a clnld!
i Marun's son, young Sanxi, was confrunted
with the aceused; there was no resemblance
between them. OUn the other hand, the four
{ sisters Guerre were as like as one cegg 15 to
another.
Tho judges of Rienx pronounced that the
aceused was convicted of imposture ; and sen-
; tenced him to be executed and quartered.  The
accused appealed to a Ingher tribunal, and the
High Court of Justice of Toulouse ordered a
new trial.

Tavestigations were now set un foot respect-
ing Bertrande's character, with a view tu induce
her to make a full declaration of everything
witLin her knowledge, They were all in her
fasuur. Every witness bore testimony to her
high moral character aud virtuous conduct, It
secmed impossible that so iunocent a woman
could have lived for three years with a man as
bis wife, unless she was firmly convinced that
he was her husband. Tor cight years, in the
full bloom of youth or beauty, she had patiently
waited, had declined every inducement to sever
the already half-broken band of matrimony and
coutrict u second marringe, had remained faith-
ful to her absent husband.  On being confronted
with the accused, she became confused. Ina
cheerful voice he asked her to tell the whole
truth, she must swear whether he was or was
unot her real husband ; if she denied him, life
had no longer any charm for him,

Bertvande could only reply that she could not
swear it.

The view taken by the new judge of this reply
was favourable to the accused. Zertrande had
been so importuned and frightened that she had
reluctantly given her adhesion to the accu_ation
of hier uncle ; s'ie had commitied an error from
fear and weakness ; aud now, fear of punish-
ment prevented her from retracting,  More-
over, the open conntenance of the accused, and
his calm and collected replies when confronted
with Bertrande and the uncle—who trembled
and were greatly discomposed—had a power-
fal effect upon the jury, who fancied they saw
evidences of falechood in the demeanour of Peter
Guerre

Thurty witnesses were again examined. Some
ewore to the identity of Martin Guerre, others
to the identity of Arnold Tilh.

According 10 the depesitions of all who bad
known this Arnold Tilh, he was a wild young
fellow, 4 gambler, a hlasphemer, thief, and clever
swindler. Witnesses beyond suspicion, owned
that the resemblance between him and Martin
Guerre was extraordinary, and that a casual
observer could not distinguish one from the
other, Martin Guerre was, however, somewhat
taller and darker, and had a stooping gait.
Arxnold Tith was of stronger build, and held his
head upright, The latter description was in
keeping with the personal appearance of the
accused at the bar. But ho also had, as
advanced by Martin’s witness, the mark of a
swelling on lus face, and a scar over tho night
cycbrow. The cvidence as to thesc marks was,
however, contradictory. Some said the left cye-
hrow, others declared that the mark on Martin’s
face was larger, some that it was less. No two
witnesses could agree.  Ampong the accusations
brought against the prisoner was on¢ of witch-
craft; and the High Court of Toulouse, and its
Councillor Coras who belonged to the Reformed
Church, Inid stress upon it. By the black art
the acensed had acquired the knowledge of every
circumstance connected with Martin Guerre's
history,

Bertrande was not for a moment suspected
of complicity with the imposition, or of baving
been berwitched by bim.  Her conduct through-
out proved that she was an amiable timid
woman, incapable of forming any strong reso-
lution to do harm toany onc. Itwas considered
that it required an immense cffort_on the part
of o virtuous woman to declarc publicly that
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she had mistaken her hushand s identity ; such
a declarntion wonld imply the illegitimney of
her children, This was taken as an expla-
nation of her balf retraction and auvxiety,
Among the wituesses who solemuly declared
the accused to be Arnold Tilh, some had had
dealings with him, or had acted as witnesses
to transactions with him. They showed docu-
ments bearing his signature, but these were no
proofs agains a man who disowned them. QOn
the other hand, an innkeeper of n town in the
vicinity depose that, under the seal of confi.
dence, the pngoncr had confessed to him that he
was Arnold Talh, but that Martin Guerre had
made him his heir.  Tiwo othier withesses stated
that when they wished to speak to him he had
wade them a sign to ve silent, and that one of
them had received a present from him, It was
further stated that Martin Guerre was o good
swordsman and wrestler, and that the accusad
was not. Martin Guerre was originally from
Biscaya. The nccused was ignorant of the
Basque dinlect, except & fow words which he
occasionally introduced into his conversation,
The shoemaker formerly cmployed by Martin
Guerre swore that the number of his last was
12, while that of the prisoner was 9, and that
within his whole experience lie had never known
the feet of a healthy grown-up man to increase
in size. An uncle of Tilh by the maternal side,
at once recognised the accused as his nephew.
e burst into tears when he saw his nephew in
chains. The judges attached great weight to
this involuntary coofession. Had there been no
connter-witnesses, these positive declarations
might have been conclusive against the accused.
But the witnesses in his favour rewnined un-
shaken ; they again and again declared that he
was Martin Guerre, What gave wmore ime
portdnce to their declarations was, that they had
known Martin Querre since ho was a child,
whilst the former witnesses had simply had deal.
ings with him. As to what had become of
Arnold "Tilh, no trace could befound. The four
chief witnesses for the accused had at once
recognised him as their brother, No crosg.ex-
amination could shake their belief. Could it be
supposed that all four wero deceived by a re-
semblance? If it had ovew been so at first, the
present trial must have drawn all their atten-
tion to the man #new. Should even sisterly
affection have deceived them, was it likely that
the husbands of two of them should be cquatly
deceived ? They also recognised the accused as
their brother-in-law,

Uncle Peter Gueree, the chief accuser, was un-
wittingly su indircct witness in favour of the
prisoncr, He himself had atonce recognised him
as his nephew, had baoded him over bis inhari-
tance without hesitaion, and it was only when
a dispute about the trusteeship arese that ho
challenged his identity. It was presumed that
from revenge, e had got upseveral plots agains{
Martin, Were 2ot, then, bis motives to ruin him
gelfevident? Bertrande’s whole conduct \vn.;,
surely in the prisoner’s favour. On his return
he addressed all bis former friends by their chris.
tian names. Was it possible for the most skilfu)
impostor not to have beteayed himself? What
study such an imposter must have previously un-
dergone! And who could have kelved him? If
not Bertande—who was above all suspicion—it
could only bave been Martin Guerre. The num-
ber of years of absenceexplained a certain changeo
of aspect. The boy had filled out, had become
stouter, had served in tbe army, drill had made
him more erect, he had growsd a beard, and it
made some alteration in his face, Martin Guerre
had, firstly, two double teeth in the upper jaw;
secondly, 2 scar on the forchead ; thirdly, a mis-
shapen nail on the forefinger of his right hand;
fourthly, three warts on the same hand, and one
on the little finger; fifthly, a mole over the left
eye. All these marks were on the accused, That
the boy Sanxi should not resemble him, was of
no nccount ; taking into consideration the strike
ing resemblance to the four sisters. That he did
not understand the Basquo dialect, proved no-
thing. He wag only two years old when he left
that district, and no one could prove that ho
spoke the dialect in the days before his flight,
Even Arnold Till's disteputalle charagter was in
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fuvour of the accused. During tho three years
lio had lived with Bertrando, ho had apprecinted
tho love of an amiable womau, and had given
her no cause for complaint, Was it possible that
the natural inclinations of & desperato mar could
be so suddenly changed ?

The judges were in the greatest perplexity. A
favournble verdict was oexpected. A cuntrary
verdict would involve the destruction of a happy
home, and the illegitimacy of a child,

Bat now, a new witness suddenly made his ap-
pearance—a fir more imporlant witness than any
of the others, a witness against the accused, and
at the samo time an accuser—aman withawooden
leg, calling him elf Martin Guerre the real, the
only Martin Guerre of Artigues, tho husband
of Bertrande of Rols.

Tho first-suspected-to-be-false Martin Guerro
had already given the judges so much trouble
and anxiety, that they received the sccond pre-
tender with extreme disgust, and ordered lnm to
be arrested,  The suspicion against him was in
some measure justified, The declaration of the
soldicr, and the step taken by Bertrande, had be-
come public. According to the soldiers state-
ment, the real Martin Guerre bad a wooden leg.
Not a bad inducement to an adveaturer with a
wooden leg, to try for the disputed place, in which
another had already succeeded so well, It was
even assumed that Uncle Peter might have sct
up this new Martin Guerre. Moreover, the wooden-
legged man, instead of going first to the town,
had presented himself at oace in coart, with a
document in his haud, in which he set forth all
his civil cleims, and demanfied his restitution in
his former position and inall his rights, This
smacked of a conspiracy to entaugle the case
still more. The replies of the wooden-legged
man did not weaken the suspicions against him,
They were, certainly, precise and minute; but
they agreed exactly with what the ficst claimant
had declared.

Before the witnesses were called, the two Mar-
ting Guerce were confronted. The first did not
for & moment lose his presence of mind. He
maintained that tbe new claimant wasan impos-
tor suborned by his supposed uncle, and that he
knew nothing at all about him, With thc con-
fidence of & man conscious of being in the right,
he declared that he was ready to suffer the most
ignominious death, if he did not succeed in con-
vincing the judges of the conspiracy againsthim,
A violent altercation ensued between the two,
Though the wooden-legged man was never in
want of a reply, he at times lost his presence of
mind arnd firmaess, whereas the other remained
perfeotly calm and collected. New witnesses
were sought out. Arnold Tilli had brothers. They
were cited to appear; but neither prowises nor
threats could nduce them to do so. The judges
did not press them further, as the life of a bro-
ther might be at stake.

The next step was to confront the new comer
with the Guerre family. The elder sister was ad-
mitted first. She looked for some time steadily
at the new comer. She then threw herseif on his
breast, sobbing, and kissed him; called him by
his name, and entreated his forgiveness, She
bad been deceived. IHer brother was cqually
moved, kissed her, and forgave her. A similar
sceno occurred with the three otber sisters. The
witnesses gradually agreed that their judgment
had been misled, and that this was the real Mar-
tin Guerre. All that now remained, was to
confront Bertrande with‘the new claimant. She
stopped at-the threshold as soon as she saw the
unexpected man, and evinced sudden and power-
fal cmotion. She burst into tears, threw herself
at his feot, stretched out ber arms, and, sobbing
loudly, she begged his forgiveness. He was her
lost husband, the real Mactin Guerre. No more
evidence was required. The mystery was held
to be solved. Even the impostor saw that the
gamo was up, and without being put to tho tor-
ture, mado full confession of his guitt.

On the 12th of September, 1560, tho High
Court of Toulouse passed sentence on Arnold
Tilh. The scntenco of the court of Rienx was
quashed, ag execution with tho sword had been
decreed = which was not adjudged to low crimi-
nals, Arnold™Tilh was sentenced, because he

had assumed the name, rank, and person, of
Martin Guerre, claimed: his wife, appropriated
and spent her property, and contamivated her
marriage, fo go on his knces from tho church
dour of Artigues, in his shirt, with uncovered
head and bare feet, a ropoe round his neck, and a
burning taper in his hand, asking pardon of God,
the king, the authorities, Martin Guerre, and Ber-
tratde of Rols, then to bo led through all the
streets of the town, and finally to be hanged and
strangled in front ot Martin Guerre's house, and
his body then to be publicly burnt, Thesentence
was carried out on the 16th of September, Under
the gallows erected in front of Martin Guerre's
house Arnold Tilh implured the foigireness of
Martin and of his wifo.

According to Arnold Tillv's statement made
before his death, he and Martin Guerre had ser-
ved together in the army, sharing tho same tent,
Martin had repeatedly related all his affairs to
him, and every circumstance conuccted swith his
parents, his home, his wife, his friends, bis flight ;
in'a drunken fit he had even told him the various
circumstances of his marriage. On his return
home, Tilh had been repeatedly addressed ag
Martin Guerro, Ilo bad at fiest treated it asa
joke, butafterwardsresolved to turait toaccount,
He made a study of it, and, thuas prepared, came
to Artigues.

It is pretty obvious that this sharp impostor
must have been greatly nssisted by the dulness of
his dapes, Nor i3 it reasonably to be doubted that
they themselvea originated the remembrance of an
immense number of small circumstances, which
remembrance they afterwards ascribed to him,
and he readily appropriated. It does not appear
that, when he began to be seriously mistrusted,
any of the hesitating people about him tried him
with a few pretended recollections of occurences
that had never happencd. The neglect of so
simple an expedient i3 expressive of the general
level of acuteness at Artigues in those days. The
cage isgo famous that wo present it from tho ori-
ginal records ; but it appears to us to be far more
remarkable for the simplicity of the believers,and
for the extraordinary personal resemblance (in
details) between the real man and the false, than
for any extraordinary ability on the part of the
1atter. If the latter had been a man with a most
wonderful memory—as he must have been if his
Inst statement were the whole truth—he would
surcly at one time or other, have giverr some
previous proof of it ; but no such proof is forth-
coming against him, though tho prosecution ia-
quires closely i *a his former character. One
would say, too, that & man with a most wonder.
ful meraory wonld havo picked up for so special
a purpose more than ¢ a few words” of the Basque
dialect.

On the whole, we take the main interest of
this well-known cago tolie in its being aleading
example of the extent to which the belicvers
in a deception becoms its innocent accomplices.
Two or three London seasons ago, we heard
much—greatly too much—of the praiscsofa cer-
tain male ¢ Medium®? who vaised Spirits at so
much a sitting. Under & modest incognito, we
obtained an appointmcnt from this genticrman,
on payment of certain guineas ; and then repaired
to M. Rony, tho excellent conjuror at that time
at the Egyptian Hall, and begged the favour of
his accompanying us to the ather world. ¢ Wil-
lingly,” said M. Robin, * But observe. I know
my art and I know what this man can do. He
can do nothing unloess you help him. His visitors
really do his tricks, not ho. No plan or test is
necessary. Tell him nota word, make no ges-
ture of assent or dissent, guide him by no expres-
sion of face, and he will dorbsolutely, nothing.”
The visit was made, and he did nothing. In
offering & sort of forlorn apology for his dismal
failure when we took the liberty of remarking on
it at tho close of tho proceedings, said the dis-
comfited Medium, indicating M. Robin who had
sat on his right haud; ¥ But at least the Spirits
did spell tho namo of Valentine, which wag writ-
ten by this gentleman.”—% Ah!” said M. Robin,
checking him with the politest little action of
the hand in the world. © O yes. Permit me. Bah!
Else why did I sit so close to yon, and et youof
a purpose look over my shoulder, you know {*

TII: SKYL FERRY-BOAT.
A STORY OF SECOND SIGHT,

FIHE Hebrideans, in 1773, were somewhat

given to superstitions, as most Highlandors
are  They had their legeads, their banshees,
their second-sight experiences, in which it would
be disloyalty to their Celtic origin to disbelieve
80 long as tho fuiry-flag is possessed by the
owner of Dunvegan  Perchance when it hag
done its duty for the last time, and Titania shall
reelaim her gift, then may the belief in fairies
charms, and omens vanish with it from the
shores of Skye.  But now tho north wind blows
athwart Loch Shant, and ruffles the waters of
Sunizort and Bracadale ; and the loue shepherd
watching his flocks upon the henther-growr;
hillsides, funcica that spirits are crooning a wild
lnment over other days, or are beariug a message
from other spirits pent up in blocks of northern
ico to their freer brethren amongst the snow-
capped mountains. of Skye.

But the wind was not sighing now: it had
brought fair weathor *7ith it out of the north
asin the times of Job; so perhaps the spirit::
were not sorestless in their captivity as usual
and the clouds did not weep for them, though’
there were a few still floating in the evening
heavens. It was a glorious sunsot; and the
sun burst through the soft grey fleeces in floods
of hight, painting the nearer ones with gorgeous
cnlours, and streaking the horizo~ with broad
golden bars that were reflected in the smooth
waters below, forming o brilliant a backgronnd
that the bold coast was sent into darkness, and
the ferry-boat scemed to glde like a dark apectre
over a fairy sea of glass.

‘Two girls were watching the boat a3 it made
its way towards the landing-place, They wero
dressed in the ordinary costume of the Skye
peasants, and their scarlet plaids, which any-
where else might bave seemed out of keeping in
the summer weather, here blended harmonionsly
with the scene around. They were tall, fair~
haired 1asses, bearing a sufficient resemblance
to onc another to be sisters. But they were
only sisters’ children; and the orphan Christy
found a home at the house of hier uncle, Farmer
McCrume.

% What i3 the matter, Chlristy 2 asked her
cousin, a3 Christy suddenly rose to her full
hoight, and shadwmg her cyes with one land,
stretched out the other towards the boat that
wae slowly upproaching. .

“ D'ye sce thatIassie with tho pla‘d wrapped
round her, looking this way " sz .d Ohristy.
¢ 1t'g just my own face looking av we from the
glass,” and she shuddered.

« Nonsense, Clristy, there’s no plaided lassic
on board ; your eyes are strained looking for
Donatd.”

. (I give the conversation in my own vernacu-
ar.)

% No lassic, Jessie?” answered her cousin,
her voice sinking alinost to a whisper; “ no
lassie? I tell you there is one standiug close
by Donald; and it's mysclf, Jessic, 1ayself! Oh!
but there is trouble in store,”

Jessio drew nearer to her cousin : she was not
sbovo the superstitions of the island; she had
beard of numerous instances of second sight,
and she well knew that it foreboded trouble, if
not death.

“ D’ye see her now, Christy 2" she asked in &
scarcely audible voice, as she hid ber face on her
cougin's shoulder,

“ Not now,” returncd Christy, solemaly,
* She's gone, and Donald sces us and is waving
his hand. There’s nothing wroog with Aim.
Perhaps my oyes were dazed, dear. Aud there's
some onc by his side, a wan with light bair, and

yet tho face was sorely like mine.”

Jessie looked up balf relieved.

