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THE HAUNTED HOTEL:

A MYSTERY OF MODERN VENICE.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.

THE FIRST PART.
CuAPTER L

IN the year 1860, the reputation
of Doctor Wybrow as a London
Physician reached  its highest point.
It was reported’ on good authority
at he was in receipt of one of the

argest incomes derived from the prac- -

tice of medicine in modern times.

One afternoon, towards the close
of the London season, the Doctor had
Just taken his luncheon after a spe-
cially hard morning’s work in his con-
sulting.room, and with a formidable
list of visits to patients at their own
houses to fill up the rest of his day—
When the servant announced that a
lady wished to speak to him.

‘Who is she?’ the Doctor asked.

‘A stranger$’

‘Yes, sir.’ -
. ‘I see no strangers out of consult-
Ing-hours, Tell her what the hours
* &re, and send her away.’
‘I have told her, sir.’

S CWell ¥
¢ And she won’t go.’
‘Won't go?’ The Doctor smiled

as he repeated the words. He was a
humourist in his way ; and there was
an absurd side to the situation which
rather amused bim. ¢Has this obsti-
nate lady given you her name?’ he
inquired.

¢No, sir. She refused to give any
name—she said she wouldn’t keep you
five minutes, and the matter was too
important to wait till to-morrow.
There she is in the consulting-room ;
and how to get her out again is more
than I know.’

Doctor Wybrow considered for a
moment. His knowledge of women
(professionally speaking) rested on the
ripe experience of more than thirty
years: he had met with them in all
their varieties—especially the variety
which knows nothing of the value of
time, and never hesitates at sheltering
itself behind the privileges of its sex. .

‘A glance at his watch informed him

that he must soon begin his rounds
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among the patients who were waiting
for him at their own houses. He de-
cided forthwith on taking the only
wise course that was open under the
circumstances. In other words, he
decided on taking to flight.

‘Is the carriage at the door?’ he
asked.

¢Yes, sir.’

‘Very well. Open the house-door
for me without making any noise, and
leave the lady in undisturbed posses-
sion of the consultingroom. When
she gets tired of waiting, you know
what to tell her. If she asks when T
am expected to return, say that I dine
at my club, and spend the evening
at the theatre. Now then, softly,
Thomas! If your shoes creak, I am
a lost man.’

He noiselessly led the way into the
hall, followed by the servant on tip-
toe.
Did the lady in the consulting-room
suspect him? or did Thomas’s shoes
- creak, and was her sense of hearing un-
usually keen? Whatever the expla-
nation may be, the event that actually
happened was beyond all doubt. Ex-
actly as Doctor Wybrow passed his
consulting-room, the door opened—
the lady appeared on the threshold—
and laid her hand on his arm.

‘I entreat you, sir, not to go away
without letting me speak to you first.’

The accent was foreign; the tone
was low and firm. Her fingers closed
gently, and yet resolutely, on the
Doctor’s arm. .

Neither her language nor her ac-
tion had the slightest effect in inclin-
ing him to grant her request. The
influence that instantly stopped him,
on the way to his carriage, was the
silent influence of her face. The start-
ling contrast between the corpse-like
pallor of her complexion and the over-
powering life and light, the glittering
metallic brightness in her large black
eyes, held him literally spell-bound.
She was dressed in dark colours, with
perfect taste ; she was of middle height,
and (apparently) of middle age—say

a year or two over thirty. Her lower
features—the nose, mouth, and chin—
possessed the fineness and delicacy of
form which is oftener seen among wo-
men of foreign races than among wo-
men of English birth. She was un-
questionably a handsome person |
with the one serious drawback of her
ghastly complexion, and with the less
noticeable defect of a total want of
tenderness in the expression of her
eyes. Apart from his first emotion of
surprise, the feeling she produced in
the Doctor may be described as an
overpowering feeling of professional
curiosity. The case might prove to
be something entirely new in his pro-
fessional experience. ‘It looks like
it,” he thought ; ‘and it’s worth wait-
ing for.’

She perceived that she had pro-
duced a strong impression of some
kind upon him, and dropped her hold
on his arm.

¢ You have comforted many miser-
able women in your time,” she said.
¢ Comfort oue more, to-day.’

Without waiting to be answered,
she led the way back into the room.

The Doctor followed her, and closed
the door. He placed her in the pa-
tient’s chair opposite the windows
Even in London the sun, on that sum-
mer afternoon, was dazzlingly bright.
The radiant light flowed in on her.
Her eyes met it unflinchingly, with
the steely steadiness of the eyes of an
eagle. The smooth pallor of her un-
wrinkled skin looked more fearfully
white than ever. For the first time,

for many a long year past, the Doctor

felt his pulse quicken its beat in the
presence of a patient.

Having possessed herself of his at-
tention, sheappeared, strangely enough,
to have nothing to say to him. A
curious apathy seemed to have taken
possession of this resolute woman,
Forced to speak first, the Doctor
merely inquired, in the conventional
phrase, what he could do for her.

The sound of his voice seemed to
rouse her. Still looking straight at

e B
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the light, she said abruptly : <1 have
4 painful question to ask.’

* What is it ¢’

Her eyes travelled slowly from the
window to the Doctor’s face. With-
out the slightest outward appearance
of agitation, she put the ‘painful ques-
dion’ in these extraordinary words :

‘I want to kuow, if you please,

;:;eitger I am in danger of going

Some men might have been amused,
and some might have been alarmed.
Dr. Wybrow was only conscious of a
Sense of disappointment. Was this
the rare case he had anticipated, jud-
ging rashly. by appearances? Wag
the new patient only a hypochondria-
cal woman whosge malady was a dis-
ordered stomach, and whose misfor-
tune was a weak brain ? ‘Why do
you come to me, he agked sha. ly.’
¢ My don’t you consylt g, doctor ;ﬁo);e
special employment is the treatment
of the insane 1’

. She had her ang
instant, .
‘Tdon’t go to a doctor of that ’
L rt.
she said, ¢ for the Very reason thas,t? he
as the fatal habit

Wer ready on the

nes and rules, and becauge you are
AMOUS In your profession for the dis-
covery of mysteries in disease, Are
You satisfied ¢’
He was more than satisfied—his
first idea had been the right idea after
all. - ides, she wag correctly in-
formed 85 to his professional position.
& capacity which had raised him to
¢ and fortune, was his capacity
(unrivalle among his brethren) for
the discovery of remote disease,
. Iam at your disposal,’ he answered.
Let me try if T can find out what is
the matter with you.”’
w;lee put hi:lmediém,l questions. They
promptly and plainly answered :
and theyledto fio other copslun e than
that the strange lady was, mentally
and physically, in excellent health,

Not satisfied with questions, he care-
fully examined the great organs of life.
Neither his hand nor his stethoscope
could discover anything that was amiss.
With the admirable patience and de-
votion to his art which had distin-
guished him from the time when he
was a student, he still subjected her to
one test after another. The result was
always the same. Not only was there
no tendency to brain disease—there
was not even a perceptible derange-
ment of the nervous system. ‘I can
find nothing the matter with you,’ he
said. ‘T can’t even account for the
extraordinary pallor of your complex-
ion. You completely puzzle me.’

‘The pallor of my complexion is
nothing,’ she answered a little impa-
tiently, ‘In my early life, I had a
narrow escape from death by poison-
ing. I have never had a complexion
since—and my skin is so delicate, I
cannot paint without producing a hi-
deous rash.  But that is of no impor-
tance, I wanted your opinion given
positively. I believed in you, and
you have disappointed me.” Her head
dropped on her breast. ‘And so it
ends !’ she said to herself bitterly.

The Doctor’s sympathies were
touched. Perhaps it might be more
correct to say that his professional
pride was a little hurt. ¢TIt may end
in the right way yet,” he remarked,
“if you choose to help me.’

She looked up again with flashing
eyes. ¢ Bpeak plainly,’ she said. * How
can I help you ¢’

¢ Plainly, madam, you come to me
a8 an enigma, and you leave me to
make the right guess by the unaided
efforts of my art. My art will do
much, but not all. For example some-
thing must, have occurred—somethi
quite unconnected with the state of
your bodily health—to frighten you
about yourself, or you would never
have come here to consult me. Is
that not true %’

She clasped her hands in her lap.
¢ That is true!’ she said eagerly. ‘I
begin to believe in you again.’
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‘Very well. You can’t expect me

to find out the moral cause which has

alarmed you. I can positively dis-
cover that there is no physical cause
for alarm ; and (unless you admit me to
your confidence) I can do no more.’
She rose, and took a turn in the

room. ‘Suppose I tell you?’ she
said. ¢ But, mind, I shall mention no
names !’

¢ There is no need to mention names.
The facts are all I want.’

¢ The facts are nothing,’ she rejoined.
I have only my own impressions to
confess—and you will very likely
think me a fanciful fool when you
hear what they are. No matter. I
will do my best to content you—I
will begin with the facts that you
want. Take my word for it, they
won’t do much to help you.’

She sat down again. In the plain-
est possible words, she began the
strangest and wildest confession that
had ever reached the Doctor’s ears.

Crarrer II.

“TT is one fact, sir, that I am a

widow,’ she said. ¢ It is anotl}er
fact that I am going to be married
again in & week’s time.’ )

There she paused, and smiled at
gome thought that occurred to her.
Doctor Wybrow was not favourably
impressed by her smile—there was
something at once sad and cruel in it.
It came slowly, and it went away
suddenly., He began to doubt whether
he had been wise in acting on his
first impression. His mind reverted
to the commonplace patients and the
discoverable maladies that were wait-
ing for him, with a certain tender
regret.

The lady went on.

‘My approaching marriage, she
said, ‘has one embarrassing circum-
stance connected with it. The gen-
tleman whose wife I am to be, was
engaged to another lady when he

happened to meet with me, abroad:
that lady, mind, being of his own
blood and family, related to him as
his cousin. I have innocently robbed
her of her lover, and destroyed her
prospects in life. Innocently, I say,
—because he told me nothing of his
engagement, until after I had accept-
ed him. When we next met in Eng-
land—and when there was danger, no
doubt, of the affair coming to my
knowledge—he told me the truth. I
was naturally indignant. He had his
excuse ready ; he showed me a letter
from the lady herself, releasing him
from his engagement. A more noble,
a more high-minded letter, I never
read in my life. I cried over it—I
who have no tears in me for sorrows
of my own! If the letter had left
him any hope of being forgiven, I
would have positively refused to
marry him: But the firmness of it
—without anger, without a word of
reproach, with heartfelt wishes even
for his happiness—the firmness of it,
I say, left him no hope. , He appealed
to my compassion ; he appealed to his
love for me. You know what women
are. I too was soft-hearted—I said,
Very well; yes! Soit ended. Ina
week more (I tremble as I repeat it),
we are to be married.’

She did really tremble—she was
obliged to pause and compose herself,
before she could go on. The Doctor,
waiting for more facts, began to fear
that he stood committed to a long
story. '

¢ Forgive me for reminding you
that I have suffering persons waiting
to see me,” he said. ¢ The sooner you
can come to the point, the better for
my patients and for me.’

The strange smile—at once so sad
and so cruel—showed itself again on
the lady’s lips. ¢ Every word I have
said is to the point,’ she answered.
¢ You will see it yourself in a moment
more.’

She resumed her narrative.

¢ Yesterday—you mneed fear mno
long story, sir; only yesterday-—I



THE HAUNTED HOTEL. ) 5

Wwas among the visitors at one of your
English luncheon parties. A lady, a
perfect stranger to me, came in late—
after we had left the table, and had
retired to the drawingroom, she
happened to take a chair near me;
and we were presented to each other.
I knew her by name, as she knew me.
It was the woman whom I had robbed
of her lover, the woman who had
written the noble letter. Now listen !
You were impatient with me for not
Interesting you in what [ had said
Just now. I said it to satisfy your
mind that I had no enmity of feeling
towards the lady, on my side. I ad-
mired her, I felt for her—I had no
cause to reproach myself. Thisis very
mportant, as you will presently see.
On her side, I have reason to be as-
sured that the circumstances had been

truly explained to her, and that she
lltInderstood I was in no way to blame.

ow, knowmg all these necessary
things as you do, explain to me, if you
can, why when I rose and met that
w«;ma.n 8 eyes looking at me, I turned
cold from head to foot, and shuddered
and shivered, and knew what a deadly
}lf;nlci:f :;f, fear was, for the first time in

" ’fahsi Doctor bfsgan to feel interested

in‘t :;Vas tl’lere anything remarkable
o é(f lady’s personal appearance,” he

‘ Nothing whatever ' was the vehe-
ment reply. ¢ Here is the true des-
mptl'on 1of her : —The o

ady ; the clear cold blue
eyes, the fine rogy complexion, the in-
ammately polite manner, the large
good-humoured mouth, the too plump
cheeks and chin ; these, and. nothing
more.’ ’

. * Was there anything in her expres-
Sion, when you ﬁrsTnlgooked at pher,
tha‘.t took you by surprise?’ -

There was natural curiosity to see

woman who had been preferred
to her; and -perhaps some astonish-
ment also, not to see a more engaging
and more beautiful person ; hoth those

feelings restrained within the limits
of good breeding, and both not lasting
for more than a few moments—so far
as I could see. I say “so far,” be-
cause the horrible agitation that she
communicated to me disturbed my
judgment. If I could have got to the
door, I would have run out of the
room, she frightened me so! I was
not even able to stand up—1I sank back
in my chair; I stared horror-struck at
the calm blue eyes that were only
looking at me with a gentle surprise.
To say they affected me like the eyes
of a serpent is to say nothing. I felt
her soul in them, locking into mine—
looking, if such a thing can be, uncon-
sciously to her own mortal self. Itell
you my impression, in all its horror
and in all ite folly! That woman is
destined (without knowing it herself),
to be the evil genius of my life. Her
innocent eyes saw hidden capabilities
of wickedness in me that I was not
aware of myself, until I felt them
stirring under her look. If I commit
faults in my life to come—if I am even
guilty of crimes—she will bring the
retribution, without (as I firmly be-
lieve) any conscious exercise of her
ownwill. Inone indescribablemoment
1 felt all this—and I suppose my face
showed it. The good artless creature
wasg inspired by a sort of gentle alarm
for me. ‘1T am afraid the heat of the
room is too much for you; will you
try my smelling-bottle }” 1 heard her
say those kind words, and I remember
nothing else—I fainted. When I re-
covered my senses the company had
all gone ; only the lady of the house
was with me. For the moment I
could say nothing to her; the dread-
ful impression that I have tried to
describe to you came back to me with
the coming back of my life. As soon
as I could speak, I implored her to tell
me the whole truth about the woman
whom I had supplanted. You see, I
had a faint hope that her good charae-
ter might not really be deserved, that
her noble letter was a skilfyl piece of
hypocrisy—in short, that she secretly
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hated me, and was cunning enough to
hide it. No! the lady had been her
friend from her girlhood, was as fami-
liar with her as if they had been
‘sisters—knew her positively to be as
-good, as innocent, as incapable of hat-
ing anybody as the greatest saint that
-ever lived. My one last hope that I
had only felt an ordinary forewarning
‘of danger in the presence of an ordin.
ary enemy, was a hope destroyed for
ever. There was one more effort I
could make, and I made it. I went
next to the man whom I am to marry.
I implored him to release me from my
promise. He refused. I declared I
would break my engagement. He
showed me letters from his sisters,
letters from his brothers and his dear
friends—all entreating him to think
again before he made me his wife ; all
repeating reports of me in Paris, Vien-
na, and London, which are so many
vile lies. “If you refuse to marry
me,” he said, “you admit that these
reports are true—you admit that you
are afraid to face society in the char-
acter of my wife.” What could I an-
swer? There was no contradicting
him—he was plainly right ; if I per-
sisted in my refusal, the uiter destruc-
tion of my reputation would be the
result, I consented to let the wedding
take place as we had arranged it—and
left him. The night has passed. I
am here, with my fixed conviction—
that innocent woman is ordained to
have a fatal influence over my life, I
am here with my one question to put,
to the one man who can answer it.
for the last time, sir, what am I—a
demon who has seen the avenging
angel | or only a poor mad woman,
misled by the delusion of a deranged
mind ?”