¢ 1 told you it was but a fancy, Christy.”

“ Maybe,” replicd Christy, musingly, “I1l
try to put it out of my head; but if there bad
been no ono with Donald, I should bave been
tempted to say——"

¢ Hush! hush! Christy. Don't say it; don't

think about it. Sec, they’ll be ashore in a few
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minutes,” and Jessie became absorhed in wauteh-
g the boat land its passenguss,

Donald McCrume was one of the firat to step
ashore, and, followed by the light-haued stiang-
er, made his way to the spot where the two girls
were standing.

After the greetings were over, Donald autro-
duced bis new friend as Mr, Evanson, a young
geutlerman from the south, whom he bad met
with at Glenelg, and who wauted to hasea fort-
night's ehooting und fishing m Skye.

1 told bim I was sure my father would give
Lim a lodging,” he continucd, turmuy to Jessie,
« for there are few inus convement, and theres
room and ty spare at Glencraigee. '

% And a welcome for all,” added Chnisty, for
Jossie was too bewsldered to make any reply.
She was occupicd 1n wondening what could pos-
sibly bave indaced Dunald to tuvite Mr. Evan-
son, what could have induced Mr. Evanson to
accept hier brother s wmvitation , for Mr. Evanson
was a gentleman, and they weie but tarnung
people,

However, befure many hours liad  passed
away, she, aud all in the old farm-buuse, telt as
nmuch at ease with the stranger, as if they had
kunown him for years, and asf he were no more
of a gentleman than the Skyc-farmer, who
ploughed his own ficlds, sowed his own barley,
made his own candles, spun lus own cloth, and,
in fact, carried on multiturivus household trades
beneath his roof.

Perhaps the secret lay in Allan Evanson’s be-
ing truly o gentleman , and recognising in the
unpretending Skyo farmer and his fannly, that
inborn element of true nobility which alone
places men on & level one with another ,—that
produces a sort of frecinasor ry, binding together
the better part of mankind, and causing the
high-born noble to apprecinte one of nature's
gentlemen in the lowest peasant.  The only
equality there canever be uponearth, the cquali-
ty of soul with soul, born of that innate self-
respect which commwands respect from those
around to the twan, as a man, and not as the
mere creature of circumstances, whom the acci-
dent of birth, or the skill of his tailor, seuds forth,
to shine with cquivocal lustre in the world.
Tor ¢ gentlemen,” (I use the term technically,)
like heroes, depend a good deal upon their sur-
roundings, often reminding one of the quaint
words of the old northern ¢ songsmith :"—

I hung my garmeuts

On the 1wo wooden men,
Who stand on tho wall.
Herocs they scemed to be
When they were clothed®
Tho unclud areduspised.

Robin McCrume, the father of Donald, was a
steady, industrious, intelligent mau, who had
given his son the best cducation i his power,
though it was necessarily o limited one.  And
Donald, in commnon with his father, possessed a
love for tho poetic legends and ballads that fell
to the share of Lis native island; which taste
further softened and refined his nature, and
caused him to appreciate the higher endowments
of the young Oxonian, whem he had met with
at Glenelg, There was a slight touch of envy
mixed with the cagerness with which he listened
10 his conversation, as he noticed how cagerly
Christy listened too, and how her eyes glistened,
when, in retura for an old Skye song, Allan
would recite passages, or even whole poems, of
Teonyson,—for Allau was a Tennyson-worship-
per, aud Knesw pago after page of his writings
by beart, In fact a change had come over
Curisty; acloud had gathiered between her and
Douald, and 1t secnied to him that the love he
had been clierishing in his heart for so long, and
which be had hitherto hoped was, in some mea-
sure, reciprocated, would have 1o remain for
ever unspoken. Allan's fortnight, cxpanded
to a montb, and still he lingered on. The
time passed pleasantly « the shooting and fish-
mg surpassed his expectations, the mountain-
ous country, the sitent lochs, tbe hillsides
dotted with sheep, the mossy pasture-lands,
the sensc of bejng in some degreeseparated from
the great world, of being in & remote region, had
a touch of Cathay about it, which, despite the
deprecation of his favourite author, was not al-
together distasteful to him. But then this

Cathay was not ungeninl to his tastes; and he
had found a princess, who, somecliow, appeared
to have been planted in the wrong place, and
¢ yet whiether she would hay e appeared as much of
a princess any where elze was doubtful,  ‘There
was a natural grace and freshuess about Christy
that was Jacking in the steceotyped gisls he had
been flirting with at the Commemoration. ‘Lrue,
{ Chnisty was no pretticr, and she was clad in
homespun, whilst the others were attired in
sweeping silks, and delieate lnces, and soft float-
ing gauzes, aud yet they seemed but as the
dressed-up wooden images of the « flivamuil”
i compartson with the unsvplisticnted Skye
maden,

But it had never entered into Allan's mind, to
ask himselt whether the Princess would hear
transplanting ; he was at present in a state of
unconscious uppreciation of the pleasure of be-
wg histened te by an intelhgent and admning hs-
tener, and of secing every emotion and expres-
ston of the poetry he quoted reflected in Chivisty's
face. He wag unaware that he had arival, who
was watehing lnm with the keen eye of jealousy,
and was quite at a loss to interpiet the moodi-
ness that was stealing over the young furmer,
and making bim 2 Jess cheerful companion than
he had been at the commencement of their ac-
quaintance.

Jessie, with a woman’s wstinct, read her bro-
ther's feclings aright, and she 1ead Christy’s
heart also; and with a shudder recalled the
evening of Allan Evanson's arrival, and her own
terror at Christy's words, She tried not to think
of it, but in vain; the ferry-boat 1noking like a
spectre-bark against the glowing sunset, and
hier cousin’s voice and look haunted her.

“# And yet she said *there’s nothing wrong
with kim,”” murmured Jessie, to hierself; *but
ah how could she tell where the blight was to
fail? 1 wish we had never gone down to the
water's edge that evening.” And then all the
old sturies of second sight that she had heard
from childhood came crowding into her mind,
and she watched and watched mn her turn, and
she became alnost as silent as Donatd.

Allan was the only one who experienced no
change; be was as gay and pleasant as cver,
and told his stories and recited his favourite
passages, whilst the island princesslistencd and
lost her lieart, thinking that she was only learn-
ing the sweet words of an Eaglish poet, and
drinking dec; er of the fountain of knowledge
that had suddenly sprung up within her reach,

And so the days sped on until the last day
that Allan should spead in Skyo arrived, and
then Clristy woke up from her dream and knew
the reality, and saw the hopelessness of the love
to which she had been so blind. She did not
deceive herself, she knew that Allan Evanson
guessed not her secret, and that his feelings
went no deeper than a mero passing interest,
she felt (for her perceptions were sharpened and
had made rapid strides during the last few
weeks) that the barrier placed by society be-
tween his class aud hers bad, all unknown to
himself, protected bin from any other sentiment
than that of appreciation of an uncxpectedly in-
telligent companion, For Allan Evanson was
young, and .ull of the buoyancy of youth and
happioess; the world was before bim, it was too
early for bim to sit down aund count costs, or to
look very far beyond the present moment. e
bad formed no plaus, he had no definite aims
and objects inlife. Had he been an older man, it
might have been different; as it was, he simply
regarded Obristy as one of the most delightful
and freshest girls he hiad met with, and  with
whom he had speat many a bappy hour that in
years to come he should always look back upon
with pleasure.

He took leave of the family at Glencragie
with the warmest protestations of continued
friendship, and the warmest thaunks for their hos-
pitality. He promised to send Chrisiy a copy of
Tenuyson's poems, and went away, promising
ouc day to sce them all again. And as the ferry-
boat bore him from the island, he waved his
adicux with a merry smile and a cheerful heart,
all unwitting of the weight of sorrow he was
leeyiag belind,

* -

[July 27

And Christy after her waking up, fell again
into n dveam, and went about her work mechan-
ically, yet with a stendy determination that bore
her through it and half made Jeasie believe that
Tenuyson and Aflan Evanson were fuding from
her mind,

And Christy tried to diive away the memory
of the past, to guench her luve through pride,
through shame, but in vain; a revelation of
light had been vouchsafed to lier, aud she could
not forget it in the darkness that succeeded,

And none Dut Donald guessed tho struggle
that was going on, but Le, from kaowledge of
hiz own heart, read hers quite clearly, and when
her cheeks were dyed with & deeper hue, and
her eyes sparkled with unwonted Justre, hie gave
credit 1o no bright flush of bealth as the cause,
and mourned the day that he had met with
Allan Evanson at Glenelg. e did not look
upon him in the light of & rival now, and as he
gazed upon Christy he would have been content
to hivve had him for one, if so she might have
been spared the conflict that she was enduring.

He spoke no word of love to Christy, but he
was very thoughtful for her, and anticipated un-
obtrusively her cvery wish, and a sort of symypa-
thy sprang up between them ; but Donald knew
too well it was not love,

They had strolled down to theshore one calm
still afternoon ecarly in December, The day
was wonderfully fine for the time of year, and
the sun was setting in stately magnificence, The
sky was cloudless, and the faint blae shaded ju-
to soft saffron, whicht lost itself in a rosy hue
that deepenced into crimson behind the purple
hills A few fishing boats moved slowly over
the sca. Suddenly Christy ‘grasped Donald's
arm—

¢ The ferry-boat!”

“Where ?” asked Donald, as his cye swept the
expanse of waters, but could not perceive it.

 There! there! said Christy, it's making
for the shore, and I'm on board, Donald—ijt's
myself this time, it's myself: Jessie would be-
lieve me if she were here. Can't you see ? There!
there ! and shie pointed 1o a blank space on the
water.

“There is no Dboat, Christy,” answered
Donald, looking down anxiously at Christy, who
was clinging to his arm for support. ¢ There's
no boat, Clhristy. O, Christy, my darling, you
are i'L”  And Donald gently placed her on “the
ground, apd kneeling beside her, raised her
drooping head,

Slowly she opened her eyes, and once more
l?]okcd in the direction to which she had poiut-
cd.

“It's gone now,” she said, with a gasp; “but
I saw it quite plainly, and I was on board in u
long white dress, and I was smiling as I bav,
not smiled for many a day. I looked so happy
Donald, quite happy. I ambappy now, Douald,”
she continued, lifting up her head and looking at
him. “ You must not gricve for me. I've known
it for a long time—ever since Jessic and [ came
down to miect the boat that evening. Itwas the
first warning, and now the time bas come. And
weshall be parted, but not for ever, we shall all
mect again, Donald, in a land where there will
be no more sorrow-—no more sorrow nnd no
moro tears. I'm tired now, take me home,” she
added, faintly, ¢ take me home.”

And the strong man took ber in his arms and
carricd her as tbough she were o little child,
back to Glencraigie.

She rallied once, and took leave of them all,
and then she lay quite passive, with her cyes
closed, still clasping Donald's hand as though
she could not let him leave ler.

And he sat watching the life ebbing away.
Fainter and fainter came the breath, when sud-
denly she opened her eyes and gazed wistfully
upon him, and her lips moved , hestooped down
to catch the words, that came so indistinctly :—

“ Douald, keepny secrets?™ And the cyes
looked wistfully into his.

' For ever and for ever,” answered Donald.

A gmile stole over her features, her fingers
loosed their hold, one gentle sigh, and death had
geined another victory over the cbildren of
earth. JULIA GODDARD.
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STALKED BY A LION.

THE other night,” said I to Frazer, " you spoke
of a puma following your trail for two or
three days. If the story is not #Sabbath gas,”
I should like to hiear it, for, though they tella
similar talo of lions in Africa, the fuct has al-
ways secmed doubtful to me”
¢ 1've piped off Sabbath gas in my time, I

don’t deny, but under the woods wo mostiy tell *
tzuth, Them stories you may swear upon ; I'vo !

been t-acked mysclf, an’ so has Pike County.
He's just a hairy devily yer puma, playful, an’

' an’ gome made straight tracks for the San Car-

log, an’ some kept down the river. Jem, there,

" was one of thoge that made for San Carlog, an’

1 queer story he'll tell you of his voynge, if you

! can squeeze it out of hig modesty somo night. As
! to whether it's true, I don't give no opinion, but

it kinder dues one’s cars good to hear.”

#Why, did yer fall in with the Guntusos,*
Pike?” asked Vansten lnughiog,

“ That's just what he did,” said Frazer solemn-
Iy. ¢ An' stranger things than Guatusos thero
i3 in that wild Frio country.

“There was five or six of ug started together
down the river-bank, walkiug through the shal-

cowardly, an' cruel, like somo women 83 ONC ' Jows, aw’ cutling our way where the water was

sees,  Bring hit up from a kitten, tame bim 43! 490 deep.

thoroughly as you will, stuil’ his skin till he nigh

cxplodes, an' still you can't trust a child within

his sight, nor turn your back upon him safely.
“Theugliest skrimmy [ ever had withlions® was

wown the Serebpiqui, after that ctarnal raid of

Sehlesinger’s upon Costa Rica, Wedidu't travel

far, sir, as you know, for the Greasers gave us ' starp at.

the durnedest whipping at Santa Rosa thatcver
1 had since my old grandmother deceased. How
they did it, or what was the sign that scared us,
no one counld plan out, #n’ I believe—ay, by the
Etarnal, I believe—sorae of our boys was witch-

Nuw, I guess I've scen the ropics
mustly everywhere.  1've truvelled through the
East Indies an’ never yet did I sot eyes on such
a forest ns stands round the head-waters of the

l Serebpiqui.  The only place that can hold agin

it for beauty is Ceylon, an' onc an’ vother should
be put under glass, an' kept for sinful folks to
‘Lhere’s no such trees here as on them
hills, an' no such ferns, nor linnas, nor flowers.
Where wo struck it first on our retreat, the
Serebpiqui i3 alittle tumbling brook, all full of
purple stones, an’ fringed with great leaves an’
fern, The water leaps aw’ foams through the

ed! It wasa right-down whipping, anyway!® bunboo thickets an’ the valleys,so that its spray
There was a couple of hundred of us in the cor- ! always hangs above itlike thespray of breakers
ral (cattie-yard)—every mauready an' droughty | on a'sand-bar. Overhend, the forest palms join
tofaco ten Greasers, bragging all his pile upont | their shining tops ; on’ big tree-ferns, crowding
the trick : there was nury one among themboys | o the brink, shake feathery heads all day long
but had been suckled on a six-shooter, an’ vac- | 1o the quick beat of the water. The shallow
cinated with & bowie; but we ran, sir, every ! hanks are thick with flowers, the wet moss spar-

man of us, before a hundred aw’ cighty Greasers. ! kles like jewels, scrub-palms an’ climbing vioes

We did so!  Tho yeller-fuced cusses was heard
in the bush five minutes before they broke out,
a’y as far a3 [ could sce, every man of us was
at his post. Naow, it's no good blowing, Beas-
ley ! we were fairly whipped, an’ you an’'I ran
with the rest; so what's the use of gas? I say
we were mostly all at our places by the palisade
before they charged across the open. My man
fell clean an’ pretty, with the bullet fair between
his cyes, where a ranger’s bullet should be ; an’
then, before the smoke bad cleared away, they
were over the fence, an’ swarming down among
us.

cover the rocks like & hanging carpet, There's
the greatest vaviety of painted leaves there that
I ever see, much greater than in Borneo, where
they do good trade in such plants. I tell you,
sir, the Serebpiqui river runs through a fairy-
1and such ag few could pictur,” an' ] guess the
hardest couldn’t go along that trail without feel-
ing kinder gratef 1 there was so mich beauty
left on earth. I can't describe them to you, an’
no man could—the flowers, an’ golden leaves,
an’ happy sunshine. Jem can run off high-prime
gas sometimes, but my father never gave us a

Tiwenty of us rangers would bave mussed—) chance to learn accomplishments. The minis-

ay, an’ had done an’ did after—the whole durn- ter, says he, may flourish any way, because he
ed drive of 'em; but—but, cuss it, we ran like | daren’t reel off his feelings man-like in honest
sheep! Who led the way, I don't know ; they | swearing; but dow't ever give us anyibing of
said Schiesinger, but I didw't see him. 1 only | that sort, my son, because, if yer do, IIl ap-
*tell thero wasn't twenty of us killed, no, nor yet nrentice yer to the county newspaper, an' make

disabled, when we cleared out, Eh! one feels| yer responsible for the weekly poetry.

mad yet, a-thinking of that day. Us—the pick
o' Walker's army, Wester-ny men two out of
three on us—to stampede before a drive of Grea-

* We didn't take much pains to keep together,
for all was good woodsmen, an' the Serebpiqui
track was more lonely then than even now, so

sers! Isee men crywthat day as hado'tsince | it was litde danger of weeting cnemies, Not
they wore out their cradles! We had our turn | (ag there fear of starving either, for the fish lay
with the Costa Rican cusses many n time after | iy shoals under every rock, an’all had their

that, but there’s never a man with us can think | vifies an’ lots of ball.
y !

| we were, Six or seven days should bhave taken

of Santa Rosa without feeling wolfish.  Ay!an

Empty, very empty, a3

that wero Walker's first check, too! I we'd, ygto the San Juan mouth, so we bung back in

taken Cartago or San José, he might have been
President of Central America now, maybe; an’
Beasley an’ I been higleGreaser generals, with
fifty dollars pay per annam, finding our own
gold buttons.”

¢ But, man,” I said,” “San José has seven
thousand inhabitants, and Cartago has twelve
thousand, and the two cities arc not fifteenmiles
apart, Were you going to attaclk these moun-
tains with two huadred men?”

 Guess we wero ! returncd Frazer composed-
Iy; * leastwise, so we thought in the army, an’
I never heerd that Schiesinger’s instructions
was different, But you see a hundred an’ cighty
Greasers was enongh to turn us about an’ send
us into the woods with the loss of all our plun-
der. Yet you know how they stood against us
at Rivas an' Granada, an’ I guess we'd 'a step-
ped out just as free for San José—eh, Beasley 77

“ Guess wo would so, hoss! But Santa Rosa
took all the stiffening out of my neckeloth. Lo’!
010'! a hundred and eighty Greasers!”

“ Wal, somo of us surrendered on good terms,

¢ Throughout America, the puma is called ‘*lion,”
and the ?s uar, & much more dangerous animal,
*tigor.’” It {3 scaroalyr necessary to remind tho reader
that all tho species of Tropical America differ from
. thoso of the Old World.

twos an’ threes, prospecting for gold an’ all
that.

At the end of three days from Santa Rosa,
Jed Smith, an’ Gregory of Galveston, an’ I found
oursclves alone, Jed notioned that whatever
gold might be in the stream would be found at
the mouth of it, and we pressed on, thioking to
get down first. None of us knew there was any
muelle .(place of embarke ‘on) atall upon the
river; we thought its banks were uninhabited
the whole way down, It wasn't worth while to
make a dug-out; an' besides, the rapids would
have been right-down dangerous to such a craft,
so we held on to the water-course, and weat into
the woods when needful,

&1 can't rightly say where we were about the
sixth morning after taking the forest; but on
that day we sat to breakfast, of cold moukey au'
lizards' eggs, just at the head of a thundering
rapid, that skirled an’ whizzed in 2 manoer quite
pretty to look at from the bank. [ can't help
thwking the mauelle has been changed of late,
for they tell us thero's a big rapid just below as
it stands now, an’ I kinder fancy that’s the spot
we chose to breakfust in,”

*0f this mysterious tribo of freo Indians, I shall hope

to epeak in a future paper.

“The present muclle of the Screbpiqui [
snid "has certainly a big rapid just below it
The channel is hard under the left-hand bank,
and there's quite an island of snags In mid-
stream,”

# That' the golfired place! T remember them
snngs well, all twicted up together ltke & not,
and holding long grey reeds that twine like rocke
gnakes in the water,  Wo were sitting, asIsaid,
upon a fullen tree that overstood tho river some-
way, It didn't vest flat, for the broken crown
lield it up ; in front was a thick curtain of sungs
and flood-rubbish, not solid, bLut nigh so, Sud-
dintly, ns we sat there—Jed an' Gregory smok-
ing an' laughing at one end, while I baited for
guupotds at the other—three or four rifles crack-
cd on the other Yank, an’ I heerd the “swish” of
& bullet mighty close to my pictur,’ O’ course
we dropped straight, for, hit or missed, that's
allurs the safe thing o do when there's shooting
round in which one don't take no interest; but
poor Jed an’ Gregory never roseagin,  Gregory
fell backwards oft’ tho log dead asa parish ghost;
while poor Jed fell on his fuce into the current
an’ down the rapid.

41 wasn't hurt a mite, but I felt kinder mud ;
so I slipt down beside Gregory’s budy, got all
the rifles into my claws, chose aloophole through
the drift, an’ waited. Thunder! I seem to look
on that reach now, just as it were while I "pos-
sumed for them murdericg Greasers! The day
was deathly still, as on these levels it mostly is
at noou-tide; there wasn't a breath stirring in
the thick-pressed leaves, nor a motion, except
where a bough dragged in the racing water. Up
the stream an' down, nothing but blue sky, an’
gleaming swirls, an' leaves that glittered in the
still sunshine. No bird nor beast came out in
thosa hours of silent heat. Great fish swam
slowly round in the dead-water by the bank,
under shade of rocks an' glossy boughs: one
would bave taken oath they were the only wak-
ing things for miles. I heerd no noise except
the beat an’ the shricking of the rapid, an’ pre-~
seatly the sharp buzz of flies already clustering
round.

“ But here an' there, the sun-rays shot through
overhanging boughs into deep hollows, where
the back-eddy sleptan’ rotted from flood to flood.
In such a gleam, after ten minntes of ghastly
silence, made more stilly by the roaring of the
rapid, I suddintly canght sight of a pallid face,
that looked as scared asa Padre’s in an carth-
quake. Then a bead was pushed through the
leaves, an’ a pair of yellow eyes stared across—
a green-faced cuss! There's two more of you
somewhere's, I thought—bound to be! An’ I'll
mark every mothers son’ So I waited. Pre-
sently, & small canoe came pushing out from a
white flowering bush. Three of 'em was in it;
an' those Greasers made more noisc about cross-
ing a brook than all Walker's army would bave
raised in shooting the rapid. But it was all ag
paddles could do to take 'em over, for the stream
was sluicing down like a mill-race ; but at last,
keeping her bows allurs up, an’ working for life,
they got into dead-water, an’ came towards me
larfing.

¢ About a yard from shore, two of 'em shipped
their paddles, an’ the bowman stood up. That
wasmy count, I took the steersman first, to
overset the cauoe, an’ his forchead I marked as
right as o compass. He threw up the paddle,
swung over the canoe, an’ swept off slick. The
other two were not so much in the stream, but
before they reached shore I dropped another.
The third rifle, which was Jed's, missed fice, I
pulled again, an’ missed again, an’ by that time
the Greaser bad touched ground. His gaspipe
(rifle) bad gone with the canoe, an’ he stood
looking the durncdest fool, so that I larfed out.
But the cuss begau to handie uis machete ugly ;
an’ so, not to waste time, I gave him a New
Orleans slipper between hiseyes, The goodold
bowio whizzed like a Pawneo arcow, an’ sticed
bhis headpiece up to the “y.?

 Why oot handle him with yer clubbed rifle ?”?
asked Vansten.

“ Durned good reason for that, Yank ! There's
few would stand a chance so agin one of them
Costa Rican peons with bis machete—I'll say
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that for’err  1t's a weapon I don't make much
*count of, is a clubved rifle.

“ Wal, the Greaser dropped in his track, an,
I hiad to pull hard to mat the old kmfe vut.
Then I took his machete un’ two or three gold
dollars he had about him, an’ pitched his body
into the stream.  Heaveus! how shick it Nashied
ap’ rolled through the rocks, an’ snags, an dash-
ing water! After that, I piched up poor Gregory,
stretehed him on the trunk, piled all the dnft
around, an' set itafive. I knew ‘twas dangerous,
for there's keen woodsmen in Costa Rica, butl
couldn’t leave an old mate to the Turkey-buz-
zards, When the woud was fuirly blazng, 1
made into the forest, an’ sat down tu thauh,

“There wasn't much choice of roads, so |
struck out a straight course for the Sun Juan,
Three days I kept steadily northward, an’ noth-
ing p rticular happened, but after the very first
night, T felt there was something on my track.
1 hudn't seen living man since 1 Left the niver,
I wasn't much afraid of Guatusos in them parts,
an’ more 'n that, I knew any Ind’an would have
fixed me long since. But I was sure, though 1
had sot cyes on nothing nor heerd any svund
exactly, I was sure my trail was followed . we ve
lived too long among Ind'aus not to know the
sigus of that knowledge, which is more thun
eyesight or hearing. How canl say what itis?
But this I tell you—if any man means tv do
well in the woods, an’ to keep his life in, he
must hiave some sense more than eyes or ¢ars to
trust 10; an’ that scuse warned me now. Pogr-
haps I'd seen the waving of the bushes on my
track, when no wind stirred in the hollow wood ,
perhaps 1'd thought to hear the crack of bruken
sticks as o heavy foot pressed on them, perhaps
through my shut eyes at night, I'd seen great
green lamps glaring on my face, an’, wakening in
the black stiliness, had heared a stealthy rustle
of undergrowth. On the third morning, I said
to myself; “ You're tracked by a lion, boy,
there's a lion on your trail at this moment "
An’ I turned cold all over. I went round on the
back-track. I weren't needed to go fur Within
ten yards o the camp, my footprints of yester-
day were hidden by a broad round pad, with a
little heap of soil thrown behind.®  Lastnight's
trail to0o, for dew still lay in the decp hollow, I
took the back-track for & mile, maybe, thinking
as like as not there were two of the varmin.
Once or twice, the prints seemed confused an'
tangled, as if the beast had gone into the bush,
an’ come back to roil bimself an' paddle all
about; or else it had been a pair of them at
play. After half an hour, I turned round, feel-
ing more like a sinner than other men, an” most
greatly in want of praying for.

“ About & bhundred yards from the turn, my
eyes suddintly got a sight that stopped me dead
like us Indan sign en the Prieto—there was new
prints atop of the old track, an’ turned the other
way! Great thunder! the varmin was on my
trail again—at that very moment e was watch-
ing me out of some black bush. I wwenton
after a while, for, yer see, it were nothing worse
than I knew already, only more startling like,
but before reachiog the camp, on throwing alook
behind, 1 saw~——thunder! it were an ugly sight
—I saw the bushes waving gently along my
trail! It were ugly to sec—thats what [
thought it, boys. 1lalf an hour I sat by the fire
scheming, while the red brate glowered at me
out of sight, or rolled about with his mate: at
last, I drove my hootinto the logs, for no two
plans could 1 bammer out, aw’ the day was slip-
ping on. First thing wanted were a “ congo,”
for tho lion likes them noisy baboons above
everything. After an hour’s tramp—an’ you
may swear my head was over my shoulder
pretty coustant—I heard onc of them bowl, an’
in a very few minutes 2 ball was through his

* Although the puma isan animal very much smaller
than tho jaguar, its paws are generally astarge ‘I'he
only difference, o far as the author conld ever note,
botween tho truck of the one and the othicr is & smals,
very small, Leap of carth which the puma always
throws behind cach footprint. ‘fhis peculfurity fsnot
very gencrally known, except amony woodsinen : and
some of our naturalists have capressed doubt about
tho fact. The author, hawever, can certity it, ho has
several tinies watched tho peculiar gait of the puma,
::Ind marked the maunerin which tho carth is thrown
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head, his throat wassliced, an’ the body trailing
belnnd me,  The report, I know, wonld stop tho
heast for a quarter of an lour, an' meanwhilo I
reached nosmait glade, some thirty or forty yards
acrosg, m the muddle of which [ throw down
my congo, making a splash of blood all over
the soft moss an many-coloured carpet of’ con-
volvulus, Then cutting sharp across tho trail,
but keeping my teet clean, I got beland a tree
an’' waited,”

“1Why not round beside the track? What
use was the congo " 1 asked.

“ You don't suppose a lion i3 such a golfired
foul as a buman! I 1 hadw't stopped the cretur
with the crack of my nifle, he'd never have given
me tine to get far trom my sight; and without
the ’tice of that blood-smell, he'd not have
shewn on any clearing; of that you may tuke
oath out loud.

“ Five minutes after I was stationed, the
bushes moved thig way aw' that, but he was too
cunning an' cowardly to shew himself, Now
and agin, I caught sight of s ved lude and pale
throat shufungly ; but at length a breezy gust
carried the reek of that congo so strong mto his
nostnls that he thrust his ead right out, an’
sufled with eyes half shut. A wretty-looking
beast he were! But I shot snapping, cut his
jug'lar, an’ he rolled mto the open pretty nigh
dead. I was londing agm mighty hvely, I tell
you, when the varmin stopped strugghug, aw’
broke into &t tow soft ery that I've heerd tuncs
an’ ag, an allues with a thump of the heart.
It's a sweet sound enough, sir, isw'tit 2—sweeter
than one could have cxpected from such a
throat—but st's been the death cry of many a
stout Ligrero—the lust sound he's heerd on airth,
I pushed the Lall down wath a jerk, an my ram-
vod snapped ! Tle hon bitted tns beautiful head,
all stained with blood an’ foam, an’ called ngin
faintly ; then his great green cyes opened an'
closed, an' his lead fell backwards heavly, 1
drew my machete, and tried to slink through the
bushes; but as 1 turned, the cry was answered
an’ his mate bounced into the cleaning, eyes all
aflame like lawps, an' baic bristling from nuse
to il  She smelt the blowd, an” lapped it
rolled her mate over, an’ dashed about roaring.
Ay, that would ha' been a tine sight in a cage !

1 said to myself. * Your fathers son, Jos
Frazer, should have spurk as goud as a dicty
Ind'an.” Then I drew a lung breath, tovk my
bowie in wmy teeth, wiped the handle of my
machete, an’ stepped clear of the bushes, She
roared like sudden thunder, then ciouched
closely down with her belly to the ground, an’
tried to get belund me. 1 stepped on,  She
stretehed her tail straight out, aw’ strained down
closer I planted my right foot fust, an' leaued
forward With a roar Like the shout of an earth-
quake, she sprang up, claws outstretched, an’
big mounth gaping an’ bluody. I struck fair as
an Ind'an figrero, an' cleft her skull like an
apple, butslie threw me over, an cut my legs
an' shoulders badly befure 1 coutd push from
underneath. It were a uear tiing, boys!

“ That's how I was tracked on the Serebpiqui,
sir. I carrivd the shing tu Greylows, got the
reward, an’ sold ‘em.  But such & suare as that
is dear at twenty-five dollars

NOTHING LOST.

NoTiiNe is lost: the drop of dew
That trembles on the leat or slower,
Isbut exl. 4, to fall nucw

In summer's thunder-showor;
Perchance to shine witlnn the bow
‘That fronts.the sun at fall of day—
. «chance to sparkle in the flow
Of fountains far away.

50 with our deeds, for good or §il,

Ihey have their power, scurce understood ;
Then let us use our better will

To rake them rife with gead.

Lake circles on a lake thes go,

Iing within nng, and never stay.

Ob, that our deeds were fashioned so

That they might bless alway!

REVIEWS.

History of the Panama Railread, and of the
Pacific Mwl Steamship Company, together
with a traveller's gwde and business man's
haud-book : by F. N.Om1s, M.D., with illus-
tralins by the author. New York: Ilarper
& Bros., publishers. Mountreal : Dawson Bros,
We hinve seldom been more interested by a

book of this nature than by this account of the

Isthmus of Panawma and its commercinl con-

nexions,  The title i3 assuredly not very

promising to the general reader, but it is impos-
sible for any one who turas over the leaves of
the book even casually, not to light upon some
interesting facts, or some vivid descriptions,
which prove how well the author has performed
his task, The illusteations, also by the author,
arc about thirty innw.ows, andalmost . alise to
the cye the verbal ucscriptions of the volume,
which, as most renders will acknowledge, is in.
deed high praise.  The wood-cut at page 36 of
the * Ancient Bridge at old Panawa,” and that
at page 98 of “ Stephens's Tree” are especially
deserving of notice, where all the drawings are
good. Subjoined to the account of Panama are
descriptions of the Republics of Ceutral, and
also of South America, with important details
about their topography, climate, agriculture,

natural productions, &c.

We are tempted to extract for our readers the
following description of a vare variety of the
Urchid family known as the Espiritu Santo.
Its blossom, of alabaster whiteness, approaches
the tuhip in form, and gives forth a powerful per-
fume not unhke that of the magnolia; butitis
neither for its beauty of shape, its purity of
color, nor 1te ‘ragrance that it is chiefly esteeed.
Resting vattiun the cup of the flower, so mac-
vellously formed that no humanskill, be it never
so cunt.ng, could excel the resomblaace, lies
the prone image of a dove. Its exquisitely
mouldel pinions hang Lifeless from its sides, the
head bends gently forward, the tuny bill, tipped
with o delicate carmine, almost touches its
snow-white breast, winle the cxpression of the
entire image (and it requires no stretch of tho
imagination to see the expression) scems the
very incarnation of meckness aud ethereal in-
nucence.  No ono who has seen it can wonder
that the early Spanish Catbolic, ever on the
alert for sotne phenomenon upon whichto fasten
the idea of amiraculous origin, should bave
bowed down before this matchiss flower, and
named 1t Flor del Hsprite Santo, or the flower
of the Holy Ghost: nor that the still more
superstitivus Indian should bave accepted the
imposing title, and ever after have gazed upon
it with awe and devotional reverence, ascribing
& pecuaar saaclity even to the ground upon
wiieh it blossoms, and to the very air which it
loads with its dehietous fragrance.”

Henry VIIH, and his Court; or Catherine Parr.,
An Historiceal Novel, by L. Miblbach. Two
volumes in one. New York; D. Appleton &
Co. (From Dawson Bros. ; Montreal.)

Nuvel writing, says a gever American enuc
is gencrally deened to bo'as * casy ;" as lying;
and the facility with which things ¢alled novels
are written scemes to favor the dogma.  Still,
we humbly conceive it to be an crror.  Many
persons bave attained & marvellous profictency
in falsehood, and tell lics as assiduously as a
friar does his beads; but the number of great
novelists is small.  Lyivg therefore is no key to
the mystery of romance writing. Let us seck
the solution in & rarer quality—truth. ©JI can
write prose as well as Mr. Pope *¢said the
sagacious Edmund Curll, the bovkseller, ¢ but
he has e knack of rthyming which I do not
possess.” Now the difference between Mr. Curll
and Mr. Pope is no greater than that which
exists between good and bad novelists. The
former have a certain knack which tho latter
cannot obtain; and this is the knack ot seeing
and telling the truth, Hero is an important
distinction. The power of faitbfully delincating
life, claracter, society and manucrs, 18 one of
the rarest gifts of genius, Inits greatest mant-
fostations, it is felt to be the noblest exercise of
a creative mind, y

During the last few

years ﬁﬁ$§iﬂh}bach' has
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poured out from the press an alarming number
of what she calls historical novels. They all
bear a strong family likeness to onec another,
aud thoir maternity can never bo mistaken.
Thero nro seventeon of them oither published or
about to be published : and thio man who would
undertake to peruse them all, would probably
reduce himself to hio same vacuity of mind,
nftor which it is srid that Carlyle once strove
upon losing some valuable manuseript, when he
deliberately read through the whole of' Captain
Marryat's productions, -

In saying this wo do not mean to imply
that Miss Miihlbacl’s writings are tedious or un-
intereating to the goneral reader. Such i3 not
the case, Sho has performed with considerable
ability in many instances the task which she
proposed to herself, namely, to illustrato histori-
cal fucts by romances constructed in the spirit
of history. S!o has presented to us history ina
romantic form with animated descriptions; and
if we miss in her novels the touch of Scott's
genius, revivifying the past and identifying us
asit were with scenes long since enacted, we have
atany rate to thaok her favouring us in ler vol-
ume of Henry VIIL, with a skilfully constructed
plot, and picturcsque grouping of well-drawn
historical characters. Withont burdening the
book with references to recognized authories on
the history of the time with which sho deals,
Miss Mahlbach hasshownby a few briefnotes that
sho bag over borne in mind that historical accu-
racy without which all romances of this class
must be utterly valueless to the well-informed
student.The book is neatly printed, and will no
doubt enjoy an extensive circulation.