Dr. Wybrow rose from his chair,
determined to close the interview.

He was strongly and painfully im-
pressed by what he had heard. ~The
longer he had listened to her, the more
irresistibly the conviction of the wo-
man’s wickedness had forced itself on
him, He tried vainly to think of her

as a person to be pitied—a person with
a morbidly sensitive imagination, con-
scious of the capacities for evil which
lie dormant in us all, and striving
earnestly to open her heart to the
counter-influence of her own better
nature; the effort was beyond him.
A perverse instinct in him said, as if
in words, ‘ Beware how you believe in
her !’

‘I have already given you my opin-
ion,’ he said. ¢There is no sign of your
intellect being deranged, or being likely
to be deranged, that medical science
can discover—as  understand it. Asg
for the impressions you have confided
to me, I can only say that yours is a
case (as I venture to think) for spirit-
ual rather than for medical advice,
Of one thing be assured: what you
have said to me in this room shall ot
pass out of it.  Your confession is safe
in my keeping.’

She heard him, with a certain dog-
ged resignation, to the end.

¢ Is that all 2’ she asked.

‘That is all,’ he answered.

She put a little paper packet of
money on the table, *Thank you,
sir. There is your fee.’

With those words she rose. Her
wild black eyes looked upward with
an expression of despair so defiant and
80 horrible in its silent agony, that the
Doctor turned away his head, unable
to endure the sight of it. The bare
idea of taking anything from her—
not money only, but anything even
that she had touched—suddenly re-
volted him.  Still without looking at

‘her, he said, ‘Take it back ; I don’t

want my fee.’

She neither heeded nor heard him.
Still looking upward, she said slowly
to herself, ¢ Let the end come. I have
done with the struggle ; I submit,’

Sbe drew her veil over her face,
bowed to the Doctor, and left the room.

He rang the bell, and followed her
into the hall. As the servant closed
the door on her, a sudden impulse of
curiosity—utterly unworthy of him,
and at the same time utterly irresis-
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tible—sprang up in the Doctor’s mind.
Blushing like a boy, he said to the
servant, ‘ Follow her home, and find
out her name.” For one moment the
man Jooked at his master, doubting if
his own ears had not deceived him.
Doctor Wybrow looked back at him
In silence. The submissive servant
knew what that silence meant—he
took his hat and hurried into the
street.

The Doctor went back to the con-
sulting-room. A sudden revulsion of
feeling swept over his mind. Had
the woman left an infection of wick-
edness in the house, and had he caught
it? What devil had possessed him
to degrade himself in the eyes of his
own servant? He had behaved in-
famously—he had asked an honest
man, a man who had served him
faithfully for years, to turn spy !
Stung by the bare thought of it, he
ran out into the hall again, and open-
ed the door. The servant had disap-
mred; it was too late to call him

k.  But one refuge against his

contempt for himself was now open

to him—the refuge of work. e got

into his carriage and i
among his patigents. vent his rounds
h:]ﬁ the famous physician could have
; en hls.own ‘reputation he would
ave done it that afternoon. Never
before had he made himself so little
welcome at the bedside. Never before
h.e put off until to-morrow the
Prescription which ought to have been
written, the opinion which ought to
ve been given, to-day. He went
ome earlier than usual—unutterably

dissatisfied with himself.

The servant had returned. Doctor
Wybrow was ashamed to question
¥ The man reported the result of
a.;i e(e]t'mnd, without waiting to be

‘ The lady’s name is the Countess
N&ropa. She lives at—-
. Without waiting to hear where she
aved, the Doctor acknowledged the
-lmportant discovery of her name,

by a silent bend of the head, and en-

tered his consulting-room. The fee
that he had vainly refused still lay in
its little white paper covering on the
table. He sealed it up in an envelope ;
addressed it to the ¢ Poor-box’ of the
nearest police-court ; and, calling the
servant in, directed him fo take it to
the magistrate the next morning
Faithful to his duties, the servant
waited to ask the customary question,
¢ Do you dine at home to-day, sir?’

After a moment’s hesitation he said,
“No: I shall dine at the club.’

The most easily deteriorated of all
the moral qualities, is the quality
called ¢ conscience.” In one state of a
man’s mind, his conscience is the se-
verest judge that can pass sentenoce on
him. In another state, he and his
conscience are on the best possible
terms with each other in the comfort-
able capacity of accomplices. When
Doctor Wybrow left his house for the

! second time, he did not even attempt

to conceal from himself that his sole
object, in dining at the club, was to
hear what the world said of the Coun-
tess Narona.

Cuarrer ITL

HERE was a time when a man

in search of the pleasures of gos-

sip sought the society of ladies. The

man knows better now. He goes to
the smoking-room of his club.

Doctor Wybrow lit his cigar and
looked round him, at his brethren in
social conclave assembled. The room
was well filled ; but the flow of talk
was still languid. The Doctor inno-
cently applied the stimulant that was
wanted. When he inquired if any-
body knew the Countess Narona, he
was answered by something like a
shout of astonishment. Never (the
conclave agreed) had such an absurd
question been asked before! Every
human creature, with the slightest

claim to a place in society, knew the

Countess Narona. An adventuress
with a European reputation of the
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blackest possible colour-—such was the
gémeral description of the woman with
the death-like complexion and the
glittéring eyes.

Descending to particulars, each
member of the club contributed his
own little stock of scandal to the me-
moirs of the Countess. It was doubt-
ful whether she was really what she
called herself a Dalmatian lady. It was
doubtful whether she had ever been
mairried to the Count whose widow she
assumed to be. It was doubtful whe-
ther the man who accompanied her in
her travels (under the name of Baron
Rivar, and in the character of her
brother) was her brother at all. Report
pointed to the Baron as a gambler at
every ‘ table’ on the Continent. Re-
port whispered that his so-called sister
had narrowly escaped being implicated
in a famous trial for poisoning at
Vienna—that she had been known at
Milan as a spy in the interests of
Austria—that her ‘apartment’ in
Paris had been denounced to the po-
lice as nothing less than a private
gambling-house—and that her present
appearance in England was the natural
result of that discovery. Only one
menber of the assembly in the smok-

- ing-room took the part of this much-
abused woman and declared that her
character had been most cruelly and
most unjustly assailed. But as the man
was & lawyer, his interference went for
nothing : it was naturally attributed
to the spirit of contradiction inherent
in his profession. He was asked de-
risively what he thought of the cir-
ctitnstances under which the Countess
had become engaged to be married, and
he made the characteristic answer, that
he thought the circumstances highly
creditable to both parties, and that he
looked on the lady’s future husband
a8 & most enviable man,

Hearing this, the Doctor raised an-
otlier shout of astonishment by inquir-
ifg the name of the gentleman whom
the Countess was about to marry.

His friends in the smoking-room’

decided unanimously that the cele-
brated physician must be a second

- ‘Rip-van-Winkle,’ and that he had

just awakened from a supernatural
sleep of twenty years. It wasall very
well to say that he was devoted to his:
profession, and that he had neither
time nor inclination to pick up frag-
ments of gossip at dinner-parties and
balls. A man who did not know that
the Countess Narona had borrowed
money at Homberg of noless a person
than Lord Montbarry, and had then
deluded him into making her a pro-
posal of marriage, was a man who had
probably never heard of Lord Mont-
barry himself. The younger members
of the club, humouring the joke, sent
a waiter for the ¢ Peerage ;’ and read
aloud the memoir of the nobleman in
question, for the Doctor’s benefit—
with illustrative morsels of informa-
tion interpolated by themselves.
‘Herbert John Westwick. First
Baron Montbarry, of Montbarry,
King’s County, Ireland. Created a
Peer for distinguished ‘military servi-
ces in India. Born, 1812. Forty-
eight years old, Doctor, at the present
time. Not married. Will be married
next week, Doctor, to the delightful
creature we have been talking about.
Heir presumptive, his lordship’s next
brother, Stephen Robert, married to
Ella, youngest daughter of the Rev-
erend Silags Marden, Rector of Runni-
gate, and has issue, three daughters.
Younger brothers of his lordship,
Francis and Henry, unmarried. Sis-
ters of his lordship, Lady Barville,

" married toSirTheodore Barville, Bart.;

and Anne, widow of the late Peter
Norbury, Esq, of Norbury Cross.
Bear his lordship’s relations well in
mind, Doctor. Three brothers, West-
wick, Stephen, Francis, and Henry ;
and two sisters, Lady Barville and Mrs,
Norbury. Not one of the five will be
present at the marriage ; and not one
of the five will leave a stone unturned
to stop it if the Countess will o:

give them a chance. Add to thede



THE HAUNTED HOTEL. P

h&qﬁle members of the family another
offéfided relative not mentioned in the
“Pebrage,” a young lady.’

A stdden outburst of protest in
mbfeé than one part of the room stop-

péd the coming disclosure, and re-

le@sé& the Doctor from further perse-
cﬂﬁ%h. )
.. Dot’t mention the poor girl’s name;
ltft{ too bad to makep;) joile of that
part of the business; she has behaved
nobly under shameful provocation ;
thiets is bl.lt one excuse for Montbarry
—H8 i3 either & madman or a fool.’
In thesg terms the protest expressed
it%lf on all sides. Speaking confiden-
tlﬁfllg‘to his next neighbour, the Doc-
tof diseovered that the lady referred
:zém s}reac%y known to him (through
one Uopnteas 8 confession) as the lady
nmbed by Lord Montbarry. Her
Gt 1::18 Agnes Lockwood. She was
o 88 being the superior of the
g’&n : aIm personal attraction, and
Beitg ‘fsohby some years the younger
aﬁm& f&Ot 1; ef (:;1‘1?;0. l?{a.king all allow-
ted é\rery 3 es that men commit-
:}fi@mﬁn, Montbarry’s delusion was still
: € M0st monstrous delusion on record.
n;'ltm expression of opinion every
int-;lu}i)resent agreed—the lawyer even
o ed. Not one of them could call
tind the innumerable instances in
yvhid} the sexual influence has proved
lvl;te;;istlb]e m the persons of women
by out even the pretension to beauty.
tliée very members of the club whom
dm%ntess (in spite of her personal
o vantages) could have most easily
haﬁcina: ted, if she had thought it worth
dg;;hx]e, werle the members who won-
most ’
choice op wifg,“dly at Montbarry’s
_While the topic of the Countess’s
Indfriage was still the one topic of con-
vefsation, a member of the club en-
tebdd the smoking-room whose appear-
ande instantly produced a dead silence.
Dmoi»‘ bexow’s next neighbour whis-
Péed to him, ¢ Montbarry’s brother——
Hetvy Westwick 1°

day in their relations with

E]

The new-comer looked round him
slowly, with a bitter smile.

“You are all talking of my brother,’
be said. ¢ Don’t mind me. Not one
of you can despise him more heartily
than I do. Go on, gentlemen—go
on!’

But one man present took the speak-
er at his word. That man was the law-
yer who had already undertaken the
defence of the Countess.

¢I stand alone in my opinion,’ he
said, ‘and I am not ashamed of repeat-
ing it in anybody’s hearing. I con-
sider the Countess Narona to be a
cruelly-treated woman. Why shouldn’t .
she be Lord Montbarry’s wife } Who
can say she has a mercenary motive in
marrying him ¢’

Montbarry’s brother turned sharply
on the speaker. ¢ I'say it,’ he answered..

The reply might have shaken some
men. The lawyer stood on his ground
as firmly as ever.

‘I believe I am right,’ he rejoined,
¢ in stating that his lordship’s income:
is not more than sufficient to support
his station in life; also it is an in-
come derived almost entirely from
landed property in Ireland, every acre:
of which is entailed.’ :

Montbarry’s brother made a sign,
admitting that he had no objection
to offer so far. ,

‘If his lordship dies first, ty
lawyer proceeded, ‘I have been in-
formed that the only provision he can
make for his widow consists in a rent-
charge on the property of no more
than four hundred a year. Hisretir--
ing pension and allowances, it is well-
known die with him. Four hundred
a-year is therefore all that he can
leave to the Countess, if he leaves her
a widow,’

‘ Four hundred a year is nof all,’
was the reply to this. ¢My broether
has insured his life for ten thousand
pounds ; and he has settled the whele
of it on the Countess, in the event “of
his death.’

This announcement produced a.
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L J
strong sensation. Men looked at
each other, and repeated the three
startling words, °Ten thousand
pounds ' Driven fairly to the wall,
the lawyer made a last effort to
defend his position.

‘May I ask who made that settle-
ment & condition of the marriage ¥
‘he said. ‘Surely it was not the
Countess herself ’

Henry Westwick answered, ¢ It was
the Countess’s brother;’ and added,
“ which comes to the same thing.’

After that, there was no more to
be said—so long, at least, as Mont-
barry’s brother was present. The
talk flowed into other channels; and
the Doctor went home.

But his morbid curiosity about the
Countess was not set at rest yet. In
his leisure moments he found himself
wondering whether Lord Montbarry’s
family would succeed in stopping the
marriage after all And more than
this, he was conscious of a growing
desire to see the infatuated man him-
self. Every day during the brief in-
terval before the wedding, he looked
1in at the club, on the chance of hear-
ing some news. Nothing had hap-

ened, so far as the club knew. The

‘ountess’s position was secure ; Mont-
barry’s resolution to be her husband
was unshaken. They were both
Roman Catholics, and they were to be
married at the chapel in Spanish
Place. So much the Doctor discovered
;about them-—and no more. ,

On the day of the wedding, after.a
feeble struggle with himself, he &ctua’l—
ly sacrificed his patients and their
guineas, and slipped away secretly to
see the marriage. To the end of his
life, he was angry with anybody who
reminded him of what he had done on
that day !

The wedding was strictly private.
A close carriage stood at the church
door ; a few people, mostly of the
lower class, and mostly old women,
were scattered about the interior of
the building. Here and there Doctor

Wybrow detected the faces of some
of his brethren of the club, attracted
by curiosity, like himself.  Four
persons only stood before the alfar—
the bride and bridegroom and their
two witnesses. One of these last was
a faded-looking woman, who might
have been the Countess’s companion
or maid ; the other was undoubtedly
her brother, Baron Rivar. The
bridal party (the bride herself includ-
ed) wore their ordinary morning
costume, Lord Montbarry, personally
viewed, was a middle-aged military
man of the ordinary type : nothing in
the least remarkable distinguished
him either in face or figure. Baron
Rivar, again in his way, was another
conventional representative of anather
well-known type. One sees his finely-
pointed moustache, his bold eyes, his
crisply-curling hair, and his dashi

carriage of the head, repeated hund-
reds of times over on the Boulevards
of Paris. The only note-worthy
point about him was of the negative
sort—he was not in the least like his
sister.  Even the officiating priest
was only a harmless, humble-looking
old man, who went through his duties
resignedly, and felt visible rheumatic
difficulties every time he bent his
knees. The one remarkable person,
the Countess herself, only raised her
veil at the beginning of the ceremony,
and presented nothing in her plain
dress that was worth a second look.
Never, on the face of it, was there a
less interesting and less romantic
marriage than this. From time to
time the Doctor glanced round at the
door or up at the galleries, vaguely
anticipating the appearance of some
protesting stranger, in possession of
some terrible secret, commissioned to
forbid the progress of the service.
Nothing in the shape of an event oc-
curred—nothing extraordinary, noth-
ing dramatic. Bound fast together
as man and wife, the two disappeared,
followed by their witnesses, to sign
the registers; and still Doctor Wybrow
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‘waited, and still he cherished the
©obstinate hope that something worth
seeing must certainly happen yet.