Rayyonps Heroise. A Novel, New York:
Harper & Bros, Publishers,, Moutreal : Dawson
Bros.

Tho Messrs, Harper bave conferred a great
boon upon thoe reading commumty of tlns con-
tinent, in selccting for republication, only those
English novels wluch have attaned in the old
country, some well merited renown. Raymond's
Iferoine, the last addition 1o the ¢ Library of
sslect novels,” has recewved n England more
than an ordinary chare of praise. Our readers
who have access to & pile of the * Saturday
Reviews * will find 1n it3 1ssue of April 13th, a
highly laudatory notice of the work in ques-
tion.

Tho London Times also, and the Ezaminer,
papers chary of mndisciminate culoginm, have
carefully deawn public attention to the musterly
construction of the story, the natural develop-
ment of it characters, 1its vivid incidents, aud
its well written narrative. This tale, says a
critic in the Atheneum, is written by one who
has n master's eye for scenery, and that in the
double sense; an eye for landscape as it is—for
the peculiarities of moorland, sward, wood,
water, village—and also for the moral signifi-
cance of these visible marks, for what may be
called thoe sentiment of external nature. The
Black Moor, withits trecless surfuce, its stunted
gorse, and aubandoned coal-pit, is pictured to the
imagination with a force that reminds the reader
of sketches by Chrome. The protty fineries, and
the weird and yct monotonous misery of St
Austin’s, the busy town and port, are only less
strongly marked by character than the sur-
roundings of Black Moor Farm, Again we have
real conversation in this book, as the Examiner
well remarks, not the stitled and mechanical
phrascology nowhere to be heard but in bad
novels and bad plays. The chatter of the work-
people is uncommonly true and lively, In the
next place the story—and it is & very good one
—is well told. Ot course there is sowe crime,
more mistake, and much repentance. Minna's
education in nobleness is a lesson of the highest
value; and few young ladies will be able to
pass through the proper stages of sympathy with
her trinls, her sufferings, and her final puritica-
tion, without baing made better women by ther
pleasant exercise of thought.

Taacesny’s T.ecTCres. The English Humorists.
The Four Georges. Complete in one volume,
Now York: Harper and Brothers, publishers.
Montreal :_Dawson Bros. ’

This is the'$econd volume of 2 new and hand-
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some edition of Thackeray's complete works,
When Thackeray undertook to write upon a
particular period of history, ho thoroughly satu-
1ated his mind with a knowledge of the time by
tho most varied and extonsive reading. He then
carcfully digested the materials thus laboriously
acquired, and the result has given to the world
in lectures, which for keen appreciation of the
cpoch described, and far-seeing criticism cnun-
ciated in a perfect style, have seldom, if ever,
been equalled. The first volume of this serics
was tha genial # Pendennis.” We would heartily
recommmond all admirers of Thackeray—and who
is not his ndmirer 2——to purchase this cdition, as
being the best published.

ECCENTRIC PEOPLE.

MARTIN VAN BUCHELL AND SIR JOIN DINLEY.

FPMIERE are no qucer people now; no ex-

traordinary churactera, no singular beings,
Sucicty scems to have been brought, somchow,
to a kind of dead or living level, so that for one
of ils members to be an original, i3 considered
to qualify him for Bedlam. The records of
some of the queer people who claimed attention
before wo were born are stifl to be found in odd
pamphlets and dog’s-cared volumes at tho doors
of second-hand booksellers, or may be occasion-
ally gathered from the recitals of old-fashioned
folks with pleasant memories of their youth,
before table-turning superseded the ordeal of the
Bible and key, and when Johanna Southcote had
not yet given place to Brigham Young,

Singularly enough, references to these queer
people occasionally survivein the cant orslang
Janguage which finds its way into boy’s schools
and is preserved there. Why, for instance, do
we so often hear of alacrity in connection with
¢ old Boots 2" Old Boots was once tho boots of
o celebrated inn at Ripon, and his fame was
spread abroad in consequence of & personal pe-
culiarity which cnabled him to hold a coin be-
tween the end of along noso which turaed down
aud the point of a long chin which turned up.
His fees were no doubt considerable, and his
willingness to respond to the good nature of hig
patrons even .. ‘ho sacrifice of some personal
dignity elevated him into a proverbial personage,
but only his official name remains. He was
called old Boots till he dicd, and bad, perbaps,
forgotten that be ever had any other,

Who twould now consult a doctor if he exhi-
bited the cccentricitics of the once famous Mar-
tin van Buchell ? and yet worthy Martin was
very nearly being appoiuted dentist to the king,
There are queer people amongst our doctors still,
but the queerness is of rather a more private
character, They don't rid~ on a rough pouny
painted of a picbald pattern, nor do they adver-
tisc that ladics in delicate health may receive
great benefit from purchasing hairs from their
beards. The father of Van Buchell was tapes-
try maker to King George the Second, so that
the future doctor may be said to have been torn
under the shadow of the court, and he commmenc-
ed his carcer as groom of the chamber to Lady
Talbot, in whose scrvice he saved mongy enough
to ecnable him to commence the ¢ study of me-
chanic3 and medicine, ¥ the latter under the
tuition of William and Johu Hunter. Like many
other medical aspirants, Van Buchell first
appeared as a dentist, and was so successful
that lic i3 said to have received as much as
cighty guineas for a set of fulse teeth; but he
also devoted himself to mechanical inventions
connccted withsurgery,aswell as patent sticrups
aud other contrivances long since forgotten,

The most extraordinary freak of this eccentric
philosopher was exhibited after the death of his
first wife, from wbom hc was so unwilling to
part that he had her body cmbalmed, ard for a
long time kept it in & glass case in thedrawing-
room, whcre numbers of persons went to see it,
and in order io acconnt for such a strange whim
invented a report that he was entitled by a
clause in a will to certain money so long as his
wife ¢ remained above-grynnd.”

His was = queer houschold : but little meat
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cvents, he partook of nono of the latter, though
he may have winked at its consumption by his
wife, for ho mnde it & rule to take his dinner
alone, and whistled when he wanted any-
thing.

He wasg twice marricd, and on each occasion
gave his wife the choice of wearing cither white
or black clothes from that time thenceforth, 1'he
first chose black, the second white, so that he
had an opportunity of d.scovering which was
most becoming , but neithe. of themever appear-
ed in colours, His own a_pearanco twas not a
little singular, aud, as at one period, he took a
fancy for selling cakes, nuts, apples, and ginger-
bread at his street-door in Mount Street, Berke-
ley Syuare, he beeame, perhaps, rather more
notorious than fumous, although there was really
a certain dignity about his fine flowing beard in
days when everyhody sbaved clean. Imagine
him, however, ona grey pony untrimmmed and
uadocked (for his objectiou to hujr-cutting ex-
tended to the clipping of animals) with a shal.
low, narrow brimmed hat, rusty with age, a
brown coat, .nd unbiacked boots; bis steed not
only decorated with streaks avd spots of black,
green, or purple, but furnished, vy way of head-
gear, with a sort of spring blind, which could
be let down over the aniwal’s eyes in case of his
taking fright, or to conccal any particular object
at which he wag likely to shy.

Van Buchell was said to be really skilful, and
might have attained to a first-rate practice but
for his extraordiuazy whims, one of which was
that he would never visit his patients. The
motto which appeared in all his advertisements
was , ¥ I go to noue , " and it isrcported that he
once refused a fee of five hundred guineas offer-
cd by an eminent lawyer who desired him to come
and prescribe for him.

His advertiscments were even more whimsical
than bis appearance, and yet they bad in them
flashes of humorous common sease. One of them
was in the form of an address to George the
Third, and set forth that © Your majesty’s peti-
tioner about ten years ago had often the high
honour, before your majesty’s nobles, of conver-
sing with your majesty, fuce to face, when we
were hunting of the stag in Windsor Forest.” It
was certaioly true that the ingenious eccentri-
cities of tho doctor very often attracted the no-
tice of his sovercign. He wag, in fact, just tho
sort of person to whom George the Third was
likely to be communicative on a chance meet-
ing, and it is easy to imagine that the king was
curious to discover the cflects of the long beard,
and willing to admire the little mechanical con-
trivances of the robust doctor. Oune of the fa-
vourito advertisements of Van Buchell was the
quotation from an essay on the subject of beards.
1t was headed, % Beards the Delight of Ancient
Beauties,” and went on to say, ¢ when the fair
wera accustomed to behold their lovers with
beards, the sight of a shaved chin excited senti-
ments of horror and aversion ;" and so on, nar-
rating the story of the cropping of Louis the
Seventb, the consequent divorce ¢f Eleanor of
Acquitaine, her marriage with the Count of An-
jou, and the subsequent wars which ravaged
France for three hundred years. In another
public announcement he says, “Let your beards
grow locg that ye may be strong in mind and
body ; leavo off deforming, each himself reform.”
In another and much madder effusion, he speaks
of himself as having “a handsome beard like
Hippocrates,” and as “a British Christian man,
with a comely beard full eight inches long.”

Probably, few men have made more capital
out of a beard than Doctor Van Buchell, though
there are still many men who owe wuch to the
appearance given to their faces by this appen-
dage, and who would sink into comparative in-
sigaificance if they were once to be induced to
shuve. Their strength, liko that of Samson, is
in their bair, which may be said to be a preface
witheut which they would not be able g assume
so confident an address. Whother his beard or
his amperate manaer of living had most to do
with it, it ig certain that Van Bucbell cnjoyed &
robust old age, and bis vencrable figure was
well known at, the Westminster Forum, a sort
of debating society of some note; but which,

and no fermented drink was allowed ; at all

duriog the agitation caused by the writings of
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Paine, was suspected of having deteriorated
through the optrons of svwe of 1ts wembers.
The ductor, huwever, always exercised the right
—clauned by every dividunl according to the
rules—uf reading aloud a chapter of the New
Pestament, and at that pertod he frequently
vistted Newgate for the purpuse of consoling the
priseners cutthined there on nccount of seditious
practiees. In 18v6, Doctor Vau Buchell suflered
n great domestic calamty i the fuss of hts eldest
sunt, but he lived forsume yearsatierwards, and
there are still people who remember as children
Learing of the bouse 1 Mount Street, with ats
wotto of, %1 g0 to none.”

Do any of my readers remember Sic John
Innely, Kuight of Windsor ? It 15 scarcely pro-
buble, and y et s s « grotesque shadow not al-
together disconnected with a tragedy. Ihs
father was Sic John Dinely Goodyere, who bad
taken the name of Dinely m consideration of the
estate be held from lus mothers faunly, aud who,
being on bad terms with his younger brother,
Captiun Samuel Dincly Goodyere, of the Ruby
man of war, threatened to disinhientt Inm an fu-
vour of bis cousin, Juhn Foote, the clder brother
of Samuel Foote the comedian.  Domestie dis-
agreements and a casein the Divorce Court had
already sssued i the unfortunate kmght disown-
g s wife, and 1t was the fear that e mght
re-marry and that an acknow ledged heir should
be born tothe estate, that first led to the animos-
1y of his younger Lrother. In order to ke
some attempt to reconcile the two men, 2 good-
natured friend took the opportunity of Captain
Goodyere's sup Iymg off Bristol, and mvited
then to his house to dinner.  They met without
quarrelling, and parted with seemmng friendship;
but a few days afterwards there were rumours
that the clder Lrother hiad disappeured, and at |
the next sessions Samuel Goodyere, late Cape
tain of the Ruby, was mdicted for mding and
abettiog in the murder of Sir Jobn Dinely Good-
yere, Baronct.

A Mr. Roberts, who kept the « Winte Hart”
on College Green, just opposite the house of the
gentlernan where the brothers had dined, de-
posed that the prisoner came to his house carly
ic the morning the day before the murder was
committed,and ordered i to geta dinnerready
for six men. These six guests having assembled, |
they wiked much about some persen nawmed |
\ahony, who, bowerer, was not one of the com-
pany, though Roberts knew lum well as 2 visi-
tor at his house. The men who dined there were
dressed like seamen, and Roberts thought the
captain was giving a treat to some of lus cresw;
hic was a hittle surpnsed, bowever, when o mes-
sage was sent 1o nake tea for the nen, that
being n beverage not generally appreciated by
sailors in thosc days. Charles Bryant was ouc
of the six men who bad been lired by Captain
Goodyere to scize the acceased, and forcibly to
run him on board the Ruby man of war. After
dining at the ¢ White Hart  they stoed on the
balcony watching for a sigaal, and when that
signal was gizen they left the tavern and over-
took the deceased knight, aad at once dragged
him towards the rope-walk, where tiwvelve more
men joined them, and hurnied Sir Johin on board
a boat near the Hotwells. The prisoner was
with them all the tume dicecting them, and stop- |
ped the moith of the deceased with tus cloak
when hie called out * Murder! I am Sir John
Dincly Goodyere” Some people asked what
was the matler, but they were answered by the
asscriion that a criminal had cscaped from a
ship and Lad just tien been captured. When
they got into wic boat, the knight, addressing
his brother, said—* Brother, I kuow you hiave
an intention to murder me; I beg that of you
arc resolved to do 1t you will do it here, and
not give yoursclf the tronble of taning me dunn )
to your ship.” Upon which the pnsuner replica
—* XNo, brother, I am going to present your

rotting upon land, bLat, however, I would have
jou mahc rour peRce with God thus might.
Tpon this he was humicd on board, and the
crew were told not to mind lus noise, for hc was
magd, and had been htought on buand to prevent ¢
his making away wath himsclf. They thenthrust
him into tke purser’s cabin, and all the ruflians
cxcept 1wo were ordered on shore. .

Mr. Berry, the first lieutenant of the Ruby. the' some of them, it i3 to be feared, by practical
slup's cooper and his wife—ail three watehed ! jokers, who damaged the holiday attire of the
the procecdings in the purser’s cabin, throngh ! poor vain gentleman, but he kept on adter-
a crevico in the partition. The prisoner, sud ! tising, and waiting and hoping for the Jady who,
two men named Mahony «nd White, stayed with ! with a fortune of not less than a thousand a
the deceased and arranged their sanguinary bar- ! year, would consent to becume buroness, and
gt Mahoney was to have two hundred pounds,  receive u settlement of a possibly coutin zeat
W tnte one hmndred and fifty pounds and all that ' three hundred thousand puunds when Sic Jobn
the murdered man had about him.  Goodyere ' obtained his rights,
stood sentry with a sword and pistol, while! The old gentlewan never achieved success in
Winte held the vietin's hand, and Mabony teied ¥ this steange pursuit, but died in 1808 & Windsor
to strangle lam with n handkerchief, in which ! pensioner ~ but he persevered to the last,  Per-
be was afterwards assisted by his companion, | haps the fame which he liad obtained, founded
buth of them pulling it as hard as they could ’ as it wus on & sort of contemptuous arausement,
but the kmght counmning to straggle and ery ! beeame sweet 10 bim after he had given up lus
for help, Goodyere ordered Mabony to take o ‘ hopes of an alliance. At all events he persisted
cord wiieh he had lnid ready, and with this he ' in advertising to the last, and the terms of his
was at ast strangled hut not without great vio- ! proposals were not in the lcast abated, Inone
lence, White took cight guineas and a gold | of them he says, ® As the prospect of wy mar-
watch from the pockets of the murdered man, ! riage has much increased lately, I am determined
and showed them to Guoodyere, whercupon he | to take the best means to discover the lady most
gave them what money he hiad about him, and ! liberal in her esteem by giving her fourteen days
told them to get nshore direetly, that they might ' more to make her quickest steps towards matri-
eseape before daylight. The discovery of the { mony, from the date of this paper until cleven
murder was perfectly aceidental.  Mr. Smith! o’clock the next morning , and as the contest
(the gentleman at whose house the brothers had ! will be superb, honourable, sacred, and lawfully
died) heard on the following evening that a! affectionnte, pray do not let fulse delicacy inter-
person of respectable appearance wag hurricd in ' rupt you in this divine race for my cternal love
a very violent manvuer over College Green, and ! and an infant barenet.” In the Reading Mer-
that a gentleman whose description answered to | cury for May 24, 1802, appeared an address to
that of Captam Goodyere assisted in thrusting ' ¢ Miss in her Teens,” saying, © Let not this sa-
hun ateng  The suspicious of Mr Smith haviug ! cred offer esecape your eye. I now call all qua-
been aroused, from his kuowledge of the ill-feel- } lified ladies—marriageable—to chocolate at my
ing betw:en the brothers, and his having learn- ! house every day at your own hour. Pray, my
ed that the Ruby was only waiting for the frst ' young charmers. giving me a fair hearing, do
fur wind, he applied early the next moraing to | wot let youy avaricious guardians unjustly fright
Heury Combe, the Mayor of Bristol, for an offi- ° you with 4 false account of a forfuiture, but let
cer 10 gro and search the ship before she wag out ! the great Sewell and Rivet's opinions cunviace
of the bberty of the city.  This ission was en- | you to the contrary, and that I am now in legal
trusted 10 the water-bailill' and his officers, who ! possession of these estates, and with the srit
had no sooner reached the vessel's side than ! ofan beroine command my £300,000, and rank
thiey lieard the account of the licutenant and the | above half the ladies in our imperial kingdow.”
cooper. Captain Goodyere was seized at once. } ln the [pswick Journal of August 21, the same
Goodyere, Mahony, and \White received sen-! year, be addressed @ The Angelic Fair of the
tence of death, and were hanged in chains to the | Tree English Breed,” and winds up by saying,
north of the Hotwells, in sight of the place | “Pull no capson his account,but favour him with
where the ship lay when the marder was come- ! your smiles, and preans of pleasure await your
mitted. steps.” ‘These eflusions were all signed, and