) The interval passed, and the mar-
ried couple, returning to the church,
walked together down the mnave to
the door. Doctor Wybrow drew
back as they approached. To his
confusion and surprise, the Countess
discovered him. He heard her say to
hgr husband, ¢ One moment ; Isee a
friend” Lord Montbarry bowed and
waited.  She stepped up to the
Doctor, took his hand, and wrung it
hard.  He felt her overpowering
black eves looking at him through
her veil” «Qpe step more, you see, on
glle Way to the end ! She whispered
s 08¢ strange words, and returned to

er husband. Before the Doctor could
Tecover himself and follow her, Lord
’:lllld' Lady Montbarry had stepped into

elr carriage, and had driven away.
" I.Out:snde the church door stood the
o :e ]g: four me{xlbers of the club who,
comnT Wybrow, .had watched the
—mo n}lf) out ,of curiosity, Near them
e 8 e bride’s brother, waiting alone.
o 3«; EVId?Ht!y bent on seeing the
b de om his sister had spoken to, in
b 3h aylight. Hig hold eyes rested
e Doctor’§ face, with a moment-

ary flash of suspicion in them. The
cloud suddenly cleared away; the
n fatlgczln smiled with charming courtesy,
Walke(lin(s)émt to his sisterv’s friend, and
The _members constituted them-
selves into a club conclave on the
church steps. They began with the
aron. ¢ Damned ill-looking rascal !’
They went on with Montbarry. ¢1s
¢ going to take that horrid woman
With him to Ireland?’ ¢ Not he! he
can’t face the tenantry ; they know
about Agnes Lockwood.” ¢ Well, but
fvhere ¢ he going?’ <To Scotland.’

Does she like that?’ ¢ It’s only for a
fortnight ; they come back to London,
and go abroad.’ ¢ And they will never
return to Ergland, eh ¥ ‘Who can
tell 7 Diq You see how she looked at
Montbarry, when she had to lift her

veil at the begiuning of the service }
In his place, I should have bolted.
Did you see her, Doctor?’ By this
time Dr. Wybrow had remembered
his patients, and had heard enough of
the club gossip. He followed the ex-
ample of Baron Rivar, and walked off.

“One step more, you see, on the
way to the end,” he repeated to himself,
on his way home. ¢ What end?’

Cuarrer IV.

ON the day of the marriage, Agnes
Lockwood sat alone in the little

drawing-room of her London lodgings,
burning the letters which had been
written to her by Montbarry in the
byegone time.

The Countess’s maliciously smart
description of her, addressed to Dr.
Wybrow, had not even hinted at the
charm that most distinguished Agnes
—the artless expression of goodness
and purity which instantly attracted
everyone who approached her. She
looked by many years younger than
she really was. With her fair com-
plexion and her shy manner, it seemed
only natural to speak of her as ‘a
girl although she was now really
advancing towards thirty years of age.
She lived alone with an old nurse de-
voted to her, on a modest little income,
which was just enough to support the
two. There were none of the ordinary
signs of grief in her face, as she slowly
tore the letters of her false lover in
two, and threw the pieces into the
small fire which had been lit toconsume
them- Unbappily for herself she was
one of those women who feel too deeply
to find relief in tears. Pale and quiet,
with cold, trembling fingers, she des-
troyed the letters one by one, without
daring to read them again. She had
torn the last of the series, and was still
shrinking from throwing it after the
rest into the swiftly destroying flame,
when the old nurse came in, and
asked if she would see ‘Master Henry’,



12 THE HAUNTED HOTEL.

—meaning that youngest member of
the Westwick family, who had pub-
licly declared his contempt for his bro-
ther in the smoking-room of the club.

Agnes hesitated. A faint tinge of
colour stole over her face.

There had been a long past time
when Henry Westwick had owned
that he loved her. She had made her
confession to him, acknowledging that
her heart was given to his eldest bro-
ther. He had submitted to his disap-
pointment, and they had met thereafter
as cousing and friends. Never before
had she associated the idea of him with
embarrassing recollections. But now,
on the very day when his brother’s
marriage to another woman had con-
summated his brother’s treason to-
wards her, there was something
vaguely repellent in the prospect of
seeing him. The old nurse (who re-
membered them both in their cradles)
observed her hesitation ; and sympa-
thizing of course with the man, put in
a timely word for Henry. ¢ He says
he’s going away, my dear ; and he only
wants to shake hands and say good-
bye.’ This plain statement of the
cage had its effect. Agnes decided on
receiving her cousin

He entered the room so rapidly that

- he surprised her in the act of throwing
the fragments of Montbarry’s last
otter into the fire. She hurriedly
spoke first. )

*You are leaving London very sud-
denly, Henry. Is it business or plea-
sure §’

Instead of answering her, he pointed
to the flaming letter, and to some black
ashes of burnt paper lying lightly in
the lower part of the fire-place.

¢ Are you burning letters?’

‘Yes’

¢ His letters?’

“Yes’

He took her hand gently. ‘I had
no idea I was intruding on you at a
time when you must wish to be alone.
Forgive me, Agnes—I shall see you
when I return.’

She signed to him,with a faint smile,
to take a chair.

* We have known one another since
we were children,’ she said. ¢ Why
should T feel a foolish pride about my-
self in your presence ! why should I
have any secrets from you? I sent
back all your brother’s gifts to me
some time ago. I have been advised
to do more, to keep nothing that can
remind me of him—in short, to burn
his letters. I have taken the advice ;
but I own I shrank a little from des-
troying the last of the letters, No—
not because it was the last, but because
it had this in it.” She opened her
hand and showed him a lock of Mont-
barry’s hair, tied with a morsel of
golden cord. ‘Well! well! let it go
with the rest.’

She dropped it into the flame. For
awhile she stood with her back to
Henry, leaning on the mantle-piece,
and looking into the fire. He took
the chair to which she had pointed,
with a strange contradiction of ex-

pression in his face : the tears were in -

his eyes, while the brows above were
knit close in an angry frown. He
muttered to himself, * Damn him !’

She rallied her courage, and showed
her face again when she spoke. ¢ Well,
Henry, and why are you going away ¢’

‘I am out of spirits, Agnes, and I
want a change.’

She paused before she spoke again.
His face told her plainly that he was
thinking of %er when he made that
reply. She was grateful to him, but
her mind was not with him : her mind
was still with the man who had deser-
ted her. She turned round again to
the fire. .

‘Is it true,’ she asked, after a long
silence, ‘ that they have been married
to-day 1’ -

He answered ungraciously in the
one necessary word —* Yes.’

¢ Did you go to the church ¥’

He resented the question with an
expression of indignant surprise. ‘Go
to the church ¥’ he repeated ‘I would
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as soon go to . He checked him-
self there. ‘ How can you aski’ he
added in lower tones. ‘I have never
spoken to Montbarry, I have not even
seen him, since he treated you like the
scoundrel and the fool that he is.’
She looked at him suddenly, with-
out saying a word. He understood
her and begged her pardon. But he
wasstill angry. ¢ The reckoning comes
to some men,’ he said ‘even in this
world.  He will live to rue the day
when he married that woman !’

Agnes took the chair by his side,

and looked at him with a gentle sur-
prise.

‘Is it quite reasonable to be so
angry with her because your brother
preferred her to me?’ she asked.

Henry turned on her sharply. ‘Do
you defend the Countess, of all the
people in the world ?’

‘Why not?’ Agnes answered. ‘I
know nothing against her. On the
only occasion when we met, she ap-
peared to be a singularly timid, ner-
Vous person, looking dreadfully ill;
and deng indeed so ill that she fainted
under the heat of the room. Why
should we not do her justice? We
!(now that she was innocent of any
Intention to wrong me ; we know that
she was not aware of my engage-
ment—_’

Henry lifted his hand impatiently,
and stopped her. ¢There is such a
thing as being 00 just and too forgiv-
~ Ing?’ he interposed. ¢ I can’t bear to

ear you talk in that patient way,
er the scandalously cruel manner in
which you have been treated. Try to
forget them both, Agnes. I wish to
God I could help you to do it.’

Agnes laid her hand on his arm.
¢You are very good to me, Henry;
but you don’t quite understand me. I
was thinking of myself and my trouble
In quite a different way, when you
came in. ‘I was wondering whether
anything which has so entirely filled
my heart, and so absorbed all that is

and truest in me, as my feeling
for your brother, can really pass away

as if it had never existed. I have
destroyed the last visible things that
remind me of him. In this world, I
shall see him no more. But is the tie
that once bound us, completely broken?
Am T as entirely parted from the good
and evil fortune of his life, as if we
had never met and never loved? What
do you think, Henry? I can hardly
believe it.’

¢If you could bring the retribution
on him that he has deserved,” Henry
Westwick answered sternly, ¢ I might
be inclined to agree with you.’

As that reply passed his lips the old
nurse appeared again at the door, an-
nouncing another visitor.

‘L am sorry to disturb you, my
dear. But here is little Mrs: Ferrari
wanting to know when she may say a
few words to you.’

Agnes turned to Henry, before she
replied. ¢ You remember Emily Bid-
well, my favourite pupil years ago at
the village school, and afterwards my
maid? She left me, to marry an Ita-
lian courier named Ferrari—and Iam
afraid it has not turned out very well.
Do you mind my having her in here,
for a minute or two?’

Henry rose to take his leave. I
should be glad to see Emily again at
any other time,” he said. ‘Butitis
best that I should go now. My mind
is disturbed, Agnes; I might say
things to you, if I stayed here any
longer, which—which are better not’
said now. I shall cross the Channel
by the mail to-night, and see how a
few weeks’ change will help me.” He
took her hand. *Is there anythingin
the world I can do for you}’ he asked
very earnestly. She thanked him,
and tried to release her hand. He
held it with a tremulous lingering
grasp. ‘ God bless you, Agnes!’ he
said in faltering tones, with his eyes
on the ground. Her face flushed again,
and the next instant turned paler than
ever ; she knew his heart as well as
he knew it himself—she was too dis-
tressed to speak. Hoe lifted her hand
to his lips, kissed it fervently, and,
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without .looking at her again, left the
room. The nurse hobbled after him

to the head of the stairs: she had not

forgotten the time when the younger
brother had been the unsuccessful rival
of the elder for the hand of Agnes,
‘Don’t be down-hearted, Master Hen-
ry,” whispered the old woman, with
the unscrupulous common sense of
persons in the lower rank of life. *Try
her again, when you-come back !’

Left alone for a few moments,
Agnes took a turn in the room, try-
ing to compose herself. She paused
before a little water-coloured drawing
on the wall, which had belonged to
her mother : it was her own portrait
when she was a child. ¢How much
happier we should be,’ she thought to
herself sadly, ‘if we never grew up !’

The courier’s wife was shown in—
a little meek melancholy woman, with
white eyelashes, and watery eyes, who
curtseyed deferentially and was trou-
bled with a small chronic cough.
Agnes shook hands with her kindly.
¢ Well, Emily, what can I do for you ¥

The courier’s wife made rather a
strange answer: ‘I'm afraid to tell
you, Miss.’

‘Is it such a very difficult favour
to grant? Sit down, and let me hear
how you are going on. Perhaps the
petition will slip out while we are
talking. How does your Liusband be-
have to you ?’ ,

Emily’s light grey eyes looked more
watery than ever. She shook her
head and sighed resignedly. ‘I have
no positive complaint to make against
him, Miss. But I’m afraid he doesn’t
care about me ; and he seems to take
no interest in his home—1I may almost
say he’s tired of his home. It might
be better for both of us, Miss, if he
went travelling for a while—not to
mention the money, which is begin-
ning to be wanted sadly.’ She put
her handkerchief to her eyes, and
sighed again more resignedly than
ever.

‘I don’t quite understand,” said
Agnes. ‘I thought your husband had

THE HAUNTED HOTEL.

an engagement to tuke some ladies to
Switzerland and Italy ¢’

¢ That was his ill-luck, Miss, One
of the ladies fell ill—and the others
wouldn’t go without her. They paid
him a month’s salary as compensation.
But they had engaged him for the
autumn and winter—and the loss is
serious.’

‘I am sorry to hear it, Emily. Let
us hope he will soon have another
chance.’

‘It’s not his turn, Miss, to be re-
commended when the next applica-
tions come to the courier’s office. You
see, there are so many of them out of
employment just now. If he could
be privately recommended ' She
stopped, and left the unfinished sen-
tence to speak for itself.

Agnes understood her directly.
‘You want my recommendation,” she
rejoined. ¢ Why couldn’t you say so
at once {’

Emily blushed. ‘It would be such
a chance for my husband’ she an-
swered confusedly. ‘A letter, inquir-
ing for a good courier (a six months’
engagement, Miss!) came to the office
this morning. It’s another man’s turn
to be chosen—and the secretary will
recommend him. If my husband could
only send his testimonials by the same
post—with just a word in your name,
Miss—it might turn the scale, as the
say. A private recommendation be-
tween gentlefolks goes so far’ She
stopped again, and sighed again, and
looked down at the carpet, as if she
had some private reason for feeling a

- little ashamed of herself,

Agnes began to be rather weary of
the persistent tone of mystery in which
her visitor spoke. ¢If you want my
interest with a friend of mine,’ she
said, ‘why can't you tell me the
name?}’

The courier's wife began to cry.
‘I'm ashamed to tell you, Miss.’

For the first time, Agnes spoke
sharply. “Nonsense, Emily! Tell me
the name directly—or drop the sub-

i jeet—whichever you like best.’
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Emily made a last desperate effort.
She wrung her handkerchief hard in
her lap, and let off the name as if she
had ben letting off a loaded gun :—
¢ Lord Montbarry !’

Agnes rose and looked at her.

‘You have disappointed me, she
said very quietly, but with a look

which the courier’s wife had never
seen in her face before. ¢ Knowing
what you know, you ought to be
aware that it is impossible for me to
communicate with Lord Montbarry.
I always supposed you had some deli-
cacy of feeling. I am sorry to find.
that I have been mistaken,’ )

(7o be continued.)

LOVES BURIAL

BY H. L. SPENCER.

W ITH folded wings and folded hands,

. ‘We laid him down upon the sands—
The white sea-sands—one night in June,
While o’er us shone the full-orbed moon.

We made his grave upon the beach,

A Tood beyond the surge's reach !

With buds and flowers of rosy dyes,

We heaped his grave,—with tearful eyes !

You said, “ Oh Love ! that he should die ! ”"
You said, “ Oh Love ! awaits the sky.

“ Bince Love is dead, what can remain,

But sorrow, darkness, doubt and pain ?”

We kissed the flowers that o’er him lay !
We wept the lingering hours away !
The spot we haunted many a year,
With blinded eyes and hearts a-sear !

Where Love lies buried, you and I,
Though far apart, one day shall lie,—
Shall lie asleep—to waken not,

Our losses, like ourselves, forgot.
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THE YELLOW TIBER.

BY GRACE GREEN.

NEAR THE SOURCE OF THE TIBER.

1

“«YT7\CCE TIBERIM !” cried the Ro-

man legions when they first be-

‘held the Scottish Tay. What power

of association could have made them
see in the clear and shallow stream the
likeness of their tawny Tiber, with
his full-flowing waters sweeping down
to the sea? Perhaps those soldiers
underwhose mailed and rugged breasts
lay so tender a thought of home came
from the northerly region among the
Apennines, where a little bubbling
mountain-brook is the first form in
which the storied Tiber greets the
light of day. One who has made a
pilgrimage from its mouth to its source
thus describes the spot : ¢ An old man

undertook to be our guide. By the side
of the little stream, which here con-
stitutes the first vein of the Tiber, we
penetrated the wood. It was an im-
mense beech-forest. The trees
were almost all great gnarled veterans
who had borne the snows of many
winters: now they stood basking above
their blackened shadows in the blazing
sunshine. The little stream tumbled

_from ledge to ledge of splintered rock,

sometimes creepinginto a hazel thicket,
green with long ferns and soft moss,
and then leaping once more merrily
into the sunlight. Presently it split
into numerous little rills, We fol-
lowed the longest of these. It led us
to a carpet of smooth green turf amidst
an opening in the trees; and there bub-
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bling out of the green sod, embroi- |

dered with white strawberry-blossoms,
the delicate blue of the crane’s bill and
dwarf willow-herb, a copious little
stream arose. Here the old man
paused, and resting upon his staff,
raised his age-dimmed eyes, and point-
Ing to the gushing water, said, ‘ %
questo si chiama il Tevere u Roma !’
(‘Andthisiscalled the Tiberat Rome !)

- - . We followed the stream from
the spot where it issued out of the
beech-fqrest, over barren spurs of the
mountains, crested with fringes of dark
Pine, down to g lonely and desolate
valley, shut in by dim and misty blue
Peaks. Then we entered the portals
of a solemn wood, with grey trunks of

trees everywhere around us and im-
Penetrable foliage above our heads,
the deep silence ouly broken by fitful

f bi rds. To thig succeeded a
blank dlst.nct of barren shale cleft into
great gullies by many a wintry torrent,
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Presently we found ourselves at an
enormous height above the river, on

. the ledge of a precipice which shot

down almost perpendicularly on one
side to the bed of the stream. .
A little past this place we came upon
a very singular and picturesque spot.
It was an elevated rock shut within a
deep dim gorge, about which the river
twisted, almost running round it. Up-
on this rock were built a few gloomy-
looking housesand a quaint, old-world
mill. It was reached from the hither
side by a widely-spanning one-arched
bridge. It was called Val Savignone.”
Beyond this, at a small village called
Balsciano, the hills began to subside
into gentler slopes, which gradually
merged in the plain at the little town
of Pieve San Stefano.

Thus far the infant stream has no
history : its legends and chronicles do
not begin so early. But a few miles
farther, on a tiny branch called the

CAPRESE.

Singerna, are the vestiges of what was
%n% & place of some importance—
apresge, w2here Michael Angelo was

| born some four hundred“years ago,

His father was for a twelvemonth
governor of this place and Chiusi, five



18 THE YELLOW TIBER.

miles off (not Lars Porsenna’s Clusium,
which is to the south, but Clusium
Novum), and brought his wife with
him to inhabit the palazzo communale.
During his regency the painter of the
“ Last Judgment,” the sculptor of
“ Night and Morning,” the architect of
St. Peter’s cupola first saw the light.
Here the history of the Tiber begins
—here men first mingled blood with
its unsullied waves. On another little
tributary is Anghiara, where in 1440
a terrible battle was fought between
the Milanese troops, under command
of the gallant free-lance Piccinine, and
the Florentines, led by Giovanni Paolo

commonly called Giampaolo) Orsini ;
and a little farther,on the main stream,
Citta di Castello recalls the story of a
long siege which it valiantly sustained
against Braccio da Montone, surnamed
Fortebraccio (Strong-arm), another re-
nowned soldier of fortune of the fif-
teenth century.

As the widening flood winds on
through the beautiful plain, a broad
sheet of water on the right spreads for
miles to the foot of the mountains,
whose jutting spurs form many a bay,
cove and estuary. It wasin the small
hours of & night of misty moonlightthat
our eyes, stretched wide with the new
wonder of beholding classic ground,
first caught sight of this smooth ex-
panse gleaming pallidly amid the dark,
blurred outlines of the landscape and
trees. The monotonous noise and mo-
tion of the train bad put our fellow-
travellers to sleep, and when'it gradu-
ally ceased they did not stir. There
was no bustle at the little station where
we stopped ; a few drowsy figures stole
silently by in the dim light, like ghosts
on the spectral shores of Acheron ;
the whole scene was strangely unreal,
phantasmal. “ What can it be?” we
asked each other under our breaths.
« There is but one thing that it can be
— Lake Thrasimene.” And so it was.
Often since, both by starlight and day-
light, we have seen that watery sheet
of fatal memories, but it never wore
the same shadowy yet impressive as-

pect as on our first night-journey from
Florence to Rome.

Then what historical associations,
straggling away across three thousand
years to when Perugia was one of the
thirty cities of Etruria, and kept her
independence through every vicissi-
tude until Augustus starved her out in
40 B. C.! Portions of the wall, huge
smooth blocks of travertine stone, are
the work of the vanished Etruscans,
and fragments of sevewal gateways,
with Roman alterations. One is per-
fect, imbedded in the outer wall of the
castle: it has a round-headed arch,with
six pilasters, in the intervals of which
are three halflength human figures
and two horses’heads. On the southern
slope of the hill, three miles beyond the
walls, a number of Etruscan tombs
were accidentally discovered by a peas-
ant a few years ago. The outerentrance
alone had suffered, buried under the
rubbish of two millenniums: the burial
place of the Volumnii has been restored
externally after ancient Etruscan mo-
dels, but within it has been left un-
touched. Descending a long flight of
stone steps, which led into the heart of
the hill, we passed through a low door

" formerly closed by a single slab of trav-

ertine, too ponderous for modern hin-
ges. At first we could distinguish noth-
ing in the darkness, but by the uncer-
tain flaring of two candles, which the
guide waved about incessantly, we saw
a chamber hewn in the rock, with a
roof in imitation of beams and rafters,
all of solid tufa stone. A low stone
seat against the wall on each hand and
a small hanging lamp were all the fur-
niture of this apartment, awful in its
emptiness and mystery. On every side
there were dark opemings into cells

"whence came gleams of white, indefi-

nite forms: a great Gorgon’s head
gazed at us from the ceiling, and from .
the walls in every direction started the
crested heads and necks of sculptured
serpents. We entered one by one the
nine small grotto-like compartments
which surround the central cavern: the
white shapes turned out to be cinerary
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urns, enclosing the ashes of the three
thousand years dead Volumnii, Urns,
as we understand the word, they are
not, but large caskets, some of them
alabaster, on whose lids recline male
figures draped and garlanded as for a
feast: the faces differ 80 much in fea-

ture and expression that one can hardly

doubt their being likenesses: the fig-
ures, if erect, w.

: ould be nearly two feet
in helght.. The sides of these little
sarcophagiare covered with busst-rilievi,
many of them finely executed : the sub-
Jects are combats and that favourite
theme the boar-hunt of Kalydon; there

Medusa’s head, as it is

 thought to be, recurs constantly, treat-
ed with extraordinary power: we were
$vxc§{edd among ourselves whether it
as Medusa or an Frj ys with winged
head. Thesphinxappea.rsseveraltimes:
there are fopr on the corners of apn ala-

eads, with garl
n them, a well.
of antique altars, are

But far ¢h

ands drooping
known ornameng
among the decop.
. € most beauti

objgects were the litt Wiy

le hanging figur
Which seemed to have beegl lagmpgs 0;32

T, though we wer
assured that they are term—gcotta: t]fe;
are male figures of exquisite grace and
beauty, with 5 lightness and airiness
Commonly given toMercury; but these

arge angel pinions on the shoul.
ders, and none on the head or feet,
ere wag

curiosity which is worth more
than all Eurekagg, With the exception

of a few Weapons and trinkets, which
We 8aw at the museum, this is all that
Temains of the mighty Etruscans, save
the shapes of the common red pottery
Which is spread out wholesale in the
Open 8D

ace opposite the cat
ke S pposi e cathedral on

y8—the most graceful and
useful which coulq be devigsed, and
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which have not changed their model
since earlier days than the occupants
of those tombs could remember.

But time would fail us to tell of the
Baglioni, or Pope Paul the Borghese,
or Fortebraccio, the chivalric condottiere
who led the Perugians to war against
their neighbours of Todi, or even the
still burning memories of the sack of
Perugia by command of the late
pope. We can no longer turn our
thoughts from the treasures of art
which make Perugia rich above all
cities of the Tiber, save Rome alone. )
We cannot tarry before the cathedral,
noble despite its incompleteness and
the unsightly alterations of later
times, and full of fine paintings and
maitchless wood-carving and wrought
metal and precious sculptures ; nor be-
fore the Palazzo Communale, another
grand Gothic wreck, equally dignified
and degraded; nor even heside the
great fountain erected six hundred
years ago by Nicolo and Giovanni da
Pisa, the chiefs and founders of the
Tuscan school of sculpture; nor be-
neath the statue of Pope Julius IIL.,
which Hawthorne has made known to
all; for there are a score of churches
and palaces, each with its priceless
Perugino, and drawings and designs by
his pupil Raphael in his lovely “first
manner,” which has so much of the
Eden-like innocence of his master ; and
the Academy of Fine Arts, where one
may study the Umbrian school at lej-
sure; and last, but not least, the Sala
del Cambio, or Hall of Exchange, where
Perugino may be seen in his glory. It
is not a hall of imposing size, so that
nothing interferes with the impression
of the frescoes which gaze upon you
from every side as you enter. Or no;
they do not gaze upon you nor return

"your glance, but look sweetly and se-

renely forth, as if with eyes never bent
on earthly things, The right-hand wall
is dedicated to the sibyls and prophets,
the left to the greatest sages and heroes
of antiquity. There is something capri-
cious or else enigmatical in the mode
of presenting many of them—the dress
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attitude and general appearance often
suggest a very different person from
the one intended—but the grace and
loveliness of some, the dignity and ele-
vation of others, the expression of
wisdom in this face, of celestial cour-
age in that, the calm and purity and
beauty of all givethem an indescribable
charm and potency. At the end of the
room facing the door are the “Nati-
vity”and “Transfiguration,” the latter,
infinitely beautiful and religious, full
of quiet concentrated feeling. We were
none of us critics: none of us had got
beyond the stage when the sentiment
of a work of art is what most affects
our enjoyment of it; and we ‘all con-
fessed how much more impressive to us
was thisTransfiguration, with its three
quiet spectators, than theworld-famous
one at the Vatican. Although there
are masterpieces of Perugino’s in near-
ly every great European collection, I
cannot but think one must go to Peru-
gia to appreciate fully the limpid clear-
ness, the pensive, tranquil suavity,
which reigns throughout his pictures
in the countenances, the landscape, the
atmosphere.

The cliff on which Assisi stands rises
abruptly on the side toward the Tiber :
long lines of triple arches, which look
as if hewn in the living stone, stretch
along its face, one above another, like
galleries, the great mass of the church
and convent,with its towers and gables
and spire-like cypress trees, crowning
all. It isthis marriage of the building
to the rock, these lower arcades which
rise halfway between the valley and
the plateau seeking the help of the
solid crag to sustain the upper ones
and the vast superimposed structure,
that makes the distant sight of Assisi
so striking, and almost overwhelms you
with a sense of its greatness as the
winding road brings you close below
on your way up to the town. Itisa
triple church. The uppermost one, be-
gun two years after the saint’s death,
has a magnificent Gothic west front
and high steps leading from the piazza,
and a rich side-portal with a still higher
flight leading from a court on a lower
level. As we entered, the early after-
noon sun was streaming in through the
immense rose-window and flooding the

| vast nave, illumining the blue star
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studded vault of the lofty roof and the
grand, simple frescoes of Cimabue and
Giotto on the walls. Thence we de-
scended to the second church, in whose
darkness our vision groped, half blind
from the sudden change; but gradually
through the dusk we began to discern
low vaults stretching heavily across pil-
lars which look like stunted giants, so
short are they and so tremendously
thick-set, the high altar enclosed by an
elaborate grating the little side-
<hapels like g0 many black cells,
and through the gloom a
twinkle and glimmer of gold
and colour and motes floating
in furtive sunbeams that had
strayed in through the superh
stained glass of the infrequent
wmdovys. Thefrescoesof Giotto
and his school enrich every
spapdn; and interspace with
their simple, serious forms-..
no other such place to study
the art of that early day—
gut & Virgin enthroned among saints
y Lo Spagna,_a disciple of Perugino’s
made a pure light in the obscurity : it’;
had all the master’s golden transparen-
¢y, like clear shining after the rain
Il‘:ll::;m this most solemn and venerable
e we went do
Shaeh, ooy wn to the lowest
er than the one
dark it seemed
although— it ig
Cross—each
it is onl
althoug

we had left, totally

arm is sixty feet : in fact,

({)f 8 weakening of the impression made
by the place we had just left. No doubt

1t 18 because the crypt is of this cen- -

ury, while the other two churches are | headland to join the Tiber, which di-

of the thirteenth,

There are other things to be seen at
Assisi; and after dining at the little
Albergo del Leone, which, like every
Part of the town except the churches,

18 remarkably clean, my companion set
out to climb wup to the castle, and I “

wandered back to the great church.

Y & crypt of unusual size; and | foliage and the deep velvet of the im-
2 h here were the saint’s bones ¢ mortal eypresses and the blossoming
an urn of bronze, we were conscious |

CHURCH

epulchre : it was dark- |
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As I sat idly on the steps a monk ac-
costed me, and finding that I had not
seen the convent, carried me through
labyrinthine corridors and galleries,
down long flights of subterranean stone
steps, one after another, until I thought
we could not be far from the centre of
the earth, when he suddenly turned
aside into a vast cloister with high arch-
ed openings and led me to one of them.
Oh, the beauty, the glory, the wonder

AND CONVENT OF ST. FRANCIS, AT ASSISL

of the sight ! We were halfway down
the mountain-side, hanging between
the blue heaven and the billowy Um-
brian plain, with its verdure and its
azure fusing into tints of dreamy soft-
ness as they vanished in the deep vio-
let shadows of thick-crowding moun-
tains, on whose surfaces and gorges lay

' changing colours of the superbest in-

to me, and contracted, tensity.

in the form of a Greek

Poplars and willows showed
silvery among the tender green of other
deciduous trees in their fresh spring

shrubs, which looked like little puffs
of pink and white cloud resting on the
bosom of the valley. A small, clear
mountain-stream wound round the

vides the landscape with its bare, peb-

" bly bed. It was almost the same view

that one has from twenty places in

/| Perugia, but coming out upon it as
. from the bowels of the earth, framed

in its huge stone arch, it was like open-
ing a window from this world into
Paradise
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Slowly and lingeringly I left the
cloister, and panted up the many steps
back to the piazza to await my com-

panion and the carriage which was to

take us back to Perugia. The former
was already there, and in a few min-
utes a small omnibus came clattering
down the stony street, and stopping
beside us the driver informed us that
he had come for-us. Our surprise and
wrath broke forth. Hours before we
had bespoken a little open carriage,and
it was this heavy, jarring, Jjolting ve-
hicle which they had sent to drive us
ten miles across the hills. The driver
declared, with truly Italian volubility
and command of language and gesture,
that there was no other means of con-
veyance to be had ; that it was excel-
lent, swift, admirable; that it was
what the signori always went from
Assisi to Perugia in ; that, in fine, we
had engaged it, and must take it. My
companion hesitated, but I had the ad-
vantage here, being the one who could
speak Italian ; so I promptly replied
- that we would not go in the omnibus
under any circumstances. The whole
story was then repeated with more ad-
jectives and superlatives, and gestures
of a form and pathos to make the for-
tune of a tragic actor. I repeated my
refusal. He began a third time: Isat
down on the steps, rested my head on
my hand and looked at the carvings of
the portal. This drove him to frenzy :
so long as you answer an Italian he
gets the better of you ; entrench your-
self in silence and he is impotent. The
driver’s impotencefirst exploded in fury
and threats: at least we should pay for

theomnibus, forhistime, for histrouble; -

yes, pay the whole way to Perugia and
back, and his buon’ mano besides. All

the beggars who haunt the sanctuary
 of their patron had gathered about us,
and from playing Greek chorus now
began to give us advice : “Yes, we
would do well to go : the only carriage
in Assisi, and excellent, admirable ! ”
The numbers of these vagrants, their
officiousness, their fluency, were bewil-
dering. “ But what are we to do?”

asked my anxious companion. Why,
if it comes to the worst, walk down to
the station and take the night-train
back.”  He walked away whistling,
and I composed myself to a visage of
stone and turned my eyes to the sculp-
tures once more. . Suddenly the driver
stopped short : there was a minute’s
pause, and then I heard a voice in the
softest accents asking for something
to buy a drink. T turned round—be.
side me stood the driver, hat in hand :
¢ Yes, the signora is right, quite right :
I go, but she will give me something
to get a drink?” I nearly laughed,
but, biting my lips, I said firmly, « A
drink? Yes, if it be poison.” The
effect was astounding : the man utter-
ed an ejaculation, crossed himself,
mounted his box and drove off ; the
beggars shrank away, stood aloof and
exchanged awe-struck whispers ; only
a few liquid-eyed little ragamuffing
continued to turn somersets and stand
on their heads undismayed.