The son of the unfortugate gentleman, who , spplicants were dirested to add:ess bim at his
cawe into some portion of the family property, residence at Windsor. Sir Jobn Dmﬂ.’:’_ was
and seemed always to expect to make good his ; another word for a sort of amatory Don Quixote,
title to the whale, cut <o strange a figurc ia the | & man whose absurdity had sometbing about it
world that people might well wonder how sy | which gave it an * air tendre” His great
comwical & person should be, as 11 were, the oply | amusemeni—besides that of attending auctions
living representative of cuch a tragical cvent. ! when the poor old fellow could afford to spend
Sir John Dinely spent years in the pursuit of | 2 shilling or two—was an occasional visit to
various ladies of fortune, until he had ahinost \t‘“!Xh““O“o.ﬂ London llxc_mre. l}ﬁ{““‘- going to
entirely exhausted his own means. By that time, | tither he apprised the public of his jntention by
and when he was a spare, middle-aged geatle- | an advertisement, and always took up bis posi-
man, with queer, old-fashioncd, seedy ganaents, | tion in the front Tow of the pit, or paraded in
which et had about them something of a court | the most conspicuous portioas of the * Royal
fashion, the interest of Lord North procured for | Gardens.” Singularly enough, his visits 1o these
Lim the pension and residence of a poor Kuight | places of public entertainment were in the na-
of Windsor. Iis one fible—his character being | ture of an extra attraction, for the Sir Johu
quite harmless and good-natured—was a kind ’JO'"’ Dincly nights were sure to draw a largs
of amarons Platanism + all bis talk and nost of | attendance, especially of the ladics, who went
his amuserent was in reference to his supposed o see the strange, old-fhshioycd gentleman with
proceedings to obtain a wife. until ke beeame a ! sentiments, the natore of which it “0“‘9 be f"f‘
public character, and bis matrimonial advertise- | ficult to guess, except that they were like him-
ments, bic oll-fashianed finery, and his mather <elf, the slmd?w of something in which the co-
camteal figure were <awell known to the public, | mieal was a little subllued 3 a sort of melan-
that hie beeame a character, and was recogaised | choly dignity.
as one of the queer fulks of the time.  Of course
his small peasion made the practice of strict
cconomy a necessity, and in Windsor hie wnight
sometimces be seen on bis way from the chand-
ler's shop carrying his own small purchases; but
not without & certain dignity, which showed
that be believed ke was only under & temporary
reserse of fortune  Very different was bis ap- | #Here, come liere, quick! Can you tcll me
pearance when e was on his way to the place | who these two ladies aro now passing on the
where he haped 10 weet same fair respondent to  other side of the road—the one with the parsol
one of his advertisements in various eountry ! light green, and the one with the dress of
ucwspapers.  If the day turned out to be wet, | gaaic ?°
he was generallv mounted av o qeirafbighpats | The speaker’s inicrest scemed enlirciy engros-
teps, and his costume was at least half & ecen- | sed by the two ladics, about whom Le was in-
tury behiad the time, eansisting of an emhmi- | quiring, and be scrutinized them with thecye of
dercd velvet waisteaat <afin Lireschas otk T ape who scemed desiruus of thoroughly master-
stockings, ond a full-bottamed wig  Perhaps | jng overy detal of thelt appeatance, in order to
the interviews and adventures which cnsued | impress them on bis mind. »
from his pursuit of matrimonial fortune repaid | A waiter ,be he wheresoever hejagyy, is invaria-
the trouble, for numerous assignationu: ~ere kept, | bly more or less flattered by being, as it were,

THE COUNT'S FIASCO.

CHAPTER 1.
# Waiter "—* Yes sir.”
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sdmitted to oncs confidence, to be made the
wediam of commumeating httle pieces ofintelli-
gence of the description of the above inquiry,
and, of he be a man of ordinary nous, will cn-
deavour to keep himself well posted in such lit.
ue matters as furm the staple of the questions of
wany of the visitors to the establishment which
cmploys lnm-—such as minor scandals, and the
wlentification of passers and visitors, The wait-
er addressed was of as jnquiring a turn of mind
ag the general run of liis class, and he had gain-
ed some time since the information svugl:t by his
questioner.

“ Yes, sir,” he replicd, with alacrity, and with
that inevitable flick of the napkmn which is
wevitably in tue hands of every waiter, * yes,
sir, that there one with the pea-green parsul is
Miss Courtenay, and the old Indy is her ma,
They did stop in this house some few days, but
they’re living in the square now. Very nich old
lady sir,—very rich."”

“ Dear me,” smid the gentleman medititavely.
«Courtenai! A prelty name, vera pretty name,
Mes. Courtenai and Miss Laura.”

“You know them, then, sir 7" said the waiter,
noticing how glibly the christian name of the
young lady came fromn his tongue,

# Kuow them ! ¢xclaimed the gentleman, al-
wost fiercely, * how should I Kuow them, when
I ask you of them—tell me 2°

“ Bege pardon, sir,” repliced the waiter, humbly,
~but 1 did nottlunk [ sad the young lady's
name.”

“ Bsb, it was you who said the name, or how
should I know 1t ?" asked the gentlemnan. * That
15 cnough.”

The extinguished waiter retreated to his mal-
ufarious (we@ might almost say ubiyuitous) du-
ties, and the gentleman seated himself by the open
window, and, highticg a cigar, remamed for a con-
siderable time 1n & brown study, with the cool
cveuing air playing over his face,

« By Jove !” hie mauttered to himself presently,
m bis native language, * that waiter bas a quick
car, and some of us mortals arc but pour fools
after all.  Courtepay ! I wonder how long these
same 1adics azean staying here? aud I won-
der —-"

tce did not finish the thought verbally, but by
blowing a great cloud of smoke from his lips,
and he watched it as it circled upwards on the
calm cvening air uatil it was lost as it spread
and dispersed, becoming thin as the atmosphere
with which it mingled.

The pronunciation of tlus gentleman has al-
ready made it plain that his native country was
not Britain ; but if it has pointed to any one
country more than another we arc mistaken.
His was, perhaps, hardly the style of Eaglish
one would expect to hear from an Italiad ; yet
Monsicur Eugence Picciolini belonged to that
nation—so he gave out. He was the only son
of an Itahian noble, who had taken to wife a
French lady of ngh birth, and he accounted
for his French christian name by having one of
Ins motbers relations for a godfather. Beyond
the statement of these facts he did not go, and
mndeed his friends in England scemed so few,
and were 50 scidom seen by him, that it would
bardly bave been warrantable, from ther slight
acquaintance with bum, to make further inquir-
18 concerning his private affairs, which surely
could be but of minor interest 2o them. It was
evidont that his connectigns were not of the
lower orders, for be bimsclf was most lavish in
his expenditure, living in tht very best style the
resources of his botcl could produce. And then
tho man himself!  Was not his mannersablime-
Iy magaificent, and was not his carriage unex-
ccpuionable 7 So, at least, the proprictor of the
hotel an the fashionable watcring-place, where
he had taken up bis quarters, d~clared, and we
have no desire to gainsay bim at present, for,
surely, ho (as he said), secing so many of the
anstocracy and the first peoplein the land, mast
be capable of qiving & reliable opinion,

put another term on §t), ke bore plainly the !hnndsome girl, and in her delicate pearly eilk
stamp of that clags, the iadividuals of which are | dress scemed almost tvo angelic for a creature
80 happily designated, * distinguished foreign- ; of worldly desires, and pumps, and vaniiaa
er«.” ~ Ilo was not haudsome, we hase said, but | To describe her were & vaun attempt ; no artist,
gtill he was fur from puin. lis features were jeven, could do justice to her soft brown-grey
well formned, and his complexion was goud— , eyes, shaded by loug dark silken Inshes, that
clear, but dark, of course, 4s becumes & native , added great puwer to the expression of the orbs,
of thuse balmy southern clunes i which his | —or to so exquisitely cat aud finely moulded a
younger days halbeen passed, and his mous- | nose, us purely Grecian, as ever enraptured an-
tnche bad the twirl wreprochable, wlishas, he | cient sculptor, or, to her moath, which wreath-

wore searcely any,
M. Picciolini was alune at his hotel, without
even Talet or servaut of any sort; but then his

j ed in smiles, would steal the heart of the variest

tly undulating into curls, that glistened like

1 mizanthrope. er hair too, ripply brown, gen-

was only a temporary svjours.  In a few weeks | wavelets in the summe- sun, would try the skill
hie wonld take wing to London, therefure what | of a Raffaelle or Murill. | and her complexion,
need of retinue? The great metropolis would | neither dark nor fair, b t happily graded he-
supply all thuse wants which the small resour- | tween the tiso, would Laffle the manipulation
ces of a sea-side town could not so efliciently | of any shades of colour. Oue sces only one
provide. ¢ It needed no valleys and all them | such fuee in a lifetime.
things,” said the servant of the hotel, to show | ¢ Laura, my darling,” said Mrs. Courtenay,
that  the Count,” as they had christened him, | turning her glance in the same direction as her
belonged to the ficst in the Land—his manner | daughter, “that sunset is very lovely; but
was quite sufticient, but then they may bave | there is so much gliare that really the sea is
been prejudiced, for his largesses certainly had | quite dazzling to look upon.”
been well and wisely distributed i the rauks | * Yes, dear mamin,” replied Laura, bringing
of the establishment ler eyes so full of exquisite feeling, to bear
His cigar finisbed, ¢ the count™ took his hat ; upon her mother's face,which the suns and chills
and strolled lisilessty down the parade, wending | of mure than one year had robbed of much of its
his carcless way among the many, who, like , Lloom; “but it is really very chamming. Do
himself, were wandering aimlessly to and fro. :yon not hegin to find the air grow chilly 2"
He passed by the numberless groups, merrily | * No, my child,” she replied,  for I always
conversing together, and by the rustic seats on | take care to wrap myself up for these evening
which so many happy couples flirted the time | drives—="
away. Lostia atrain of thought as he moved, Laura was awakened from her half-dreamy
elung, he tapped perpetually with s cane at  state, and she now allowed her eyes to roam
the toes of his shocs, as was a habit of his when | over the crowd of passers on cither side ; when
musing, attracting as he went, glances from | recognisivg a face and forin she had observed
many fair cyes, which could nut let pass uu- | before, she interrupted the maternal eloquence :
noticed so duslingué a face and figure. But he  * Look mamma,” she whispered, * there is
paid no beed to the numerous observers. A, that distinguished looking forcigner again. I
great idea had occurred to him, and fur the | wonder who he is? He always seems to look
time, thoso who brushed by him on either side | at us as if he knew who we are.”
were as nothing., Thus he paced until brouglt ;| * Which?” asked her mamma, vwho was not
to a dead stand by the wall which flavks the | so dexterous with her eyes, in picking out the
cast cnd of the parade.  There he raised hiseyes | good-luuking men from the crowd, as ber daugh-
from the ground, and the gloomy, thoughtful ex- | ter.
pression left his face. He turned about gaily,

smiled 2 smile of great self-satisfiction, as full

of latent meaning as Lord Burleigh's nod, and |

lighting another cigar, strolled his return along
the parade as joyously as any other huliday-
maker, humming the swhile, softly to himsclf,
one of the airs of bis native country.

“ A bold stroke for me,” he thought as he
passed within the portal of his hotel, * a vepy
bold stroke it shallbe. ¢ Faint beart never won
fair lady.” Mademoisselle Courtenai shall, erc
two months are past, be Madame Eugenc Piccio-
lini, or Madame la Countess Piccivlini, if shc
prefers the title.”

CHAYTER 1L,

It was on a Tucsday cvemng that M. Eugene
Picciohins had 1ndulged 1n the stroll aloag the
parade, beguiling the titme with the merry
thoughts we have recorded.  Oun the cvenmng of
the Thursday ian the same week, a simply ar-
raoged and very plan basket carnage, drawn
by a pairof neat grey ponies, passed over almost
preciscly the same ground as “ the count
traversed , with the exception that, wheress the
man walked on the path sacred to pedestraing,
the pony-cartriage passed along the roadwway.,

Two ladies were the occupants of the vebi-
cle,—the one clderly, but still good-looking,
and, with that taste which never deserts some
individuals, rather fashionably dressed; the
other, young, handsome, and more than fashion-
2bly, clegantly atticed. The clder of the two
was Mrs. Courtenay, the widow of aa offices in
the Indian army, who bad died fout ot five yeats
before, leaving his wife a fortunc of some two or
three thousand & year, aud a dacghter in the
bloom of gitthood, to pilot safely through the
cddying streams of life, until & husband should
tahe the barden from ber bands,  This daughter

had |

“ To the right” rephed Laura, motioning
' slightly with the handle of ber parasol.
* Yes, yes. I fancy I've scen him rather often
) this last week. 1 recognise bitn now you draw
iny attention to hun. But, my dear, do not talk
y of distmguished looks,” samid Mrs. Courtenay,
{ becoming didactic.  “Jlow often you may sce
| some tea-inerchiant, or confectioner, whose looks
might pass bim for onc of the acistocracy ; and,
on the other hand, how often may we seo an
carl or duke whose personacl is as mean as that
of the vericst coachmnan,”
£ Yes, mamma, I know,” responded the young
lady, somewhat testily, slightly piqued at her
parcut’s very unflattering®comparisons; “ but he
really does look like a forcign noble. Do you
rememnber the Count de M——, whom wo met
at Lady Tiptou's? Really there is & vast re-
semblance between the two.”
“ True, my dear, said Mes. Courtenny ; but
§ Still, that is no rule to go by.”

“ Very likely not,” said Laura, “still, ko
~——well, never mind.”

Lacra had feltinclined to persist ia her notion,
but she cliecked herself, pereciving that a0 good
could cotne of an argument on such a subject,
especially with her mother, who never could be
persuaded tbat any of her old world ideas were
in the remotest degree crratic.

 There!” she exclaimed, the next moment,
with a slight start, that silly pony is shying
again,  Oh, dear? it does frighten me so.”

“1t is only a little foible of his.and very
harmless,” snid her mamma, swho held the reins,
“ aud Johnny always scems more alarmed him-
sclf than inclined to be vicious.”

Johnny, the pony, was a quiet, docile animal,
but he had a silly babit of shying at anything
on the road that was out of tho ordinary ran of
street litter,—such things as picces of paper, or

These corclusions scem not wnfounded, fur | was now beside her, toging daiatily with the ansthing white, which might cross his path,
Monsicar Eugene Picciolim was a_man whom § baudle of her parasol, as she enjused the suft | but biis companion ia haroess was eqaally docile,

onc would not passed unnoticed, Truce, be was
not brilliantly bandsome so far as his personal
adornments g§dsooncerned ; but with = good
address and an ultra-confident manner (not to

breeze of evening, and watched, fut santol dive-
licr occupation, the sun descend to his couch in
ficlds of crimson and gold.

Witkout mistake, Laura Courtenay was a

I and not given to any tricks of the kind , so that,

88 Mrs. Courtenay cxpressed it, “ it was quite
harmloss.”
Arrived at theend of the parade, Mrs. Court-
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enay turned her ponies' heads, and drove back
again along the way she aad come, passing the
same groups of idlers; the same disconsolate
coast-guardsman, with the same shabby teles.
copo under his ann; the same couples, talking
suft notlungs, and ncesanntly grnnning ; tho
sume prdestrinns, the same equestrinns ; every-
thing the sume a3 she bad seen at the connnence- |
ment of hier drive, and indeed as she had seen |
duily for the lust two or threo weeks, But such
is sen-side enjuyment in a small place—or ina)
laege oue, cither, for that matter; 1wt is the wayy
the idle re-fuvigorate themselves fur the tasky
of doing nothing, and the hard-worhers prepare
themselves for o renewal of their tuil,

Johnny, the #off " pony, was a silly creature,
as the ladies had agreed.  He bad trounbled him-
self, on the way up, to perform the during and
somewhat dangerous, gymoustic feat of standing
on his biud legs at sight of a simple scrap of
seliite paper ; and pow, again, on the return
journey, the said scrap not baving been re-
moved by the local parochial sutherities, it oc-y
curred to him to repeat the expenment, winch
he did: and he scemed to derive peculiar satis-
faction—or the contrary—for his experience ;
for he stopped, prauced, and almost succeeded
in standing upright, wuch to the ularm nud dis-
may of the fair occupauts of the carriage. But
there was no such thing as cven danger to bey
thought of. Were there not a duzen hands)
ready to seize the beast by the head, and compel
him to assume a proper and decorous position §
again? At any rate there were two hands, and
those were very white and respectable-looking
appendages, neatly cncased in light Iavender
kids, the owner of which, a distinguished-lovk-
ing foreigner, when he had brought Master John-
ny to his senscs, bowed with wonderful grace
and politeness, saying he hoped * the ladies were §
not so much little bit frightened. The httle
horse vair quict, and soon hehaif himself”

 Ob, thank you very much,” replied drs.s
Courtenay, who thought 1o herself that it was;
really extraordinary that the very man whom
Laura bad termed a ¢ distinguished-lookmg
forcigu noble,” and whowm she herself, she must,
acknowledge, had noticed very often Iately in,
the course of her promenades and drives, should
come to their assistance in the hour of peril.
# Jtis a trick my silly pony has,” she continu-
ed. ¢ He will shy: but the other genemlly
keeps him steady. Thank you—it is very kind
of you to take the trouble.”