Half an hour elapsed : the sun was
beginning to descend, when the sound
of wheels was again heard, and a light
waggon with four places and a brisk
little horse came rattling down the
street. A pleasant-looking fellow
Jjumped down, took off his hat and said
he had come to drvive us to Perugia,
We jumped up joyfully, but I asked
the price.  “Fifty francs”—a sum
about equivalent to fifty dollars in
those regions. I smiled and shook m
head : he eagerly assured me that this
included his buon’ mano and the cost
of the oxen which we should be obliged
to hire to drag us up some of the hills.
I shook my head again : he shrugged
and turned as if to go. My unhappy
fellow-traveller started forward : “Give
him whatever he asks and let us get
away.” I sat down again on the steps,
saying in Ttalian, asif in soliloquy,
that we should have to go by the train,
after all. Then the new-comer cheer.
fully came back: « Well, signora,
whatever you please to give.” Inamed
half his price—an exorbitant sum,
as I well knew—and in a moment
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TEMPLE OF THE CLITUMNUS,

more we were skimming along over
the hard, smooth mountain-roads ;: we
heard no more of those mythical beasts
the oxen, and in two hours were safe
in Perugia.

1L

ONE branch of the littleriver which

encompasses Assisi is the Cli- |

tumnus, the delight of philosophers
and poets in the Augustan age. Near
ts source stands a beautiful little
temple to the divinity of the stream.
Although the ancients resorted hither
for the loveliness of the spot, they did
not bathe in the springs, a gentle super-
stition holding it sacrilege for the
human body to lave itself in a stream
near its source. They came by the Via
Flaminia, the old high-road from Rome

to Florence, which cxﬁ)sse_s th'is n;ood:::
railroad hard by. Following its course,
which takes a more direct line than
the devious Tiber, Spoleto on its
woody castellated height, the traveller
reaches Terni on the tumultuous Nar,
the wildest and most rebellious of all
the tributaries. It was to save the
surrounding country from its outbreaks
that the channel was made by the
Romans B. ¢. 271, the first of' several
experiments which resulted in these
cascades, which have been more sung
and oftener painted than any other in
the world. The beauty of Terni is so
hackneyed that enthusiasm over it
becomes cockney, yet the beauty of
hackneyed things is as eternal as the
verity of truisms, and no more loses its
charm than the other its point. But
one must not talk about it. The foam-
ing torrent rages along between dlts
rocky walls until spanned by the bridge
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of Augustus at Narni, a magnificent
viaduct sixty feet high, thrown from

ridge to ridge across the ravine for the

THE FALLS OF TERNI

passage of the Flaminian Way—a
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glimpse of the rugged hillsides with
their thick forests and the turbulent
waters rushing through the chasm.
Higher still is Narni, looking over her
embattled walls. Tt is one of the most

' striking positions on the way from

Florence to Rome, and the next half
hour, through savage. gorges and black
tunnels, ever beside the tormented

. waters of the Nar until they meet the

Tiber, swollen by the tributes of the
Paglia and Chiana, is singularly fine.

The discomfort of Perugia was lux-
ury to what we found at Orvieto, and
it was no longer May but December,
when it is nearly as cold north of
Rome as with us; and Rome was
drawing us with her mighty magnet,
So, one wintry morning, soon after
daybreak, we set out in a close car-
riage with four horses, wrapped as if
we were going in a sleigh, with a scal-
dino (or little brazier) under our feet,

- for the nearest railway station on our

route, a nine hours’ drive. Our way
lay through the snow-covered hills and

- their leafless forest, and long after we
" had left Orvieto behind again and

again a rise in the road would bring
it full in sight on its base of tufa, girt
by its walls, the Gothic lines of the
cathedral sharp against the clear,

. brightening sky. At qur last look the
¢ sun was not up, but broad shafts of

light, such as painters throw before the
chariotof Pha:bus, refracted against the

~ pure ether, spread like a halo round the

|

wreck now, for two of the arches have '

fallen, but through the last there is a

threefold pinnacles : a moment more
and Orvieto was hidden behind a high-
er hill, not to be seen again. All day
we drove among the snow-bound hills
and woods, past the Lake of Bolsena
in its forbidding beauty ; past small
valleys full of naked fruit trees and
shivering olives, which must be nooks
of loveliness in spring ; past defiant
little towns aloft on their islands of
tufa, like Bagnorea with its "single
slender bell-tower ; past Montefiascone
with its good old story about Cardinal
Fugger and the native wine. We
stopped to lunch at Viterbo, a town
wore closely connected with the his-



THE YELLOW TIBER. 25

ORVIETO.

tory of the Papacy than an except
Rome itgelf, and f):lll of leggnds aerll)d
romantic associations : it ig dirty and
flﬂapldatec_i, and has great need of ajl
1ts memories. Being but eight miles

from Monteﬁascone, we ¢

bottle of the fatal Est, wh?(}llf (\lvefolll‘a({;
tasted once at Augsburg, where the
host of ‘the Three Moors has it in his
cellar, in honour perhaps of the de-
parted Fugger famil

r Y, whose palace
has become hig hotel : there w}:} had

founfl 1t delicious—a wine as sweet as
corqlal, with a soul of fire and a pene-
trating but delicate flavour of its own
—how different from the thin, sour
stuff they brought us in the long-neck-
ed, straw-covered flask, nothing to at-
test its relationship to the generous
Juice at the Three Moors except the
singular unique flavour! A fter this
little disappointment we left Viterbo,
and drove on through the same sort of
Scenery, which seemed to grow more
and more beautiful in the rosy light of
the sinking sun.. But it is hard to tell,
OF nothing makes a Jjourney so beauti-
ful as to know that Rome is the goal.
As the last rays were flushing the hill-

tops we came in sight of Orte, with its
irregular lines of building clinging to
the sides of its precipitous cliff in such
eyrie-wise that it is difficult to say
what is house and what is rock, and
whether thearched passages with which
it is pierced are masonry or natural
grottoes ; and there was the Tiber—
already the yellow Tiber—winding
through the valley as far as the eye
could follow. Here we waited for the
train, which was ten minutes late, and
tried to make up for lost time by leav-
ing our luggage, all duly marked and
ready, standing on the track. We soon
began to greet familiar sites as we flit-
ted by : the last we made out plainly
was Borghetto, a handful of houses,
with a ruined castle keeping watch on
a hill hard by : then twilight gathered,
and we strained our eyes in vain for
the earliest glimpse of Mount Soracte,
and night came down before we could
descry the first landmarks of the Agro
Romano, the outposts of our excur-
sions, the farm-towers we knew by
name, the farthest fragments of the
aqueducts. But it was not so obscure
that we could not discern the Tiber
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between his low banks showing us the = as the train rushed over the bridge;
way, the lights quivering in the Anio, | and when at length we saw against the

CIVITA BAGNOREA,

clear night-sky a great dark barrier ' through with slackening speed, and her
stretching right and left, we knew that = embrace enfolded us again.

the walls of Rome were once more be- . The Tiber winding as it does like a
fore us: in a moment we had glided | great artery through the heart of
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Rome, is seldom long either out of | and butchered, while the troops in the

sight or mind. One constantly comes
upon it in the most unexpected man-
ner, for there is no river front to the
city. There is a wide open space on
the Ripetta—a street which runs from
the Piazza del Popolo, at the head of
the foreign quarter, to remoter parts—
where a broad flight of marble steps
descends to the level of the flood, and
a ferry crosses to the opposite bank :
looking over at the trees and fields, it
is like the open country, yet beyond
are St. Peter’s and the Vatican, and
the whole of what is known ag the
Leonine City. But one cannot follow
the Tiber through the streets of Rome
2s one may the Seine in Paris: in the
thickly-built quarters the houses baek
upon the stream and its yellow waves
wash their foundations, working wrath
and woe from time to time, a8 those
who were there in the winter of 1870
will recollect. Sometimes it is !:ll?tto
sight for half a mile together, unless
oxige catches a glimpge of ‘it through
the carriage-way o%*: palace. From
the wharf of the Ripetta it disappears
until you come upon it again at the
bridge of §t, Angelo, the Alian bridge

of ancient Rome, which is the most

direct passage from the fashionable
and foreign quarter to the Trastevere,
It must be confessed that the idle
sense of mere plessure generally super-
sedes recollection and association after
one’s first astonishment to find one’s
self among the historie places subsides;
yet how often, as our horse’s hoofs
rang on the slippery  stones, my
thoughts went suddenly back to the
scene when Saint Gregory over,
chanting litanies, at the head of the
whole populace, who formed one vast
Pbenitential processiﬁn, andh' saw - the
avenging angel alight on the mauso-
leum ong(?rgi:n 2111151 sheath his sword
in sign that the plague was stayed ;
Or to that terrible day when the
erocious mercenaries of the Constable
de Bourbon and the wretched inhabi.
tants given over to sack and slaughter
Swarmed across together, butchering

castle hurled down what was left of
its classic statues upon the heads of

THE TIBER, FROM ORTE.

friend and foe, and the Tiber was

! turned to blood !
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The scenery differs entirely on dif- | low heaps of stone or brickwork hidden
ferent 81‘des of Rome. Here there is | by weeds: on the other, towardsTivoli,
notla ruin, not a vestige, except a few | much of the beauty is due to the work

ST, PETER'S AND THE VATICAN, FROM THE FALLS OF THE TTBER.

of man —the stately remnants of an- | tull square towers of feudal barons,
cient aqueduct, temple and tomb; the ' round which cluster low farm-build-
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THE CASTLE OF

ings scarcely less old and solid : the
vast, gloomy grottoes of Cerbara, which
look like the underground palace of a
bygone race, but which are the tufa-
quarries of classic times; the ruined
baths of Zenobia, where the rushing
milky waters of the Aquae Albule £il]
the air with sulphurous fumes ; and,

8T. ANGELo.

as a climax, the Villa of Hadrian, less.
a country-place than a whole region, a
town-in-country, with palace, temples,
circus, theatres, baths amidst a tract
of garden and pleasure-ground ten
miles in circumference, Even when
one is familiar with the enormous
height and bulk of the Cloliseum or the

TSLAND OF THE TIBER.
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CUPOLA OF S8T. PETER’S.

Baths of Caracalla, the extent of the
ruins of Hadrian’s Villa is overwhelm-
ing. Numerous fragments are still
standing, graceful and elegant, but a
vast many more are buried deep under
turf and violets and fern: large cypres-
ses and ilexes have struck root among
their stones, and they form artificial
hills and vales and great wide plateaus
covered with herbage and shrubbery,
hardly to be distinguished from the

THE YELLOW TIBER.

natural accidents of the land. The

&

solitude is as immense as the space.
After leaving our carriage we wand-
ered about for hours, sometimes lying
in the sunshine at the edge of a great
grassy terrace which commands the
Campagna and the Agro Romano—
beyond whose limits we had come-—to
where, like a little bell, St. Peter’s
dome hung faint and blue upon the
horizon ; sometimes exploring the in-
numerable porticoes and galleries, and
replacing in fancy the Venus de Me-
dici, the Dancing Faun, and all the
other shapes of beauty which once
occupied these ravished pedestals and
niches; sometimes rambling ahout the
flowery fields, and up and down among
the hillocks and dells, meeting no one,
until at length, when completely be-
wildered and lost, we fell in with a
rustic belonging to the estate, who
guided us back. We left the place with
the sense of having been in a separate
realm, another country, belonging to
another age. The whole of that visit
to Tivoli was like a dream. The sun
was sinking when we left the precincts

TIVOLI,
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CABTLE AT OS8TIA.

of the villa, and twilight stole upon
us, wrapping all the landscape on which
we looked back in softer folds of shade,
and resolving its features into large,
calm masses, as the horses laboured up

the narrow, stony road into a myste-

rious wood of gigantic olives, gnarled,
twisted and rent as no other tree could
be and live. The scene was wild and
weird in the dying light, and it grew
almost savage as we wound upward
among the robber-haunted hills, Night
had fallen before we reached the
mountain-town. Our coachman dashed
through the dark slits of streets, where
it seemed as if our wheels must strike
the houses on each side, cracking his
whip and jingling the bells of the har-
ness. Under black archways sat groups
of peasants, their swart visages lit up
from below by the glow of a brazier,
while a flaring torch stuck through a
ring overhead threw fierce lights and
shadows across the scene. Sharp cries
and shouts like maledictions rose as we
passed, and as'we turned into the little
Square on which the inn stands we
wondered in what sort of den we
should have to lodge. We followed our

host of the little Albergo della Regnia
up the steep stone staircase with many
misgivings: he flung open a door, and

\ we beheld a carpeted room, all fur-

nished and hung with pink chintz,
covered with cupids and garlands.
There were sofas, low arm-chairs, a
writing-table with appurtenances, a
tea-table with snowy linen and a h1s..s—
ing brass tea-kettle. Opening from this
were two little white nests of bed-
rooms, with tin bathtubs and anabund-
ance of towels. We could not believe
our eyes: here were English comfort
and French taste. Were we in May
Fair or the Rue de Rivolit Or was it
a fairy-tale 1

The Campagna has one more aspect,
different from all the rest, where 'the
Tiber, weary with his long \.vandermg,
rolls lazily to the sea. It is a dreary
waste of swamp and sandhill and scrub
growth, but with a forlorn beauty of
its own, and the beauty of colour,
never absent in Italy. The tall, coarse
grass and reeds pass through a series
of vivid tones, culminatmg in taw'ny
gold and deep orange, against which
the silverfretted violet blue-green of
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the Mediterranean assumes a magical
splendour. Small,shaggy buffaloeswith
ferocious eyes,and sometimes a peasant
as wild-looking as they, are the only
inhabitants of this wilderness. The
machicolated towers of Castel Fusano
among its grand stone-pines stand up
from the marshes, and farther seaward
another castle with a single pine ; but
they only enhance the surrounding
loneliness.  Ostia, the ancient port,
which the sea and river have hoth

deserted, is now a city of the dead, a
Pompeii above ground, whose avenues
of tombs lead to streetsof human dwell-
ings more desolate still. Tt isno longer
by Ostia, nor even by the Tiber, that
one can reach the sea: the way was
choked by sand and silt seventeen
centuries ago, and Trajan caused the.
canal to be made which bears hisname 5
and this is still the outlet from Rome
to the Mediterranean, while the river
expires amongthepestilential marshes.

TO HELEN.

BY R. MARVIN SIEATON.

‘ “7 HEN old Anacreon twanged the lyre,

And sang his burning strains,
When Sappho tuned her heart of fire,
To float o’er Attic plains ;
Soft Delphic breezes bore their lays
To god-like ears above ;

And Venus heard their songs of praise
Attuned to her and Love.

When Lesbian harps responsive rang
As Alceus touched the chords,
And tuneful bards of Ida sang
Their songs in Doric words
Of wondrous power, the zephyrs bore
The thenie to mighty Jove,—
The theme which sweeps the wide world oler,

The mystery of Love.

And should / now attempt to sing
My simple lays to thee,

As Cupid struck, of old, the string,
And tuned the melody,

So would my Muse, with eager wing,
Impassioned, sweep the chords ;

Aud Love, and Love alone, would sing
The warm and tender words,
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THE EARLY ENGLISH STAGE

BY J. L. STEWART.

T HEstage washonourable inGreece,

but despised in Rome. The Ro-
man actor, although patronized and
applauded for hig art, was accounted
too despicable to he numbered with
the tribes. This Roman prejudice
against the player, which only genius
like that of Roscius and sopus could
overcome, hag be.

modern nations, In France the actor
was forbidden ber

nefit of clergy, and

evendenied the sacrament of marriage,
being forced to choose between celi-
bacy and illicit wnion.  In England
the stage struggled for long years
against the Church and the hostile
element of society, and is even yet an
object of more or less reprobation to
the most of the dissenting sects, Thig
prejudice on the part of devoutnegs
and respectability is sutlicient, in it
self, to account for the lack of rever.
ence and the disregard of appearances
which have always heen, to some de-
gree, characteristic of the Profession,
without seeking for cauges in the na-
ture of histrionic ayt itself to ac-
count for levity and license.  Proud
of their calling, devoted to their art,
rejoicing in thejr stage triumphs, act-
ors are not likely to frequent churches
where theiy business is disparaged, to
reverence creeds which are construed
s condemnatory of al they love, to
listen respectfully to preachers who
tell them that the first step towards
salvation is the abandonment of thejr
beloved mistress, The Church, by
turning ity hack on the players, merely
i et of more or less

pt to them, accom-
its hostile attitude,
art is stronger than
nathema, and doing
influence for moral

Plishing no good by
ecause the love of
the feay of clerical a
harm by losing the
3

N

en inherited in part by |

ity and sobriety which it might have
wielded over those it banished from
its pale. Society, also, by shutting its
doors on the artist, made him, to a
certain extent, heedless of its laws,
reckless of itg censure, and defiant of
its prohibitions. So much may be said
without pretending to decide whether,
in the first place, the license of the
stage provoked the hostility of these
spiritual and social forces, or whether
their hostility and indifference Prece-
ded the breaking away of the actorg
from the bonds of orthodoxy in doe-
trine and conduet,

The dramatic genius of the
Britons found expre
dical ceremonial, ang
cess of these rites in Impressing the
minds of the worshippers was, no
doubt, due to the artistic instincts of
the people——instinets which recognized
the truthfulness of the symbolism,
and naturally took it as a faithful
representation of truth itself, When
the missionary visited the
Saxon he made use of the prevail-
ing taste for the rude minstrel and
theatrical performances of wandering
players, and presented the doctrines of
Christianity, and incidents in the lives
of the Saviour and the saints, in dia-
logueand soug. The best actor wasthus
the most effective preacher, and when
St. Adhelm took his harp and sang a
rattling ballad to an audience that was
growing weary of his doetrinal dia-
logues, he simply supplied a precedent
for some of the devices by which di-
vines of later times have kept their
congregations together. Later on,
when the Church ruled all the land,
and employed more dignified methods
of imparting instruction, the profane
element gained predominance in dra.

ancient
5101 in the Drui-
Lmuch of the suc-

Anglo-
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matic representations. The roving
glee-men were gladly welcomed by the
monkish communities, both for the:!
gossip they brought and the entertain- |
ment they afforded. The monks wrote |
songs for them, and became enthusi- ,
astic amateurs in the profession them- |
selves. The Church took alarm. Ag |
its priests were not able to withstand
the fascinations of the men of harp
and song, it was determined to protect
clerical decorum by banishing tempta-
tion, and it was, therefore, decreed in
solemn Council, and sanctioned by the
sign manual of the King, that “actors
and other vagabonds” named in the
decree should no longer be admitted

to monasteries. Was it for the same
reason, in later times, that the Puri-
tans became so hostile to the stage !
Could they not trust themselves in the
presence of its allurements? Had they
more faith in the banishing of temp-
tation than in resisting its seductive |
influences ? It would seem so. The ‘»
Council of Clovershoe merely guarded |
the monastic orders from contamin- |
ation with showmen, while the Puri- |
tans forbade dramatic representations |
throughout all the land. The Puri- ]
tans of the present day frankly ack- |

|

nowledge that they discountenance the |
drama, not because it is evil in itself,
but because its associations are im-
pure, its attractions too great for cer-
tain minds, and its aims and ends of
no benefit to mankind.

When the Miracle-plays, which
brought God down to dwell among
men, and the Moralities, which showed
how virtue and vice struggle for mas-
tery, were finally abandoned by the
Church, and the Chronicle-plays had
served their purpose of reviving the
past for the instruction of the present
—dcing for profane history what the
Mysteries had done for sacred—the
dramatic genius of the nation finally
developed into legitimate tragedy and
comedy ; and art for art’s sake, art that
gave laws to itself, art that acknow-

ledged no limitations except those im-
posed by the mind of man and the !
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power of expression, found a home cn
English soil.

Amateur theatricals became the
rage at court, in the great country-
houses, and in the colleges. Richard,

| Duke of Gloucester, set the fashion of

having a company of players among
his servants, and allowed them to act
for the public amusement when he was
not in the mood to be entertained by
them. His example was_followed by .
others, and these companies were duly
authorized by royal license, in 1573,
to play wherever they pleased when
their masters gave them permission,
They “ were generally of a roystering
character,” we are told, and *ill-re.
garded by the Church,” and yet ap-
parently great favourites with many
members of the clergy, who composed
plays for them, and even aided in their
production. The pride of authorship
was stronger than the fear of censure.
The author of the first English play
that can claim the title of comedy was
a reverend Eton master, and the play
was called ““Ralph Roister Doister,”
a name which would be considered
peculiarly appropriate in these days
for a farce. He was ejected from his
place a year after the production of
his comedy, charged with having aided
and abetted the robbery of the (ol
lege plate, and, therefore, his connec-
tion with the stage was not likely to
elevate it to a higher plane of respect-
ability.  But the fate of Nicholas
Udall did not deter other clerics from
engaging in dramatic composition. Tt
was not long after his time that Bishop

" Bale, nicknamed the * Bilious,” was

upholding the Reformation and the
throne of Edward VI. by embodying
his ideas on theology and statecraft in
lively comedies. Rome was the object
of his coarse and vigorous satire, and his
audiences were divided into those who
applauded and those who hooted. Gos-
son, whose productions were not ap-
preciated by the audiences who visited
the theatres when Shakspere was a
young man, dipped his pen in muriatic
acid, or some other equally biting
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liquid, and wrote « A School of
buse,” Wwhich, he said, “ contained a
pleasar}t Invective against players,
Poets, Jesters, and such like catérpil-
ars of g commonwealth.” He may
have deemed ¢ pleasant, but the
actorg must have regarded it ag only
es8  disagreeable than the author’s
blays. Hig Censure was as severe and
ag persongl as that of the latest rever-
lant of the stage, and his

style. as flippant and ag full of sacred
allusions, From Gosson to Talmage
& o long » but there is a strong
amily likenegg between their writings
on theatrica] matters.  (osson’s logic
m}111§t surely have been the model on
;v ich Talmage formed hig, Domitian
avoured plays, he said, and wag Jjustly
Dunished whey, 4 Player disturbed his

domestic felicity , Caligula allowed

were giany 4
had tgllcer:l ond herOes’ but since they

: to plays the

. ¥ had degener-
aaiiilltljso & puny peopfe, incapa%le of
Patriotic apnq Warlike ‘deeds.  But
confine himself o ab.

only coylg have
Who loved the subject,

e x‘nanners of the time are invalu-
nnour Assemblies at plays
n,” says this worthy moralist,

Z:)tde ri descriptive faculty that the
“ou Il:eWSpaper reporter may envy,
) _ shall See such heaving and
g outlng:, such pitching and shoulder-
Ing to sjt by Wwomen, such care for

hn their ears, T know
> 8uch giving them pippins
Pass the time 5 such playing ‘at

9

foot-saunt without cards ; such tick-
ing, such toying, such smiling, such
winking, and such manning them
home when the sports are ended, that
it is a right comedy to mark their
behaviour.” Ttis to be feared that
the parson of S. Bodolph’s watched
the women rather too much for one of
his profession.

Elizabeth smiled on the players,
and gave them just as much freedom
as they seemed disposed to make what
she considered a good use of She
patronized them liberally, and kept a
jealous watch over their performances,
They increased so rapidly in number
under thesunshine of royal favour as to
become a nuisance, and it was enacted
that all players who presumed to give
performances without the license of
two Justices of the Peace at least
would be treated as rogues and vaga-
bonds. William Shakspere was eight
years old at the time, Four years
later the Earl of Leicester’s theatrical
servants were authorized, by royal
patent, to play, “as well for the re-
creation of our loving subjects as for
our solace and pleasure, when we
shall think good to see them.” There
was one play produced by them,
something more than a score of years
later, that was not very solacing. It
was Shakspere’s “ Richard IT.” The
representation of the deposition and
murder of a king, applauded as it was
by the public, was not caleulated
to enhance the serenity of a queen
who was so conscious as she of having
powerful enemies. Essex, Rut-
land and Nouthampton were con-
stant attendants at the play, and
Elizabeth listened not unheedingly to
the whisper that they were promoting
it for the purpose of familiarizing the
people with a crime which they medi-
tated. The hold this fear took of her
is shown by her passionate exclama-
tion to Lambard, Keeper of the Re-
cords, when he found her at the palace
in one of her unguarded moods,
am Richard! Know you not that ! »
And yet, characteristically enough, she
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open.  When the deaths fell to six a
week the players were allowed to come
to court. The fear of spreading the
deadly disease by the gathering of au-

did not prohibit the play, but permit-
ted it to run until it grew stale. It
was revived for a night when the re- -
volutionary attempt was about to be

made. Essex and his followers
screwed their courage up by watching
the performance, on the stage, of the
deed they were about to attempt in
real life, but they learned that it was
not 50 easy to depose a real queen as
a stage king.  She evidently had not
learned the part they had written for
hier, and gave no heed to the promypter.

The magistrates sternly opposed the
royal authority permitting the acting
of plays in the city, and succeeded in
driving the players out.  They estab-
lished themselves in Blackfriars, near
the city limits, and were safe from
legal interference so long as they be-
haved themselves.  But they sct their
faces against authority in many ways :
—-ridiculing the aldermen and justices
who had persecuted them, rehearsing
during the hours of worship, playing
ou forbidden days, and introducing
prohibited religious and political sub-
Jeets.  Punishments had only a tem-
porary restraining effect, the players
sceming to Lave au irrepressible de-
sire to come in conflict with the magis-
tracy. They prospered fairly, how-
ever, always having good friends at
court to lessen fines and shorten terms
of imprisonment, and theatres multi-
plied.  Shakspere wrote his immor-
tal dramas, aided in their production,
and retired to dignified leisure in the
country.  The acquisition of some
degree of wealth Ly the proprietors,
and the consequent prosperity of all
connected with the stage, had an ex-
cellent restraining effect, aud offences
grew much less common.

The plague was very severe on the
profession in James 1.°s reign, not by
carrying off the players, but by lead-
ing to the prohibition of performances,
When the plague raged badly plays
were not permitted at all, and it was
not until the deaths from it were re-
duced to thirty a week in London
that the theatres were allowed to re-

diences, and not faith in the pulpit
declaration that the players were re-
sponsible for the calamity, led to the
prohibition of theatrieals while it
raged.

But the theatre was not left long
undisturbed  after the plague had
abated. The stiuggle between King
and Parliament came, and the players
were iuvolved in the common doom.
The Parliament, to use « modern par-
liamentary phrase, sat upon them, in-
forming them in a solemn enactment
that “they were 1o better than hea-
thens ; that they were intolerable to
Christians ; that they were incorri-
gible and vicious offenders, who would
now he compelled by whip, and stocks,
and gyves, and prison fave, to obey
ordinances which they had hitherto
treated with contempt.” Their great
author had scofled at princes’ favours,
but they would have exchanged the
rule of the Parliament of that day for
the despotism of the most arbitrary
and fickle prince in Furope. They
struggled against the decree, and were
vigorously hounded down by officers
of the law and mercilessly punished.
They gave up the unequal contest
after a brief trial of strength, and
most of them took military service,
partly to escape starvation and partly
to get revenge on the parliamentarians. -
But the cause they espoused was al-
ready hopeless,and they crossed swords

“vainly with Cromwell’s Ivonsides.

The struggle ended, King Charles was
headless, and the theatres remained
closed.  The players were in a sorry
plight.  They had lost, what Shylock
protested so strongly against part-
ing with, the means by which they
lived. The musicians became itiner-
ant street and tavern fiddlers; the
supes became paupers; the playwrights
took to the production of penny pam-
phlets, and the actors resorted to many
shifts to keep up a threadbare respect-
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a})llity and a partially filled stomach,
Sqme of themn started mixed enter-
tainments  which would now come
under the head of variety business,
and, by cavefully banishhfg the word
play, escaped being pounced upon by the
authorlties, but wlhen a company came
toguthgr quietly and reop(-n(—rd the
Cockpit their performance was broken
W upon by a body of Puritan troops,
and thex were captured and marched
off to prison in their stage costumes.
Several noblemen near London fre-
quently opened their houses to the
actorg, and g messenger went around
and‘ mdividually notified the chosen
audience and Players when and where
the performance would be given.
L?fdy Holland, whom the Croum;)ellian
mﬁ}zd:;n&n had madg a widow, was
spéct e‘most hosmt.able n this re-
facti(;nftippdl“elltly'. taking much satis-
ey thl; bromoting the amusements
s son 1executloners of her hushand
worn mageyf (?ondemned. Collections
and the e or the .pl.ayers at the close,
their prof oney divided accopding to
N _ Protessiona] standing Theatri-
cals In those dayy must hay e
the same velation o et .mve borne
85 @ drinking € drama in this
the Do ps ng-le under the ban of
::_ unkin AC.t does to the licensed
Olivzzoilq (’)\f[ a hrst—class' hotel. Prince
s Ollflaealllay dehghts in calling
o I; e 1(_ not  tolerate Shakspere
1)I'Ofessioln‘llpsl of an actor, but hired
o al buffoons and laughed at
PX‘I lrude practical jokes.
this pe:ilz)(il plfayers who lived through
joicel . of dramatic starvation re-
e evervetllllilf}:(;' Pr;)tecth', who had
and when Mon’ku‘ Woth D
they haet arrived with his army
rown 8§ fned to him for licenses to
: e})(ixl-l the theatres, and once more
caren, ama entered on a legitimate
o n Eng]and. Thomas Better-
b ,e {0@}1 who had studied for the
dra%) k( l;rln% the _Purltall_l:eign, and
. Old(eip y of its traditions from
top of actors, went at a bound to the
P of the profession, and became the

central figure of the resurrected drama.
His genius filled the treasury, and the
destitute old actors basked in the gol-
den sunshine which his presence called
forth. Hisreign lasted fifty-one years,
during which tinie he created one hun-
dred and thirty characters. A writer

i says of him that “he was as mirthful

in Falstaff as he was majestic in Alex-
ander ; and the craft of his Ulysses,
the grace and passion of his Hamlet,
the terrible force of his Othello, were
not more remarkable than the low

¢ comedy of his Old Bachelor, the airi-

" created.

ness of his Woodville, or the cowardly
bluster of his Thersites.” The stage
rose with more glory than it had when
it fell. Betterton was not only a great
actor, but an honourable gentleman,
an honest man, and gave dignity tc
the profession of player. The poor old
fellows with whom applauding audi-
ences and good dinners were mere
traditions, gathered around him and
shared in the prosperity which he
It was glorious summer after
their long winter of discontent. The
people patronized the theatre more
freely on account of its having been so
long closed to them. There was a
reaction against straight-laced living,
and the actors reaped the advantage
of it.  He was the pride of the play-
going populace for half a century.
Charles II., James II., Queen Mary
and Queen Anne sent him admiring
messages, and King William’s Dutch
pride was softened so much that he
summoned him to a private audience,
and, learning that the managers of
Drury Lane were threatening a reduc-
tion of salaries, granted a license to
“Thomas Betterton, (rentleman,” to

: open a new theatre in Lincoln’s-Inn

Fields. His wife was in every way
worthy of his genius and goodness.
They met and loved on the stage, where
she enacted the hapless Ophelia to
perfection, and lived happily all their
lives. In an age when the court set
the example of unchastity, when kept
mistresses were granted patents of no-
bility and admitted to polite society,
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when actresses increased their profes-
sional and social popularity by going
off the stage for a time with some

dissolute nobleman, these two were’

distinguished for the possession of all
the domestic virtues.