‘Then sho bowed ; but the # forcign noble "
had not yet said all his say. Iis biat was still
in his hand, and he respouded to Mrs. Courte-
nay's bow by alike inclination of his own an-
atomy.

s Isink I have the honair of address Madame,
Courtenai,” he said. 1 have hear your name
vair often from Baronct Sir Cecil Haughton
sbroad, and has promised me the pleasure of the
introduction when be may return, and I have
notice you many timesio ny prom'nade.”

As he finished speaking ¢ the count™ turned
his cye languishingly around him, allowing them,
in their circuit, to light fora wmomeat on the
face of Miss Laura, which wore a pleased and
smilivg cxpression, and was delicately tinged,
by the faintest blash, which always adds & won-
derful elegance to any face.

# Dear me!” exclaimed Mrs. Courlenay, after
having cxecuted =anotlier claborate bow, *Sir
Cecil Hanghton is one of my oldest friends,y
and I am sure any fricnd of his nced not wait
for nn introdnction till his return, which may
not be for months.  Will yon doas the pleasurc
of calling™®

The smile of delight passed over the whole
countenance of the forcign gentleman. He
would most certainly avail himself of the great
pleasure: and he mentioned the fact that his,
name was Monsicur Eugene Picciolini, and that
he at present sojourned atthehotel.  Then, wath;
another bow to eachof the ladics, bie again wan-,
dered off among the idlers.

‘How very extraordinary, mammal” saidl
Tiaurs, when the ponies were again in motion.
“ He i3 that distinguished-looking maa whown I
pointed ont to you some time since. How very
strange, is it not, that he should be a friend of
. Cecil Haughton's ™
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“1t is strange, but not very remarkable,” re-
plied her mamma, who was aware how arrogant
young folks became if theic ideas are entirely
agreed with by clders and betters.  #Sir Cecil
hus waoy feicnds both here and abroad ; he is o
very popular man wherever ho goes; indeed,
he has so many friends that I doubt now
whether it was not a great indiscretion on my
purt to say I should be glad if this person cal-
led.”

“Well, mamma, I hardly think so,” said
Laura, who wns already greatly prepossessed in
favour of the foreigner; ¢ besides, ho may nover
be able to find us—you forgot to mention where
we are livang at present.

“ Dear mel” exclaimed Mra. Courtenay, now
remembering this slight omission on her part;
“ how odd !—so I did, Well, perhaps it is best,
When I write to Cecil again [ will ask about
this stranger; and in the meantime—but there,
he is not very likely to call.”

So for the present the subject dropped : but
whether ¢ the count” entirely slipped from the
thoughts of Mtss Laura or not, we do not con-
siler ourselves privileged to state,

CHAPTER 111,

# No. all right, Wilkin. I'm awake cnough
now. Bring them to me here, and—confound
that eau de vie that Dr. Crespigny bragged so
much about. I wish I had let hisa drink it al}
himself. My head aches like anything this morn-
ing, aud—wecl), never pund. How many arc

“ Three, sir,” replied Wilkin, ¢ One English
—two frumn this zeighbourhood.”

* Ab," saud his master, a young Englishman,
who reclined 1azily on the heap of pillows on
his bed, harviog only just awakened fromm his
night's sleep.

Wilkin, whom the young man addressed, was
his valet, and who, bringing iju bis letters, had
aroused his master fromn his slumbers. The
time was balf-past eleven and the place Thun,

Sir Cecil Haughton turued languidly on his
pillotws, rawned drowsily twice, and then took
the letters in his hand, twisting them about for
Lalf a minnte each, as lazy people are wont w0
do. He was, howerer, soon satisfied with his
examination, and peerishly threw them on to the
coverlet, with another yawn aad a weary ex-
clamation.

* Hang the letters 1™ saidhe,  * I shan't read
them atall.  One is an invitation to some stupid
féte, the other seems hike a bill_or semething,
aud the English one is onc of old Mother Cour-
tenay's driveling nonentitics—1 know her band-
writing.”

“ Shall T remove them, sir 7 suggzested Wil-
kin, who knew well cnougl: that fus master did
not mean what he said.

 Please yourself about that, Witkin,” replicd
Sir Cecil, with petulant sarcasm ; « for iy part
I should perfer them to remain.”

“ Bath now, sir?2” asked the mild valet, quite
satisfied.

* In ten minutes,” returned the baronet; and
Wilkin withdrew, being weil informed that ten
minntes with Sic Cecil tmeant very much nearer
an hour.

Inthe lapsc of two or three minutes the baronet
again yawned, sat up, stretched himself, and
taking up the Ietters once more cxamined them,

# Iwasright!” he exclaimed, chicerfully, clated
by his discrimination, after glancing at the con-
tents of the first tiwo cp.stles; ¢ one is a féteto
which I shan't go, and the otheris abill—sconn-
drels are alwagys sending in Lills.  The third ie,
as 1 thuught, fromn Mrs Coastenay, with a Brigh-
ton post-mack—oh, hang her wrting!  Let it
wait. Wilkint"

¢ cast the letters agamm on one side, and
called to his valet, who of course was not within
hearing, therefore replied not.

¢ Vers good, monsicar, don't come,” exclaimed
Sir Cecil in the same instant as ke had called;
¢ I don’t want you. You'rc a humbug—a worth-
less scoundrel.”

Then he fell into a sohloqur on the compara-
tive merits or otherwise (and it was mostly
otherwise) of valets i general, and Wilkin in
particalar,

¢ It's just o month since Swmith left me, con.
found him 1" he said; ¢ consequently it's nearly
& moonth since I have bad the distinguished hon.
our of being served by Mr. Wilkin, who is g
greater humbug than Smith,  Swith, let mo
tell you " {he meant himself by ¢ you,” and he
was not always too choice in his cpithiets when
he ndddressed that same individual], ¢ was an
invaluable creature, but e wus o liar aud o
thicf, which is saying a good deal for any man
but lic understood me capitally, and suifed me,
By Jove, sir, be purloined ncarly everything
valuable [ had, and then always most unblush.
ingly declared that I had lostit myself the night
before.  Well, le's off'; I suppose heis victimi.
sing some one else now. Mullo! there's a foot-
step outside, Let’s cull Wilkin.”

As ho spoke the door opencd, and the valet
entered,

«Qh! itis you this time,” said his master,

¢ Well, that's considerate, I must say. I as-
sure you 1 haven't called more than twenty
times; indeed, I may say, hardly more than
fourteen.’”

“I'm sure T beg your pardon, sir,” replied
Wilkin, who of course didn't believe what the
bavonet gaid (but what valet would?) ¢ You
didn’t notice the bell, I expect, sic”

#Oh!” replied Sir Cecil, thus delicately re-
minded that there wasauvother means of commun-
ication with his attendant than shoutiug ; * very
well, I shall want my bath in five minutes.”

# Very good, sir,” said the valet, on the point
of retreating, this time to prepare the bath,

“ Wilkin,” cried Sir Cecil, calling him back,
“just bund e up that letter from the floor be-
fore you go. I can't understand why you putit
down there.” "

The valet did his cmployer's bidding, well
aware that the epistle in question could not
possibly have come on the loor unless thrown
down there by the bars himself; but he said
nothing.

#3Vho's it from 7* asked Sir Cecil, taking the
letter in his hand for the third time. -f But of
course you don't know—yon are new at it,
Smith could have told me whom it came from,
and what the contents were too, for the matter
of that, I belicve.”

Very deliberately he broke the sea), and began
slowly to trace a micaning in the scratehes of
the finc pen of Mrs. Courtenny :—

%My pear Cecit,—We have a gentleman
staying here now—Il mean in this place, not
with us—who says he knew you abroad, in
Venice, Milan, Rome or somewhere,—at each
place, I believe, though, by-the-bye.” Heis au
unmistakeable forcigaer, medium height, young,
handsome, dislingué, poetical (but all forcigners
arc that), and has made a wonderful impression
on Laura, whois withme lbicre. They ride and
drive together, sing and play (be plays the piano,
but all foreigners do that) togetber, and read
poetry together. 1is name is Nicolas” ¢ No, it
can’t be that! said the baronet, puzzled.)
' Emeraus Risschlessi.” [¢Ob, hang it! I can’t
vead that.  Call it Pickaxe, as the children are
taught to do when they can't pronocunce 2 long
name."] * Ilis name is ¢ pickaxcy’ and they call
him ¢the count’ down here (butall distinguish-
cd-looking forcigners get that sort of nickname
in England, and he rcally does look distin-
guished) Meis cvidently making a great im-
pression on Laura—[*So you said before, Mrs.
C’'}~* on Lanra, who is yonng and pretty and
accomplished, as you know.”

[#She's a deuced fine girl!” exclaimed Sir
Cecil, breaking off to criticise, from memory,
her charms.] .

“However, I daresay youn will know him if
¥you come back agnrin, of course yoa will recog-
nisc an old friend. Let me bear from you soon
all you know of “the count,’ and in tho mean-
tine believe mo o remain, most sincerely yours,

Cuara Szpawick COURTENAT.

% How the deuco can I tell anything about
him, yon stapid old lunatie, if T can't read his
name 2" exclaimed the baronctsomewhat testily.
* Let's try back, and endeavourgto make out tho
writing. *1lis nameis EsmesAl®wl*—no itcan't
be that,  ¢His name is Ismages Rissilino '—oh ¢
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lmng it, I can’t read i, and thats the long and
ghort of it.—\Vilkin!"”

The letter was once more cast aside, and Sir
Cecil Haughton springing from his bed, pro-
ceeded to array himself in the “ costume of tho
period.”

CHAPTER 1V,

Mrs. Courtenay complained of a slight head-
ache, and partook of her breakfust in bed. Like
Sir Cecil Haughton, she delighted to lic late a-
bed, and read hier letters over her cup of tea or
coflee, a8 the case might be,

¢ Groves," sho said to her maid, who had just
poured licr out & cup of steuming, high-flavoured
souchong, and had armnged her letters beside
ber plate, “ Groves, whom do you think the let-
ters are from? Is there a forcign onc among
them 7

“ Yes'm,” replied the confidential, “and the
writing's very like Sir Cecil's, 'm.” .

¢ Oh, very well, Groves,” said her mistress,
4T will just go over that one, and you may put
the others aside. My head will uot allow me to
read so carly this morning.”

The maid took the letters gently in her haud,
and having laid the rejected aside, broke the
seel of the favoured foreiga epistle, and banded
1t to her mistress, who adjusting her spectacles
—she seemed to be getting rather short-sighted
i the mormings, she said—set hersclf to n leis-
urely perusal of Sir Cecil’s communication.

¢ He writes & noble hand,” she soliloquised ;
“but al ! he is a noble young fellow; aud he
dates from Thun, among those horrid Swiss
mountams! I'm sure 1 wonder how he can
tolerate that place. I'm sure, for mny part, I am
thdtoughly tired of the Continent, and especinlly
that part of it.” Then she proceeded to read :—

“ My pEAR MRs. CovrTrxay,—Thanks for your
last very interesting letter. How charnaing Brigh-
tou is at this scason of the year, more especindly
as you have come across so interestiug « forcigu-
cr as you mention—*¢ the count,’ to wit, as the
natives facctiously term him. 1 am pleased to
hear Laura finds him an agreeable companion,
and I am sure ho cannot otherwise than fully
appreciate her society.  You remember how in.
veterately stupid I am—* blockhead’ my futher
used to csll me~f am well aware I ought to
be ashamed of myself, and I am, but the fact
is, I am so stupid as not to recognise the name
of your friend. I puzzled for a loug time over
the name, which, for your very distinct hand-
writing, wasa little hazy ; and, having at length
mansged to decipher it, came to this conclusion,
he must be onc of the many people I have met
abroad, and whose name, for the moment, Ican't
recall. I have meta great many Russians. 1lis
is a Russisn name—Emantoi Praviolinoi—it
seems to me, but it certainly is not familiar to
me. Immediately I remember about him, I will
let you know further; but at present, the factis
Iam rather cornered (excuse the slang, itis so
expressive), for my valet (you rememboer Smith?
and yet I suppose you do not) took it into his
head to leave me, and I am subsequently thrown
into the clutches, and completely at the merey,
of a new man. Iad Swith been still with me,
he would instantly have remembcered our friend,
for he had a memory like Dr. Pick; but, as it
is, I must wait until I meet ¢the count’—With
best wishes, ever yours,

« Crain Hacngrox.”?

#* Dear me!” exclaimed Mrs. Courtenay, as she
laid dowa the letter; * how very silly of me
not to have writtecn more plainly! Of course
Cecil could not remember a name he had never
heard, Well, well, I will write agaion, ang, this
time distinctly ; for altbough I donot doubt the
truth and sincerity of Picciolini, still it is inter-
esting to hear particulars of onc's fricndsand an-
tecedents.—Groves, one picce more sugar, please,
and—jyes, the smallest bit of toast, but no but-
teronit. I fear this fresh air begins to incline
we towards embonpoint ; aud yet I hardly think
it can?

It was ono o'clock by the time Mrs. Courtenay
made her appearanco in the drawing-room, and
greeted her daughter with her morning kiss.

Laura was_playing a scrap from Beethoven
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from the piano gaily with a cheery * good-niorn-
ing?

“Oh! mamun, dear,” said she, *“how late
you are down! I hope you arc very much re-
freshed, and that your headache is quite gone 2"

 Quite, dear, I thank you,' replied hier mam-
ma; ¢ but how fresh your colour ist Have you
been out this morning, Liura?”

The question was by no means unnatural on
the wmother’s part , for Laura’s checks were tin.
ged with an unaccustumed rosy line, and her eye
sparkled with an inward light, proceeding, pos-
sibly, from the peculine joy she experienced in
contemplating some expected picuic or croquit
fete.  She blushed still more at her mother’s
question, and for a moment did not reply.

# No, mawmma,” said Luura, #1 have not been
out” :

“Then how have you amused yourself all the
morning?” said her mawmma; * has any one of
your friends called tosee you?”

% No, noue,” replied Laura, hesitatingly ;
“well, yes, Mr.—Mougicur Piccivlini has just
c.lﬂlllcd inand stayed a short time, but that is
n ."

“Thatis all! Bat wherefore so much confu-
sion in your manuer 7" thought Mrs. Courtenay
¢ Oh, indeed 1 said she, nlond, * how very un-
usuxl of him to come so carly! flas he any
plan in view?7—1 mean any of those little ex-
cursions which seem to give him such peculiar
pleasure

% N0-0-0-0," replied Lnura, hesitatingiy.

t e i3 very amusing,” continued Mrs. Cour-
tenay ; aud there was sowme peculiarity in the
inflexion of her voice, which struck strangely on
her daughter's ear; ¢ he is very amusing and
entertaining, but really I begin to think he
comes too often to our hounse. Remember, oy
dear, heis not an old friend; we bave only
known biin for a month—hardly that.”

“ Do you not like himn, mamma?" asked Lau-
a, in 0 tone of voice and with a manner which
secmed strange to the astute parent,

¢ Like him, ny dear! said Mrs, Courtenay.
 Yes, Ilike him very well for a mere acquain-
tance, heis nothing more ; but—-"

Laura's cyes somewhat dimmed . ske did not
regard “ the count” as “ a mere acquaintance,”
that was very plaiu, and she ranained sitent,

Her mother had broken off at that #dut,” and
now sat regarding Laura with a rather puzzied
cxpression.

% ATy dear,” she said, presently, “is it possible
that you have been so silly as to form any at-
tachment for this man 7”

Laura hardly knew whether to laugh or to
cry, she felt much inclined to the latter, but she
succeeded in saying,—* It s not a silly attach-
ment, manma, " thereby confirming her mother's
half-guessed notion,

“ Then you do care about himP® exclaimed
Mr3. Courtenay, not a little surpriscd.

The daughter hesitated for a moment before
replying, then she rose from her scat, and went
closer 1o her mother's chair.

* Mammna,” she said, softly and gently, * Eu-
gene has asked me to e his wife,”

# Good gracious!” exclaimed the mother,
evincing cven more astonishment than sbe had
shown before, “and you—-"

#1 have accepted him,” said Laura, calmly
and decisively, brushing away ler gathering
tears, and allowing ber eyes to brim with glee-
ful happincss.

judge sofar as your own heartis concetaed, but
I should bave wished you to scicet for a hus-

than I do of Mousicur Picciolini.,”

possible worldly prospects and position.

——————

Huughton, taking the precaution this time of
making the name of the “ distinguished forcign-
er” thoroughly legible.

The baronet was not so good a correspoadent
s Mrs. Courtenay ; for more than & week pass-
cd away without any reply coming to the anxi-
ous inquirics about * the count,”

“We must not, however, blame Cecil,” said
Mrs. Courtenay ; *for the movements of such a
rover are most uncertain, and there are many
chances of  letter’s missing him,”

Picciolini was now 2 daily visitor at the house
of the Courtenays, much to Lauwws joy, who
was as bappy as could be reasonably expected
under the circumstances—which is saying a
great denl,

%It is very strange,” said Mrs. Courtenay one
cvening, when the trio were enjoying the balmy
air, which they mnade the utmost of by sitting on
the balcony, ¢ it is really extremely odd that I
have not yet heard from Sir Cecil,

 But, munma,” said Laura, who was just
then most generously inclined towards all man-
kind, “you know what arover he is, He may
be miles away from his letter, or he may even
h;n-c, received it, and have been unable to re-
ply.