The charming and virtuous Miss
Saunderson, whom Betterton married,
was one of the first actresses on the
English stage, the female parts having
been played by men or boys before the
fall of CharlesI. The supremely fem-
inine heroines of Shakspere were thus
presented on the stage in the time of
the great dramatist. It would appear
but natural, excusable certainly, if fe-
male characters, created for men to
represent, were coarse, flippant, mas-
culine ; and the fact that they are so
delicate, so etherial, so airily graceful,
so bewitchingly womanish in every

motion and speech, although their cre- .

ator could not have looked for-
ward to their impersonation by fem-
inine beauty and grace, is another proof
that the wonderful genius of Shak-
Spere was not to be dwarfed by the
circumstances of his time. He created
according to the laws of nature, and
left his creations to find fitting inter-
preters.  The merely clever man of
talent allows himself to be governed,
in his choice of subjects and their treat-
ment, by the tastes of the time,
careful not to risk lack of apprecia-
tion by rising too high above the popu-
lar level, while the man of genius,
possessed of the truth by patient seek-
ing or divine inspiration, gives it to
the world, confident of its acceptance,
or regardless of the adverse fate which
seems in store for his productions. It
mattered not to Shakspere that he
wrote only for the stage, only for the
playgoers of his time, and that his wo-
men were to be impersonated only by
men. He paid no heed to such dis-
couragements. His women were
thoroughly feminine. They were not
adapted to the capacities of the male
actors who were to iuterpret them to
the audiences. No feminine charac-
ceristic that would seem out of

place in a male representative of the
part, no emotion that would be too
subtle for a man to €Xpress, was omit-
ted by the dramatist. He listened
only to the voice of N ature, and gave
expression to the truth as he found it,
conscious of well-doing whether suc-
cess attended his efforts or not. He
should have seen his exquisitely deli-
cate female creations impersonated by
Miss Saunderson and the many beauti-
ful women who have followed her in
the same line. Tt must have been
painful to him to see Ophelia, Miran-
da, Viola and Desdemona represented

without the feminine instinet which

only genius like his own endows a man
with.

It was a great advance for the stage,
considered as an exponent of art and
also as a popular entertainment, when
women were allowed before the foot-
lights, but it did not elevate it morally
or tend to lessen the antagonism be-
tween it and Puritanism.  Miss Saun-
derson appears to have been almost
the only woman on the stage in Char-
les I1.’s time who was both beautiful
and virtuous.  Mus, Hughes, the
proudest and one of the most beauti-
tul of them all, surrendered to Prince
Rupert’s wooing, and there was great
Jjoy in the gay court of the King when
that martial philosopher fell into the
fashion of the time by setting up
housekeeping with a mistress from the
stage. She led the Prince into all
sorts of extravagances, and his jewels
had to be sold to pay his debts when
he died. So little disgrace was at-
tached at that time to unions unsanc-
tified by the Church or State that
their beautiful daughter, named Ru-
perta, made an aristocratic Imarriage,
and her descendants are among the
English aristocracy. Mrs. Knipp, a
pretty, wayward, sweet-voiced little
woman, who played rakish fine ladies
and saucy waiting-women, wag pes-
tered with a jealous and ill-tempered
husband.  Old Pepys speaks very
affectionately of her in his diary, and
seems proud of the fact that his wife
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was jealous of the bewitching actress,
whom she called a wench, and to
whom he applied the pet-name of
Jade. He describes many a street
ramble with her, and gives this pic-
ture of her home: “To Knipp’s lodg-
ings, whom I find not ready to go
home with me; and there staid read-
Ing of Waller’s verses, while she fin-
ished dregsing, her husband being by.
H_e.r 10dg1ng very mean, and the con-
dition sbe lives in ; yet makes a good
show without doors, God bless us!”
If she ha?d not been married herbeauty
and sprightliness might have gained
ber 1:\1,{ luxurious home like that enjoyed
1\%& is.l Hughes.  Anne and Rebecca
Wh;‘; alé, the‘ two beautiful women
e ‘e}lll Gwn, when she taunted
caliod Vz}llt ‘fhelr .shps from virtue,
Propot ©  braying daughters of a
L thy' er, dlflmore honourtotheir art
fgth eu{) playu_lg than to their clerical
o tfir Y their lives. Pepys, whose
ai' th(::c a fpretty woman was as keen
thoee fa'o any other man, admired
e It and frail sigteps exceedingly.
o hg’Sﬁof Rebecea that she was
Bou%el YW 1€, pretty and noble.” Mrs.
careof is; rprudent enoug}} to take
amassa] CC surplus receipts, and
pi  quite a fortune. She was
centnlgulshed. for fascinatingly inno-
; thooks, and ways, and won hearts
hid tle Score.  Mistress Davenport
g 1:' virtue or the wit to refuse the
Vereget;f sutt of dissolute Aubrey de
ore, € twentieth and last scion of
Ordrace who held the earldom of Ox-
whi(,:h lll}lltll he proposed marriage,
coren, She assented to. He had the
o ony performed privately, by a
Umpeter who served under him in
thz army, and kept the secret until
e g'l (iluarrelled. Then she threatened
e Ke., but thought better of it, and
oo Ing, to whom she appealed for
ress, ordered the Earl
N annuity of £300 per
‘S‘p‘sctable income in those
- Vas very glad” to see “the old -
Alana in"the chief box, in a vggzt
BOWn, as the fashion is, and very

vear, a re-
days. Pepys

to pay her

1

1
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handsome.” She was greatly disap-
pointed at missing the title of Coun-
tess, but a velvet gown and a seat in
the chief box were not so bad after all.

At least two of the actresses of this
period won what was, to them, the
distinction of Charles’s roving fancy.
He took Mary Davies, who danced
and sang better than she played, off
the stage, and gave her an establish-
ment of her own, the only persons
who were scandalized by the proceed-
ing being his other mistresses and the
Queen. Her Majesty showed her
displeasure by leaving the room when
the new favourite appeared in a playat
Whitehall. Lady Castlemaine called
Miss Davies “an impertinent slut,”
and Nell Gwyn invented a new prac-
tical joke for Charles’s annoyance.
Their daughter, Mary Tudor, be-
came Countess of Derwentwater, and
her son, the third Earl, lost his head
in the cause of his cousin, the first
Pretender. The other theatrical al-
liance of Charles was more lasting and
absorbing than this. The name of
the vivacious, witty, beautiful, and
good-humoured Nell Gwyn is known
wherever Charles II. has been heard
of. She began her theatrical career
as an orange girl, making the pit
wonder at her beauty and the auda-
city of her réady wit. Charles Hart,
the actor (a nephew of Shakspere’s
sister), was captivated by her peerless
yvoung beauty, taught her how to act,
and placed her on the stage. She
was not a success in serious parts, but
when she took comedy roles, “stamped
the smallest foot in England on the
boards,” and laughed with her pecu-
liarly sympathetic laugh, she carried
court and town by storm, and became
the first favourite of the drama. Her
dancing on the stage, her repartees
behind the scenes, and the natural
feeling she threw into parts suited tc
her, kept her in the position which
she gained so quickly. When but
seventeen, and having been on the
stage two years, she left the boardsto
live at Epsom with Lord Buckhurst
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afterwards Earl of Dorset, a wild
youth, but one of the finest gentlemen
of his time, an honour to the court
and a patron of letters.
ied of housekeeping in a year, separa-
ted from Buckhurst, returned to the
stage, and soon became a greater at-
traction to the King than the reigning
favourite. She left the stage again,
after a brief and brilliant term, was
given a fine establishment, kept a
carriage, and was the envied of all the
female dramatic world of the day.
Charles’s infatuation grew rather than
diminished, and her establishment
became more magniticent as his indul-
gence increased.  Their first son was
born at her house in Lincoln’s Tnn
Fields, their second at a fine establish-
ment in Pall Mall, in the garden of
which Evelyn used to see her and the
King walking. The eldest boy was
made Earl of Burford and Duke of
St.  Albans, becoming the founder of
a long line. Her expenses, for the
first four years of their union, were
£60,000, and then she was granted
£6,000 ayear from the excise taxes,
with £3,000 more for each son, She
appeaved at court and everywhere,
blazing in diamonds, had a magnificent
country house, and gambled like a
princess. She was extravagant, gener-
ous by impulse, negligent in dress,
natural in manner, thoughtless as a
child, bright as the sunshine, and
fascinating always. The populace did
not take so kindly to her as the aris-
tocracy, for while the latter visited
her and made much of her, the com-
mon people frequently jeered at:her
in public, without disturbing her
equanimity in the least. If she had
been of aristocratic origin there would
have been no hooting at her carriage
by the vulgar. Charles was fond of
her to the last, and with his dying
breath commended her to his brother’s
care,—* Don’t let poor Nelly starve,”
She died in her thirty-eighth year of
apoplexy, before the end of James's
short reign ; her debts were paid out
of the public purse hy order of the

Nelly wear-
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king, and the great  Archbishop
Tennison preached her funeral sermon,

The next most celebnated actress of
the seventeenth century was Elizaheth
Barry, « the great Mrs, Barry,” who
was born about the time of the Resto-

ration.  Her father expended his for-
tune in raising a regiment for the

King, and lost his life in the
The fatherless girl, after stndying for
some  time for the stage, without
making much progress, attracted the
attention of the witty and wicked
young Earl of Rochester, who fel} in
love with her after the fashion of the
day and took the direction of her thea-
trical studies.  He took infinjte pains
with her education, superintending as
many as thirty relearsals for the
purpose of making her at hLome on
the hoards. She impressed the town,
when she appeared on the stage at
fifteen, more by her beauty than
her plaving, gained in favour gradu-
ally, and rose to be the acknowledged
queen of the stage when she created
the part of Monimia in Otway’s
tragedy of “The Orphan.” Colly
Cibber says of her: “In characters
of greatness she had a presence of
elevated dignity ; her mien and mo-
tion superb and gracefully majestic ;
her voice full, clear and strong, so
that no violence of passion could be too
much for her; and when distress
or tenderness possessed her, she sul.-
sided into the most affecting melody,
and softness. In scenes of anger,
defiance, or tesentment, while she was
impetuous and terrible, she poured
out the sentiment with ap enchant-
ing harmony.”  Aston says of her that
“her face ever expressed the passions;
it somewhat Preceded her action, as
her action did her words.”  Her
versatility and industry equalled that
of Betterton, in playing with whom
her greatest triumphs were achieved.
Her Belvidera, Cassandra (in Dry-
den’s « Cleomenes”), Isabella (in
Southerene’s « The Fatal Marriage”),
Lady Brute (in. Vanbrugh's « Pro-
voked \Vife”), Zara (in Congreve’s

struggle.
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““The Mourning Bride”), Calista (in ° living intelligence, there remains but
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. this presentment.”

wwe's % The  Fair Penitent™),
and i} Clarissa, (in “The Confede. -
racy”), were triumphs that |
followed fast on  each other,
and she wag soon rich as well ag
famous,

She could invest an appar-
ently‘ commonplace phrase with «
meaning that touched the deepest
‘(‘3‘1101'(13 of the heart, Hep utterance, in

The Orphan,” of the words, “ Al
poor Castalig 1 ; ’

t‘ears 5 and when, ag Queen Elizabeth
-she asked, “ What mean ;

k : my grieving
s i ) [=) =]
Vgtl)qects? her queenly grace and dig-
Uy made the houge

applause.  Agton gives t}lxi‘n%m:l‘xzzt:tla
Praise to her powey of pleash:r in
t:étpedy, n which she wag a5 unrivglled
B l1_n tragedy, «g, entirely,” he Says
o 1;elr(i)she Swrender herself to the in’~
Sentedes t%f the characteys she repre-
often ’turllz(tl ll?alstageﬂdi?llogues e
L ] or flushed red, ag
‘]gg(';}t’:;f passions Prompted, )’IJ'S.
ot aonl excelled hey in Lady Mac-
ot n?( she‘ excelled a]] i every
oo wpo‘rltant female character, Hep
ol terelc 1many, but none of them
ruined t?xlefllle:l‘u?iﬁm tt}lle Sfage. e
' : g the leisypre
ng?itcdhe;l’ from Liep profession, ) ;}:2
4 fled the coffee-houge Wwits who made
a%ntg}fams on hgr love affairg, laughed
tiveso.se \lvho hinted at mercenary mo-
b ,}1(2: tnvmde ho secret of the fact
e '\.A-ovdaughters had different
T8-— Sip G:eorge Etherege and Lord
- She never lost the favour

life, aftey her withdrawal from the

st{:ge, in dignifieq retivement at A cton,
* oran says of her portrait: “They
“;’\}3'0 would see how Mysg, Bany lookeii
1n(g1, h_ave onl'y to consult Knellers
Egﬁ?ed })1(;3:1‘}(&, In which she ig repre-
WIth her fine hair dp

rom L forst r drawn back
and Tippling with intellect,

are 'nexpressibly - beautifyl,

her 1ivmg be Ot all

auty, living frailty, and

There was something royal in the
manner in which the actresses of those
days violated the laws of chastity
without incurring odium or ostracism,
The King could do no wrong, neither
could their royal highnesses of the
drama.  Once crowned by the pit, and
no obscurity of origin or looseness of

) - conduct shut them out from polite
filled every eye with |

society. This is illustrated fully as
strongly by the lives of later actresses,
Of those who gained reputation upon
the stage during Mrs. Barry’s reign
only Mrs. Bracegirdle appeared to care
for the reputation of chastity. But so
incomprehensible did this appear to
the wits of those times that they ridi-
culed her decorum as the affectation of
an impossible virtue. As she would

{ hardly have been ashamed of yield-

ing to the solicitations of her noble
lovers, in the then state of public
opinion on the subject, it is fair to
accept the assurances of Cibber and
other admirers of hers that she
was chaste as Diana.  Her singularity
in this respect did not prevent her
being extremely popular on the stage
and much sought after in private life.
She inspired a thousand hearts—
players, dramatic authors, lords and
gentlemen—with passionate love, and
offered them all friendship in return.
Congreve was one of the sighing host.
Other actresses grew rich by spoiling
their lovers, but she coldly refused
presents from hers. Walpole gives an
instance of the manner in which she
snubbed Lord Burlington, who had
long persecuted her with his ardent
attentions. He says: “ One day he
sent her a present of some fine-old
china. She told the servant he had
made a mistake ; that it was true the
letter was for her, but the china for
his lady, to whom he must carry it.
Lord! the countess was so full of
gratitude when her husband came
home to dinner !” But so little was
virtue like hers regarded in those days
that an attempt to abduct her was
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not looked upon as any grest crime,
Captain Hill was the hopeless lover
who proposed to get possession of the

beautiful brunette in this way, and so’

noble did the proposition seem in the
eyes of the fashionable world that
Lord Mohun readily engaged to render
assistance. These worthies engaged a
carriage, hired six soldiers to assist
them, and attempted to carry the
actress off from the house of a friend,
where she was spending the evening
with her mother and brother. But
the friend and brother kept the ras-
cals at bay with their good swords
until the screams of the women drew
a crowd, and the game was up. Was
there any thought of having the gal-
lant captain and the noble lord ar-
rested ! Nothing of the kind. They
were allowed to unite with Mys,
Bracegirdle’s friends in escorting her
home, and there seems to have been
no thought of punishing them for their
base attempt. The worthy pair re-
mained in the street, and when the
actor Mountfort, one of Mrs. Brace-
girdle’s friends, came along and said
something not very flattering to Hill,
that energetic lover ran his sword
through the actor’s body before he
could draw in defence. Hill fled and
Mohun surrendered himself, was tried
by his peers for murder, acquitted by
& majority verdict, and lived to kill
and be killed by the Duke of Hamil-
ton in Hyde Park. :
Mrs. Bracegirdle’s star waned be-
fore the increasing brilliancy of Anne
Oldfield’s, and she left the stage to her
Younger rival. Amnne QOldfield, like