“True,” assented the mamma, “he i3 nota
very regular correspondent, but ah, well, [
;‘:ill',scold him very scverely when next I see

iy,

“Sir Cecil was vera uncertain in all hig wais,”
said “the count,” “alittle unsettle in genernl,
when I bave had the pleasuir to know him.”

“Yes, he is; he always was a most change-
able man,” said Mrs. Courtenay, turning away
to watch the risiug moon.

“I1e may be returning home, mamma,” suggest-
¢d Laura, withinuch innocence. @ What did
he say in his letter to you the other day? Is
there any chance of it??

M. Picciolini started violently, but the move-
ment pass2d unnoticed by his companions, who,
had they seen it, we may infer, would have been
much surprised. “The count's” complexion
was dark-—swarthy, we might say; but now it
changed to & dingy white hue, and thea as sud-
denly to o brilliant scarlet.  His breath came in
ove long, deep inhalation; and, fixing his cyes
intently on Mrs. Courtenay’s face, he awaited
auxiously her reply.

“Jle did not mention it,” she said, quietly,
not aware how much interest her aunswer cou-
tained to one of her listeuers; *and I hardly
fancy it is probable, but there i3 no accounting
for his vaguries.”

Eugeac drew a sigh of relief. He was not
casily disconcerted, butnow he scemed thorough-
Iy uncomfortable in mind , and Laura, turning
her glance back to his face, and observing his
peculiar state of countenauce, started with sur-
prise.

“ Arc you ill, Eugene?” she asked, tenderly,
* You look so strange.”

It is the heat,” said be, endeavouring to re-
cover bimself, and prssing his handkerchicf over
his brow; it will pass away.”

And it did pass away, for in ten minutes tho
Franco-Italian was as gay and uncouncerncd as
ever, chatting cheerfully to the two lndies, who
never wearied of listening to his narratives of
travel and accoumts of little adventures which
had befallen him.

Yes, this seemed an evening fated to mishaps;
for again, shortly after the party had supped, M.

" Dear me, you surprise me,” smd Mrs. Cour- ) Eugene was “overcome by the heat” By a
teoay, after hinsing tegarded her daugliter for a | cutious chance he narmted an adventure which
few moments. ¢ Well, you must be the best | had occurred to amseif and Sir Cecil Haughton,

band some one of whom I kacw a little more | 1nconveniences always attending thesmall ris-

when crossing the Bernese Qberlnad—a mere
commonplace accident, with the concommitant

haps, and into the detaits of which itisunneces-

It is not to bo imagined that so intcresting a | sary to enter.
conversation would ead here, on the contrary, §
it grew to a long discussion on the mments and j conclusion of the aarration, «1 think 1 liave
demerits of Monsicur Evugene Piccrolini, and dus { hoard Sit Cecil tell that httle adventure Inm-
sclf.  How curiousit scems to hear it again from

Laura was in that happy frame of mind which | other Lips!” And while thus remarking, she
casses all things to appear rosy-hued, or golden- ; thought, * AL, Picciolim certanly must belong to
colourcd, but Mrs. Courlenay was bewsldered, § even a better famuly than he says, forl know

«Dear me " exclamed Mes. Courtenay, at the

and ill at casc, to reliese which happy state sie ) how very particular Ceeil is with whom be tra-
when her mother entéred tho Toom, and sbé roscl dispatchied another note to her friend Sir Cecil | vels.”
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¢#You have heard him tell thees 2" said Ba-
gene, somewhat embarrassed.

“ Yes, certainly,” replied Mra, Couttenay—
“lave not you, Laura? But I always fancied
he was ulone when it occurred.”

The face of Picciolini beeame of a bright sear-
let, as it had done before on the baleony , which,
being noticed by Laura, caused her to think to
herself, “ How couel of mammal It seems like
throwing a doubt on what dear Eugene says,
and forcignera are always so sensitive,”  She
however said nothing, but dear Eugeue ma-
naged to recover his usunl sang froid.

 Sir Cecil was not alwaies so acksact in tel-
ling his a'ventures as he might be,” said he
quicedly, his strong foreign accent very distinet;
# his mem'ry wasso vera bad—vera bad iudeet.”

% Yes, that is true,” assented Mrs, Courtenay,
who noticed the colour rise to the temples of her
guest, and imagined she had wonnded his ultra-
sensitive feelings ¢ Or very likely I may have
been mistaken, you know.”

“ That is true, dear madame,” said Eugene,
apparently much relieved at this half apology;
and the subject dropped, the party shortly re-
tiring.

When ¢ the count ” appeared on the following
morning he was anxious for Laura to fix the
happy day ; and after much pressing the matter,
he obtained her consent for the ceremonial to be
performed that day threeweeks. ‘The only thing
needed, therefore, was Mrs. Gourtenay’s appro-
val, the obtaining of which was hacdly su casy
a task as the fond pair had imagined, fur she
positively declined 1o say “yes™ antil a day had
been allowed her for consideration of tiie ques.
tion. She was teo wise to rush headlong into
a coraer, which did not allow of au casy retreat
in case of necessity.

“ Then to-morra morning,” said Picciolini,
smiling bewitchingly ; #to-morra morning you
shall tell me ?7?

¢ To-morrow I shall certainly have decided.”
replied Mrs. Courtenay, discrectly, * but it is
rash to be too precipitate in these matters,”

% That is your view, dear madame,” exclaim.
ed the enthusiastic Eugene 3 « but w the young
heart it ces death long to wait.”

Laura thoroughly concurred in this poctically
expressed idea ; but Mrs. Courtanay was obdu-
rate, so the aflaic remained undecided, the ulti-
mate arrangement being that mamwa's answer
sbould be given on the following evening, till
;vhich time the happy young lovers must live on

hope.

CHAPTER ¥,

On the following moraing Mrs. Courtenay was
down carly, and sat in the drawing-room with
her daughter, glancing over the papers, and fan-
cying herself profitably employed,

¢« Does Eugene come this morning, Laura?"
she asked; ¢ or will he be too much overpow-
cred to appear till the ¢vening 2

 No, mamma, he is not so crnel as to stay
away,’ replied Laura, hardly relishing her mo-
ther's balf bantering tone, #he will be here
shortly.”

# QOb, indeed,” said her mamma, drily, resum-
ing her occupation.

At this moment there was the sound of alight
footstep coming gaily up the stairs, two or three
steps at a time, and Laurs, springing to her feet,
ran towards the door with the cxclamation,
¢ There he is, mammal”?

And he was there; but not Eagene the
expected.  Laura has been too cager.

The door swuog open, and a bronzed and
bearded stranger entered the room—a young
man, handsome, and evidently beloaging to the
highest ton.

“ Gracious!” exclaimed Laura, with a little
startled shrick, as he scized her handand wrang
it warmly, laughing merrily the while.

Mrs. Courtenay was also taken very much by
surprise at first.  She secemed highly inclined to
resent such a fawiliarity on the part of this
stranger, who rushed unannounced into her
room ; butquickly recogmsing the bearded one,
she rose to her feet, and came over with both
hands extended 0 meet her greatest favourite—
Sir Cecil Haughton.

“ Dear me, Cecil, how brown you arc!” said
Mrs. Courtenay, as she shook Lotk ins hands
warmly n hees,

Cecil laughed heartily, as though brownness
were the fineat joke in the world,

“Am 1?7 svid he; “and well T may be, after
roasting for two months or so un the phuns and
in the citics, and then refrigerating wyseilf on
the monntnin-tops for another month.  Bat you
look very well, Mrs. Courtenay, and younger
every day, I duclare.”

Mrs Courtenay langhed almost as hearuly as
her guest, for she was vastly pleased, fiest atsee-
ing him, sccomlly at his complimant.

¢ Hardly that, Cecil,? said she, but this air
agrees with me,  But, come, sit down and let
me hear what makes youn turn up thus unexpee-
tedly, and let me hear your excuses for not
answering my letter.”

“So you shall,” replied the baronet. # But,
in the first plaes, Laura, why so sad ? I'thought
——but oht! 1 know you are disappeinted. You
expected some one else when I came in—)Mon-
sicur with the big name.”

Laura vlushed, which was ample confirmation
of Sir Cecil's words; but she made no reply.

¥ Wait a bit) Laura, and i 1 dou't bothier you
into spesking, blune me,” said the cheerfal
baronet, whose sarcastic mood had completely
chauged to natural, easy, and graceful good
humour,

SWell now, Mres. Courtenay,” he went on,
the teath of the anatter is this. I dud not re-
cognise the name of your esteemed forcign
acpuaintance, and as I flattered myself that §
might be more welcowme in proprid persond than
my letter would bave been, | thought I would

runover and see if I recogaised the man lnmsels,
PasT could not recall his name. hat is it—
Picciolorini?  Seo, you forglve me?”

“ Picciolini,” replicd Mrs. Courtenay.
T amply forgive you, you naughty boy."

¢ So he is no Rassian after all, but an Italian
with a Frenchman’s Christian or un-Christian
name, whichever you like,” said the bavonct.
% But I beg pardon, Laura ; 1 forgot you admir-
ed the namne,”

The baroncet turned to the younger lady, who
sat silently at theopen window, gazing listlessly
at the passers.  Bat Laura was too much pre-
occupied to have heard him, his observation
thercfore, remained unacknowledged.

After a few moments morce of desnltory con-
versation with Mes, Courtenay, Sir Cecil passed
over and stood beside the peasive figure at the
window, awakening her from her reveric by
making some commonplace remarks on the
weather, and so forth, to which she replied in
like manner.

¢ Charming view from here, Laura,” said the
baronet, who sctemed just the smallest bit un-
comfortable.

 Yes," replied the lndy, absently.

 Great many boats in sight, it strikes me,”
Gecil went on, slightly embarassed inmanner—
for what reason is uncertain,

# Yeg, a greatwany,” replied Laura, .

 Hardly so many promenaders as usual, I
think, are there?? said Ceril desperately.

& No,” responded Latra,

The baronet gave up in despair; Laure’s
monosyllables had overcome him, and he re-
lapsed into silence. She was evidently too
much pre-occupicd to pay any attention to her
mother’s visitor, being engaged in the entertain-
ing occupation of watching for some known
form amnng the loiterers; so Cecil contented
himself with joiniog this ocular search, occa-
sionally varying the monotony of the proceed-
ings by twirling the ends of his moustache.

Laura did nnt seeck much longer in vain. In
a few minutes, a form appeared among the pass-
ers, which was apparently well known to Miss
Courtenay, and on which her eyes resting, she
blushed vividiy.

« By Jove!” exclaimed Sir Cecil, also recog-
nising somebody; * theee’s that sconn—-"
but he checked himself, and the carious expres-
sion breaking over his countenance,'he burst
into a loud peal of laughter, which for the mo-
ment seemed viterly beyond his coatrol.

* Yes,

“ What now ?” asked Ars. Gourtenay, who,

having approached, had observed what had at-
tracted her danghter’s attention, but of course
could not understand what caused so much
amusement to the baronet,

# Nothing,” replied Sir Gecil, slyly, “except
that I have had the hounour, unless [ am very
wmuch wistaken, of heholding your distingmished
foreign friend, and that [ do recognise him,
although [ had (hem!) forgotten his name.”

Mrs. Courtenay opened hier cyes in wonder,
and yet there was something in the baronet's
tone not altogether displeasing 1o her; and Lan-
ra becamo as pale as the whitest marble: Sir
Cecil's words to lher sounded like a sentence of
doom.

¢ You don’t mean to saj——7" commmenced
Mrs, Courtenay, with some eagerness in her
voice.

% No, certainly not: nothing of the kind,”
seplied” Sir Cecil, readily ; but dear Mrs. Cour.
tenay, and You tov Laura, are you prepared for
a surprise

Mrs. Courtenay looked from the fuce of the
bavronet, which now wore an expression of grave
severity, to that of her daughter, and gave her
assent by a gesture, rather than by the words
she spoke, .

¢ I hardly —," she began.  * Yes, [ am.’

¢ Will you allow me to speak the first word to
your friend ? ” asked Sir Cecil,

Mrs. Courtenay bowed her head in silence,
while hier daughbter stood mutely by; and the
next moment the baronet, most inexplicably, it
scemed, shpped to the other sideof the room,and
took up a position bebind the door.

In another moment there was & light footstep
on the stairs; and the door opening, MonSicur
Eugene Piccrolim entered the room with a bril-
liant smile on his face, and a cheerful—
¢ Gopd morning, Madame Courtenai, I am
vera—"

He stopped suddenly in the middle of the sen.
tence, for the door banged loudly behind hirn,
and another voice took up the burthen of the
song.

« Bon malin, Gaspedin Picciolini, wic geht's,
amigo mio, ¥ said Sir Cecil Haughton, in fierce,
Jpolyglot badinage ; ¢ really, I bardly know in
what language to address so distinguished a
{"orcigncr ; perhaps Eunglish may be  the

est.

Sugene’s smile had deparied ; his face had
assumed a curious leaden hue, and the power of
movement had apparently deserted him, for he
stood, as it were, rooted to the spot,

¢ Ladies, "<continued Sir Cecil, advancing a
few steps, and motioning with his band towards
‘ the count,” I have the honour of presenting to
you Mr. James Smith—~at least, if I mistake not,
for really the salubrious nir of Brighton has so
altered the appearance of my——"

“ I never did you an . yjury, Sir Cecil, ” inter
tupted the pseudo-count, weekly, but in unexcep-
tionable English, ¢ and—2"

¢ And I never allowed my valet to address
me as you arc doing at present, sir, ” intercupted
Sir Cecil ; ¢ allow me to remark, that is the
door, and as I happen to know the locality of
the police station, permit me to offer as a sug-
gestion that, for your personal safety, it would
be well for you to leave, not only thishouse, but
this town also, at once.”

At the conclusion of hig sentence Sir Cecil
turned his back on the ci-derant Eugene Piccio-
lini, considering that bis words conveyed ali
the micaning desicable, and indeed there was no
necessity 1o say more, for, without utiering a
syllable, the ex-valet turned on his heel and left
the room.

Cuoarter VIL

® And a very Incky escape for us,  spid Mr,
Courtenay, speaking from the bottom of her
heart ; ¢ butin future I skall know how to treat
* distingnished forcigners.” Laura, my darling,
I can only congratulate you, and with heartfzlt
gratitude thank dear Cecil, »

Laura wasas yet too much exhausted to speak,
having only just recovered from a fainting fit,
but her cyes showed that she appreciated to the
full her mother’s sentiments, though, for the pre-
sent, she felt decply the 1083 of her dear
Eugenc. ?
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# Dear Mrs, Courtenny; “said the cheery Sir
Cecil, with a merry laugh, ¢ don't thank me,
am congratulating myself at this moment, and
am more delighted than I can tell you ; for, if
my valet is my only rival, I think even yet there
is some change forme, ?

A little Inter Sir Ceeil Hau ghton eaplained the
meaning of his words, and also accounted for his
appearance at such a time without any previous
warning. He had he snid, more than cared for
Laura for many months, and, on receipt of Mrs,
Courtenay's letter, was much disturbed muund,
but did not for & moment guess the real state
of affairs that his ex-valet, making use of the
knowledge gained in his service of the names of
his fricndg, and the greater part of theic family
Listory, had come to England, and passed himsell
off as one of his acquaintances.

Sir Cecil never imagined this; but ho was
vain enough to think that by diligent labour, he
wmight succeed in setting himself befure the fo-
reiga rival who had appeared in the field ; and
with this view he came to Brighton, Ilis
wish 2w, he said, was to gain the affection of
Laura.

Mr3' Courtenay pressed his hand warmly at
the conclusion of this little explication, and
heactily wished him success, promising him her
bestsupport. Undar such aaspices, could Sir Ce-
cil do otherwise than succeed ?

. L] *> L d *

In the evening of the same day Sir Cecil and
Mrs. Courtenay sat alone, Laura having retired
to her room in the morning, and being now
under the directions of the famnly medical advi-
ser.  Their téte-u-téte was disturbed by the en-
rance of a servant, who was the bearer of a
letter for Sir Cecil, 1t was a neatly-folded
little pink letter, delicately scented, and direct-
cd in a fine, somewhat cffeminate-looking hand-
writing. -

“Whom on carth can this be from?? said the
baronet turning the note over and over, in his
haud ? « I scem to recognise the writing.

« Qpen it,” said Mrs. Courtenay, sapicntly,
“ and you will know at once.”

« 1 will, if you will excuse me, ” said Sir Cecil,
ard he broke the seal.

His countenance was grave at first; but as
ho proceeded to read the museles of his
faco relaxed, and broke into a broad smile,

« Pear me ! ¥ said he, laughing heartily,
“ this is a curious document, Mrs. Courlenay—
shall I read itto you?”

¢ If likely to interest me, ”she replied.

¢ I promise you it will,” said thie baronet, and
he commenced to read :—

% ¢ Sip Creir, Havenrox,—We met this morn-
ing under very peculiar circumstances; and al-
low mo to say you did not behave so much like
a gentleman and a titled landowner as you
might bave done. (By the way, the title of
baronet could be purchased some two hundred
years back ; a facton which you might ponder
with advantage.) It may have scemed to you
that you frightened me to-day—quite the con-
trary, believe me. I was, I admit, taken aback
at first; but, on consideration, I find there is no
cause for me to be alarned, You could not take
proceedings against me in any legal court, 1
do not try to excuse mysclf, for a fiagco allows
of no cxcuse; and had I succeeded it would
have been the same~—no excuse wonld bave been
necessary.  Allow me, however, to say this—I
did not come to England with the intention of
imposing on any of your fricnds ; and the idea
of marrying Laura Courtenay was a notion that
strack mo after I came down here. True, I
pretended to be o forcigner; but that I always
do, because I gain more respect at the hands of
menials; and mecting your fricnds by chance, I
determined to scrape acquaintance with them,
and turn the littlo affair to my own account,
That is all.

tt¢1 can orly add that I shall not do myself
the pleasure of calling to-morrow, as by the
time this note 1¢aches you I shall probably be a
good many miles away. Another little matter
that may interest you :—As you so opportunely
came to tho same hotel as I did, I turned the
circumstance io my account, T explained that
I was your valot, down here for a spree, await-

ing your arrival, aud my statement must have
appeared truthful to the hotel poople, so much
so indeed, that I o, leaving a bill behind me,
which will be delivered to yon, my master. Do
not, on any account, forget to settle it. Iex-
plained that iv was your aflairs that accounted
for my sudden departure : so it was,
"¢ Jayes Smith.

“epP S —If you hear of any gentleman (not
one with a purehased title) wanting a really ac-
complished valet, deop mo a liue!

“If that 1s not constunmate impudence, [ do
not know whaat is!” exclaimed Sir Cecil, us he
tore the note into fragments and threw them out
of the window,

“ Most audacious effrontery, I call it,” said
Mrs. Courtenay ;  but surely you will set the
police on his track ?”

 Not the slightest use in the world, I assure
you, my dear Mrs. Courtenay,” replied Sir Cecil;
 the fellow is fur too cunning to leaveany track
to be followed up, I know him too well. I
shall pay the bill he alludes to, and consider
that we have all escaped casily in the affuir not
getting wind, for it is the style of thing which
should be hushed up.”

In this view of the MMatter Mrs, Courtenny
thoronghly concurred; so no more was said on
the subject,

. . . 3 .

There is nothing more to relate, save that
though at first almost inclining to a severe ill-
ness, Laura soon fully appreciated the circum-
stances which bad led to the breach of her e¢n-
gagement with ¢ Monsicur Eugene Picciolini,”
and she rejoiced more in his absence than she
had ever done in his presence. Ere another year
had clapsed, Sir Cecil Haugton led Laura to the
altar,

The last that was heard of the ex-valet, was
something not by any means redounding to his
credit, in connectiva with a furgery to a large
amount, and a sentence of twenty years' penal
servitude, .

PASTIMES.
GEOGRAPHICAL ARITHMOREM.

1. 101 and Eel rest = A town iu Eng-

gland.
2, 500 % s0sca = A Russian sea-
: port.
2. 1601 ¢ Jorn = A city in Virgi-
nis.
4. 500 ¢ Repine = A river in Rus-
sia.
5. 100 # allworn =\ county in
England.
6. 101 ¢ Bliller = A cityin Ircland
7. 1000 ¢ Taou ray = A portin Eng-
land,
8. 1000 ‘¢ Darken = A country in
LEurope.
9. 501 ¥ Grubhen = A city in Scot-
land.
The initials read forward name a celebrated
English general. B. N, C.
. ANAGRAM.
SHAKESPEARE'S PLATS.
1. Lo our slave bolts.
2. Hard Pat cannot loan ye.
3. 'Tis new leather. T.
4. Nations of them. B.N.C.

SQUARE WORDS.

1. A decree. 2. A vessel
Black To comply with,
Related. Adam in a river.
AriverinEngland. A musical instrument

BERICTS.
CROSS-WORD ENIGMA.

. Ay firstis in brig, bat not in shi&v:
My sccond in mouth, but not inlip;
Ay third is in frosh, bot not instale:
My fourth i3 in bandle, but not in bale,
My fifth is in walks, but notin *“go it;”

ALy wholo roveals aman of whom Scotland has
long been proud.

ENIGMA,

Iad Philip’s wife been wiser, not with mo
Woulil shie have trusted Phllip, for you sce

He's not come home; and thero sho sits aud waits.
Her fingers, see, of my communion tired—

Although'thio volce I brin{; a charm creates—
Hanyg listiess down, as it her licart required

Something not there.  Look, by the water side,

,.O'er o hestaggers, powerless to hide

That he, alus! i drunk, Ho shouts and reels,
And Yam in his voico—hilarious, high,

Whilo with his hand iy well.known form he feels,
11§3 packet holds—record of lberty

And bondage both! Now, {fthat (orm you know,

My nature and my nawe, I promise here,

The mystery from off this page shall go,

And'every answer lucidly appear,

2. Winter's frost can never freeze me,
Suwmer ’s sun nc'er melt,
And yet I do not last n day,
Am geen, but never felt.

CHARADES.

1. My first gives warmth to man and beast;
my second is a period of time ; my whole we
ought to rest upon.

2. My first ray often bears the weight of my
second ; my whole is generally found at 2 meet-
ing.

3. Lo where the silvery pine tops wave

Their tapering spires athiwart the glade,
3y sirst, with aspect calm and sweet,
Wanders through that green retreat;
My second oft has ruin brought
O'er gilt satoon, and trellised cots
Aly wchole avictory names of bright renown,
aAnd wreatlied frésh faurels for o hicro’s crown.
. W, ¥, ¥OX.
FLORAL ANAGRAMS.
1. Is ). a Celt.
2. Aidold F. F.
3, One Amen, BERICUS.
ARITHMETICAL QUESTION.

A person being asked his age, replied # If 4
of my age be multiplied by § of it, the answer is
my age. What was his age,

ANSWERS TO ARITHMOREM NO. 67.

Arithmorem—John Bright— 1 Jeddo; 2.
Omagh; 3. Hamburgh; 4. Naples; 5. Broom;

6. Rochdale; 7. Ircland; 8. Gluckstadt; 9.
Himalaya; 10. Tilled.

Square Words —

1. BLANK 2, EZRA
LABAN ZEAL
ABATE RAFT
NATAL ALTO
KNELL

Cryplograph—

Imperial Ceesar dead and turned to clay
Might stop a holo to keep tho wind away;

O, that the carth which kept the world in awe,
Should patchia wall toexpel tho winter'sflaw.

Iey—
864,66 805 k]mno0nns t,u,w.xy.
HamletPrinceof Denmar k
Enigma.—Yecsterday.
Decapilations.—1. Skate, Kate, tea, &c.; 2.
spare-spar-spa-asp-pear, &c.,
Charade.—Tarantells.
Arithmetical Question.—A had 60, B 30.

ANSWERS RECEIVED.

JArithmorem.—~Bericas, A. R. 0., Niagara, B.
N. C., Argus, Geo. B,, H. H, V., Gale.

Square Words.—B. N. C,, Gale, Bericus, Ar-
gus, A. R. 0, Violet, H. N. V., Geo. B.

Cryplograph.—Gale.

Enigma—B. N. C., Violet, Niagara, A. R, 0.,
Argus, Violet.

Decapilations.—Bericus, Violet, B. N. C. , Ar-
gus, W.W,, L. E. L, Gale, Niagara.

Charede.—B. N. C., Gale, Bericus, W. W.,
Geo. B.

Arithmetical Question.—Gale, Bericus, Argus,
il. H. V,, Geo. B.

A pleasant recogaition of journalistic frater-
nity is about to take place in Paris. We read
in the Liberté :—* On the first Monday of overy
month during the continuance,of the Exhibition
the members of the Frenchand foreign press will
dinc togeihier in tho salons of the Cercle Inter-
national. The first of thess dinners is fixed for
Monday, tho 2nd of July. The cost of the dinner
will be ten francs.
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

sy

J. B—Tho Gentleman's Journal or Monthly
Miscellany which appeared in 1692 was properly
speaking tho first English Magazine. The Gen-
tleman's Magazine wus founded in 1731 by Cave
and after surviving all 113 competitors still con-
tinues to flourssh.  The first English periodical
that attempted anything like criticism was the
Monthly Review begun in 1749, It was follow-
ed 1756 by the Critical Review founded by Smol-
lett and these two were long the leading penod-
icals of their class, The Edinburgh Review
which inaugurated a new era in criticisimn was
establistied in Scotland in 1802, and was follow-
ed in London by the Quarterly Review. Bluck-
wouvd's Mugazine which sprang up 1 Edinburgh
in 1817 was the precursor of the large erop of
monthlies with which we are nuw favoured. The
rate of payment for writing in the higher class
reviews is gencrally ten guineas per sheet of six-
teen pages. Such wecekly periodicals as ¢ All
the Year Round” ordinarily pay from half a
guinea to a guinea per coluran but this rate is
sometimes lurgely exceeded in the case of serinl
stories,

W.J. F.—You omitted to state for whom the
enclostire was intended.

C. E. D.—We caunot tell you the origin of
the superstition which howerer is not confined
to Ireland, but prevailed and is perhaps not yet
extinct in the highlands of Scotland.  The Ban-
shee is a female who is called the Wife of the
Fairies. The name is supposed to be from the
Irish celtic den or bean a4 woman, and sighe a
fairy.

W. P.—Respectfally declined. Although
eminently patriotic the versification isnot up to
publication standard.

Mairraxp.—The affix “abad” to names of
Persian origin is closely allicd both in etymolo-
gy and meaning to the English abode—as Hyde-
rabad the “dwelling " or city of Oyder,

Zans.—Should have forwarded the articlebe-
fore publication clsewhere. We will return as
requested.

A Frgsn.—Declined with many thanks.

W, B. H.—The compusition of the Ritualistic
Commission, as it has been termed, bas given
but little satisfaction to any save the Ultra-
Church party. The Commission numbers
amnngst itsmembers several advanced ritualists,
aud the London Record claims that high church-
men are in a clear majority. At the same time,
the low-church or c¢vangelical party is so
poorly represented that both the Archbishop
of York, and the Ear! of Shaftshury, declined to
have auything to do with the Commission.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

Mr. Charles Pryor, of Cambridge, has cons-
tracted a watering-pot with s rose that is selfs
cleansing, and which cannot possibly stop up.
The spout has a screw, which can be unlooscned
at pleasure, so that the water can be geutly
pourcd into moulds. When the screw is sc-
cured a copious shower comes from the
rose.

Grass FROM NATIVE Orr.—Richard Wash-
hurn, of Moansey, N. Y., has obtained a patent
for the manufacture of glass from the native ore,
This ore, which is really pure glass, or silicate
of iron, in & crystallized and hence opaque con-
dition, exists in abundance in many parts of the
world, asin the columnar basaltic rock of the
Palisades of the Hudson, of St. Hclena, and of
the ¢ famous Giant's Causeway. " Butall efforts
toutilise itfor the manufacture of glass had prov-
cd singularly unsuccessful wvatil the invention
above referred to. The Newbargh (N. X.) Glass

CHESS.

TO CORRESIPONDENTS,

B N C.— Your solution to I’roblems Nos. 74, 76, 76 |
and 77 wero duly received and are all correct. Cone
tributions fur tho column will be always wolcomo.

> U B.=Canasonauniy, DY —Accexl)t best
thanks for your hindness in su promptly anticlpatin
oar whiliecs” The wivsing number of the LKeader shal
bo forwarded.

PROBLEXM, No. 78.
By Tuxo. M. Browx,
BLACK.
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WIITE,
Whity to play and Mate i three moves,

—

SOLUTION OF ROBLE), No. 6.
WHITE BLACK.

1 Ktto Q Kt§, KtoK4or(a)
2 R takes B. X moves.,
3 KKt Matcs.
a)l- — Ktto Qsq.
{ )2 It takes B. Kt moves.
3 Kitto Q 13 6 Mate,

MACKENZIESREICHHELM MATCH.
FIFTIL GAME.
FRENCH DEFENCE.
WTE. (Mr. Mackenzie.) BLACK. (Mr. Reichlichin.)

1P toK 4 1Pto KS
2110,Q4 2Pt0Q4

3 httoQ B3, 3 Btohtd,

4 BtoQd. 4 I takes 2.

5 I takes . 6 itto K B3,

G Bto K KtJ. 6 I3 takes Kt (ch.)
7 P tahes B Tiltoh R 3.

8 I3 takes Kt £ () takes B, .
9 KttoKB3. 9 httoQ 2
10 Castics 1o I’to B3,

11 Qto h 2 11 Castles.

12 310 Q3. 12 Ktto Kkt 3.

13 Qtok 4 13 Q to B4.

14 Qto h 3. 14 htto Q 4.

15 At takes Q.
16 P tahes B.
17 Rto K sq.

15 13 takes Q.
16 I'takea ht.
17 Q Rto Ktsq.

18 Lto B2 13 1rtols 3.
19 KRtto Qsq. 19 I"to Q Kt3
2 toB 4. gomoua

21 Rto K4,

2 P10Qs.

23 R o it 4,
{to Q 4.

R HKRI.
23 13 to Kt 2,

21 1 takes 1%
2B Ktolk2

26 1° takes 1.

2; IR takes R <7 R takes R,
28 RtakesR T 28 Rtoy 2,
28 PPtoK 4 29 K to kt3
3 HKto K3, D PoK R4
31 PtoK 1t3. 31 ' takes I,
32 1 takes I’ I NtoR 2,
33 rtoR3. 33 B to Wsq.
3¢ R takes R. 3 18 takes K.
35 KtoQ4. 35 Ptoht 4.
36 KtoQ 6. 35 K to Kt3,
JTK1oQ6 37 Bto K sq.
33 Ktto K 7. 33 K to Ktz
39 PtoBB 3, 29 BtoB 2
VOKtQ7 40 K to 8 sq.
41 Kt to B 5. | 41 Bto Kt sq
2 KB6. | 42K toKeq.
43 h takes L. y 48 KtoQ2.
44 KtoBB 5. 41 K to 152,
45 Ktto K 7. 45 Bto K3
46 Ktto Q 5 (ch,) 46 K to Q2.
47 Kttakes ¥ (ch,) } 47 htoli2,

481 KG .. 45 B to Bsq.
49 I takes I', and Black shortly resigned.

Manufacturing Company, organised to work the

ore of that vicinity under this patent, are suc-
cessfully tarning out quanlitics of glass ware
with, the two pecalianties of uneyualicd wough- d
ness and unapproachable ohicapness.—Scientific | in any climate or place from year to year, per-

JAmerican.

Goop Isg.—Cummon Jadia iok, simply dissul-
ved in waler, is cxcollent fur wating. It bang

fectly sweet+  Even freezing docs not injure its

cumpused of carbon, and hitile clse, it will keep |

good qualities, a simplo cover is all that is re-
quired to provent evaporation and keep the dust
from falling into it. 1t flows from the pen with
ease and freeness, The stroke of the pen made
with itis quite black if desired, and will endure
unchanged to all time, provided the paper or

| parchment remains sound , and even papers that

have been burncd aud not fallen to picees,
with this kind of writing upon them, remain quito
plain toread,

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

WaxTip,—A nut-cracker suitable for crack-
ing jokes.

Tue ArmisT wio TAKES paIng 1x mrs Draw-
1xa.—The Dentist.

Whay is a laundress like an insult?—Because
she gets up your collar,

Wnar part of a ship is gould for youngsters?
—The spanker. .

Way are people who stutter not to be relied
on?—Recause they are always breaking their
word. .

AN Irishman remarked to a lady who had
been very kind to him, ¢ Bedad, she's a perfect
gintleman,”

Froarive IaGnrs.—Swimming matches.

Waar is that which works when it plays, and
plays when it works 7—A fountain.

The Mayor of Halifux, at a recent dinner of
the Halifax licensed victuallers, stated that an
application had been made to him a few days
ago by an Irishman for a testimonial of charac.
ter.  Tbemayor told him that he had never seen
him before, The Irishman promptly answered,
¢ Faith, your worship, and that is the very rea-
son I come to you. Ihave never been smomon.
ced before you nor fined, and you never had any
trouble with me.”

Dr. Gross, the justly celebrated surgeon, was
once dangerously ill, Shortly after his recovery
he met oue of his lady patients—they are noy
always patient ladies—who remarked to him
« Qh doctor! I rejoice to sce that you are out
again; had we lost you, our good people would
have died by the dozen,”—* Thank you, madam,”
replied tho affable doctor, ** but now I fear they
will dic by the Gross!”

Tue following communication has been sent
to a contemporary from a remote town in Ire-
land .—* Sir,~—1 scnd you this note to inform
you that & person qualified to compose poetry
for a newspaper is on the look out for an office
of that description, perhaps you would require a
composer should you require one you will send
an answer immediately stating salary and whe-
ther the composer is required to composo & story
underneath the poetry there could be three
picces of poetry sent by one post for your paper
I daresay you do not print oue cvery day, If
you do_not require one yourself perhaps you
would know some person that would require
one the poetry can be in a nice,plain handwrit-
ing so that it will be easly understood you will
please give the address to avy onc that would
requiro a persou af my description Address—
Co. Donegall Ireland.”

« (3ood-morrow to you, dirs, Fogarty!’ said
ono crone to another, as.they met in -the streets
of Cork. ¢ Then good-morrow Kindly, Judy ; I
hope I seo yon well this morning' 7°—* So, Mrs.
Fogarty, you married your daughter 7——%T did
indecd, praise be to Heaven."—t Did she get a
pood match 2'—4 Faix, thin, 'tis hersel( thavdid.
Didn't she get blind Darby Driscol,.on the Dyke,
that makes more money than any threo beggars.
in CorkI"—* I'm dclighted to hear it, Mrs.
Fogarty, 1 assure you, that the world may. won-
der at the luck they'll bave! Did you give ker
any fortune ?"—, Any fortune ig it? Ah, thin,
now, Judy, is it afther insulun' me you'd be?
Sure you know in yer heart that a child of mive
was neves mnarried wathwut it.  Didn't I gave her
the best sule of Patnck Street, which, if -well
begged, is worth seven and sixpence & week. 1
“ O, what a furtune! and the two women
separated,