Mrs. Barry, was the daughter of a-

soldier, and was placed on the stage
by one who appreciated her talents as
well as her beauty. She went on the
stage at fifteen, and at twenty became
famous by the creation of Lady Betty
Modish in Cibber’s “Careless Hus-
band.” Cibber, Chetwood, Davies, and
other writers of the time, seem never
to tire of praising her eyes, her voice,
her elegance of manner, her figure, her

gracefulness, her intelligence, her hu- |

mour and vivacity. She went to keep
house for Maynwaring, without leav-
ing the stage or troubling the clergy
to grant the Church’s blessing, and
society took no notice of the irregu-
larity, but made her as welcome as
before to its polite circles. After his
death she listened favourably to
General Churchill’s proposal to take
the head of his establishment, and
society smiled approval as before.
One day, when the actress was at
court, Queen Caroline said to her, «I
hear, Mrs. Oldfield, that you and the
general are married.” ¢« Madam,” was
the smiling reply, “ the general keeps
his own secrets.” So little was thought
of such a connection, then, between afa-
vouriteactressand aman of quality, that
the Queen could gossip with her about
it. “Bhe was to be seen on theterraceat
Windsor,” says one of her biographers,
“walking with the consorts of dukes,
and with countesses, and wives of
English barons, and the whole gay
group might be heard calling one
another by their Christian names.”
When she died her remains lay in
state in the Jerusalem Chamber, an
honour never before accorded to any
one of her rank in life, the public
thronged to the solemn spectacle as
though royalty itself was awaiting the
last sad rites, and she was lamented
by friends in every walk of life. Tord
Hervey and Lord Delaware were
among the pall-bearers. Her two sons,
Maynwaring and Churchill, were pre-
sent, and it is a disputed point whe-
ther she had other children. The sons
inherited her wealth, most of which
she had honestly earned by her pro-
fession, and became fine gentlemen.
The modern theatre has to com-
plain only of the fickleness of the
public, but. the fickleness of the court
was a much more frequent cause of
complaint in the seventeenth century.
The players were called the servants
of their majesties, and as servants
they were often used. There was nc
standard of propriety, decency or lega
lity, but the King’s arbitrary will, and




THE EARLY ENGLISH STAGE.

the players were imprisoned, forced
out of one company and into another,
and the theatres closed, at his pleasure,

acy,famous for hig Falstaff, and with-
out an equal ag g comedian, spiced one
of hlg parts with too many sarcasms on
courtiers, aid the King ordered him to
be locked D, and kept him imprisoned
several days, Lacy quarrelled with the
Hon. Edwarq Howard, author of “The

iSl'li;enthWngan,” in which Le was play-
When he offeng i
callod T o of ended the King, and

fool than poet, How-
ard stryck Lacy on the faIce with his
glove, ang the actor smote the author
01‘1 the head with his cane. Howard
:ist Ito the King, and the theatre
Oﬁ.engeosg(%l ;&1‘ & punishment for the
lived, however?sv:;s wrath was not long-

> hile his love of Lacy’s
Vs
acting wag strong, and the player

;:aiu:oon resftored to favour. This
) one of many ine
might be given of he caprinion

een them. (Good-
oad for relief from
soon found himself
the catastrophe of

ct for the fifth act
The K

his Decessities, apg
2 Newgate, with
yburn in prospe

Of hig career,

robbery. He be-
of the Duchess of
carded mistress of
Wwho provided him with
ardrobe, and all the ready

eveland, the dis
arles, r
borses, v,
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cash he needed. He was actually
proud of this infamous connection,
boasted of it, and lost none of his
standing in the profession. His career
of pleasure was cut short by his rest-
less rascality. He was annoyed by
two of the Duchess’s children, and
employed an Italian mountebank to-.
poison them. The plot was discovered,
and “Scum” once more narrowly es-
caped the hangman. Joe Haines, a
favourite low comedian, was a great
practical joker, like some popular com-
edians of the present day,and gained as
much notoriety off the stage as on.
He engaged an unsuspecting clergy-
man as “Chaplain to the Theatre
Royal,” and sent him behind the
scenes to call the company to prayers.
After Sunderland’s conversion to Ca-
tholicism, underthe proselytizing influ-
ence of James II, Haines tiied to
palm himself off on him as a convert,
saying the Virgin came to him in a
dream and cried: “ Joe, arise ! 7 Sun-
derland, too shrewd to be caught by
chaff, replied that “she would have
called him ¢ Joseph,’ if only out of re-
spect for her husband.” Another in-
cident of his life has been incorporated
in plays and appropriated by biogra-
phers of other scamps. When in the
hands of two bailiffs he saw the car-
riage of the Bishop of Ely approach-
ing.  “Let me speak to him,” said
Haines; “T'm sure he will satisfy
you.” The carriage was stopped, and
the witty rogue put his head in and
informed the Bishop that « these two
Romanists were inclined to become
Protestants, but had some scruples of
conscience.” “ My friends,” said the
devout Bishop to the bailiffs, «“if you
will presently come to my house I will
satisfy you in this matter.” So Haines
was set free, and the Bishop was so-
much afraid of ridicule that he paid
the £20, when he came to an explan
ation with the officers in regard tc
their scruples of conscience, rather
than have the story get out, and
Haines and the bailiffs showed their.
gratitude by telling everybody.
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The diary of the sharp-sighted Pepys
gives graphic glimpses of the audien- |

ces of those days. The King and his
mistresses were almost constantly in
the boxes, the sight of them hueing
sutticient recompense to such as Pepys
for attending. He was not very well
pleased with his visit to the Red Bull,
an inferior theatre, 20th March, 1661,
where he first went “up to the tireing
room, where strange the confusion and
disorder there is among them in fitting
themselves, especially here, where the
clothes are very poore, and the actors
but common fellows. At last into
the pitt, where I think there was
not above ten more than myself,
and not one hundred in the whole
house.  And the play, which is called
‘All's Lost but Lust, poorly done ;
and with so much disorder, winong
others, in the musique-room, the boy
that was to sing a song, not singing it
right, his master fell about his eares
and beat him so that it put the whole
house into an uprore.” It is evident
from this that struggling theatricals
in those days were much as they are
now. He was much better pleased,
a month later, at the Cockpit, when
he saw “The Humoursome Lieuten-
ant” acted before the King, He says:
“ But my pleasure was great to see
the manner of it, and so many great
beauties, but, above all, Mrs. Palmer,
with whom the King do discover a
great deal of familiarity.” In August
of the same year he and his wife went
to see “ The Jovial Crew,” where ““the
King, Duke and Duchess, and Madame
Palmer were, and,” adds Pepys, “my
wife, to her great content, had a full
view of them all the while.” Soon
afterward he and his wife were ““seat-
ed close by the King, and Duke of
York, and Madame Palmer, which was
great content.” Two days later he
was at the play again, when, he says,
“ it was my foitune to sit by a most
pretty and most ingenious lady, which
pleased me much.” The pleasures of
the play-house, to gentlemen of Mr.
Pepys’ tastes, were by no means cor-
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fined to the performance, for another
entry informs us that “all the plea-
sare of the play was, the King and
Lady Castlemaine werc there; and
pretty witty Nell Gwynn, at the
King’s house, and the younger Mar-
shall sat next us, which pleased me
mightily.” Hereis a longer and more
interesting passage from the same,
dated 4th Feb., 1666-7: ¢« Soon as
dined, my wife and I to the Duke’s
play-house, and there saw ¢Her-
aclius,” an excellent play, to my ex-
traordinary content, and the more
from the house being very full, and
great company ; among others Mrs.
Stewart, very fine, with her locks done
up with puffes, as my wife calls them;
and several other great ladies had
their hair so, though I do not like it,
but my wife do mightily—but it is
only because she sees it is the fashion,
Heve I saw my Lord Rochester and
his lady, Mrs. Mallet, who hath after
all this ado married him, and, as I
hear some say in the pitt,it is a great
act of charity, for he hath no estate.
But it was pleasant to see how every-
body rose up when my Lord John
Butler, the Duke of Ormond’s son,
come into the pit towards the end of
the play, who was a servant to Mrs.
Mallet, and now smiled upon her and
she on him. I had sitting next to me
a woman, the likest my Lady Castle-
maine that ever I saw anybody like
another, but she is acquainted with
every fine fellow, and called them by
their name, Jacke and Tom, and be-
fore the end of the play frisked to an-
other place.”

It is pretty plain from this that
manners were rather free and easy,
and that the pit was a great place for
gossip.  But here is another picture,
dated a few days later, fully as sug-
gestive: “To the King’s house to
‘ The Mayd’s Tragedy,” but vexed all
the while with two talking ladies and
Sir Charles Sedley, yet pleased to hear
their discourse, he being a stranger.
And one of the ladies would, and
did sit with her mask on, all the play,
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and, being exceeding witty as ever |
lle_ard Wwoman,did talk most pleasantly
with him ; bug was, 1 believe, a most
VIrtuous woman, and of quality. He
would fain know who she was, but
she would ot tel] ; yet did give him

many pleasant hints of her knowledge |

of him, by that means setting his
brains at work to find out who she
Was, and did give him leave to use al]
means to find out who she was, hut
bulling off hermask, He was mi’(rhtv
Wwitty, and she alsg making sport with
him very in()ﬁkmsively, that a more
pleasant rencontre I mnever heard
But by that means lost the pleasuve
of the play wholly, to which now and
theI} Sir Charles Sedley’s exceptions
against both words and pronouncing
Were very pretty.” C
. An‘ here is an entry that would
1aVe 1ncreased Myy, Pepys’ Jealousy
of the gay little actress wha was s0
great a favourite of her husband’s :
To the King’s house, where I did
" 8aw the last ty 3
GO"IIHS:’ a play T ctou?d alfct;

make anythiyg of )
but here” Ku; g W these twe acts,

ut b spied me out of the
tllr'emg-rgoin, and come tq the piltd
“oor, aud I out to hep dissed !
e €T, and kissed her,

coming to seq ing i
. 8 L0 see me, Leing in g
country-dress, ulye , g

1t1 seems, liad g country-dance in the
gay,dbut she 1o other part ; so we
arted, and I into the it again (11
s dg Pt again till it

1 The louge 11
10 mind to he seen.”qe b but Thad

. -he actresses of thog y g
lithe vy 10se days had v ery

1 in their professional
%lv'es, all the secrets of th({ir make-up
eIng exposed to the gallants whom it
Was the custom of the time to admit to
the dressing-rooms, Pepys tells us
n the following entry, of one of his
Visits to these apartments : «To the

ing’s house : and then, going in, met
Xllth Knipp, and she took ug up into
he tlyremg-rooms ¢ and  to the
WVomen’s shift, where Nell was dress-
;gg herself, ang was all unready, and

Very pretty, prettier than I thought.

And into the scene-room, and there sat

and others having, -
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down, and she gave us fruit.  And
here I read the questions to Kuipp,
while she answered me, through all Ler
part of Flora’s Figarys, which was
acted to-day.  But, Lord ! to see how
they were hoth painted would make a
man mwad, and did make me loathe
them ; and what base company of men
comes among them, and how lewdly
they talk | and how poor the men are
in clothes, and yet what a show they
make on the stage by candle-light is
very observable. But to see how
Nell cursed, for having so few people
In the pit, was pretty.”

When the actresses were ready for
the stage these favoured gallants,
among whom Pepys was on this occa-
sion, stood at the side scenes, lounged
into the pit and talked with the pretty
orange girls, listened when they were
pleased, and then back to the dress-
ing-rooms when the act was over, the
lady who attracted the greatest nu-
ber of visitors having a feeling of
superiority over the others.  Sir Hugh
Middleton  very ungallantly made
harsh criticisms on the appearance of
the ladies, and Beck Marshall replied
so sharply that he brutally threat-
ened to kick her.  She informed the
King, aud the titled ruffian employed
a fellow to smear her face with fiith
as she was leaving the theatre. The
result was that a royal decree forbade
gentlemen to visit the dressing-rooms,
but as this prohibition was as unpopu-
lar with the actresses as with the
gallants themselves, it was soon dis-
regarded, and the easy-going Charles
paid no more attention to the matter.

With orange givls selling fruit and
indulging in badinage in the pit, wits
engaging in wordy wars with masked
ladies in the boxes, fops oscillating
between the dressing-rooms and the
pit, footmen fighting for places in the
gallery, and quarrels arising at times
which had to be settled then and
there, the theatre must have been an
interesting place of resort in the
seventeenth century.
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A LAST NIGHT AT RIDEAU HALL,

A LAST NIGHT AT RIDEAU HALL, APRIL 51y

BY MARTIN J. GRIFFIN.

X/ HEN pain ends, and the fevered brow
' With life’s best blood again is flushed,
And friends again aloud may speak,
And footsteps are no longer hushed,

And through the open chamber door
Out and across the summer lawn,
We pass, a prisoner no more,
By nature’s strong impulses drawn 5

Even then, such strength in habit lies,
Some still regret may stir the heart 5

For, formed in suffering, tenderest ties
Must sever, and dear friends must part;

"The great world draws the working hand

Again to toil and daily strife,
And all the trouble of the land )
Q’erwhelms the quiet thoughtful life

Which late we led, with book and pen’
Rehearsing, in the ebb of pain,

"The movements of the waves of men

That rise and fall and rise again,

1L

:So often, that last night, my Lord,

Which we shall pass beneath your roof —

'That last fair scene, that last sweet word,

Which put our pulses to the proof,

, 1878
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I could not join the rapturous throng,
‘Whose hands, responsive to their hearts,
Gave tribute to the touching song,
And echo to the actors’ parts,

For ¢ here,’ 1 said, ¢ there comes an end
To these five years of pleasant play,
This night’s the last that we shall spend,—
To-morrow dawns a darker day.

‘Ring down the curtain, silent all,
Clasp hands with half a sob at heaxrt,
Fling o'er the scene its proper pall,
And silent, with bent head, depart ;

*We shall not witness in our time
Again such scenes of grace and joy,
Such blendings rare of prose and rhyme,
Such happiness without alloy.’

IIL

Sir, you will pass to your high place,
Among the peers of mother land,

And matched with loveliness and grace,
Beside the Throne of England stand.

And we shall sigh as spring by spring
Returns in vain, for nights like those
Fair nights we saw when you would bring
Foes who forgot that they were foes,

At your desire ; and faces fair
As any the sun shines upon,
To form a social gathering rare,—
But all that pleasure’s past and gone.

Henceforth we hold your memory dear
As long ago in pleasant France

They worshipped him who was your peer,
Who carried first his knightly lance,

47
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And saw old Barbazan die, and passed
To quiet scholar days, w 1th song,
Love, art and letters, dn(l at last
Breathed out a q\uet soul though strong.

And later time still holds him dear
The good King René of Anjou,

And we will Ch(‘llb]l till we die,
Like pleasant memories of you.

IV.

Yet not alone, for festive nights

And days of pageant and of pride,
And art that social life delights

Shall thy high name with us abide ;

For you have shown the statesman’s soul,
And the strong ruler's guiding hand,
Wit to convinee, will to contl 01
And wisdom governing this land ;

Have given us fame in every land,
And higher station in our own

Great Empire, and thy name shall stand
Forever here, as grand in stone

Still stand the names of those who gave
Grandeur to Greece and power to Rome—
We need not seek one classic grave,
‘We find our hero here at home.

Thou shalt not cease thy high career
‘When down the broad St. Lawrence streain
Thy great brave-breasted bark shall steer
And these five years become a dream ;

Thy fame shall grow, thy hand be set
To higher tasks, and thou shalt show
We keep the breed of nobles yet,
That won us empire long ago.
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THE MONKS OF THELEMA.
BY WALTER BESANT AND JAMES RICE.

Authors of * Ready Money Mortiboy, © The Rolden Butterfiy,” ¢ By Celin’s Arbour,’ ete., ete.

CHARACTERS INTRODUCED IN THE FIRST THIRTEEN CHAPTERS
OF THE NOVEL,

SISTERS AND BROTHERS OF THELEM A,

MIR:\NDA DALMENY (Lady Abbess).—A beautiful and wealthy heiress, owner of Dalmeny Hall,

Where she lives with her widowed mother, In love with Alan Dunlop. Has no hobbies.
Vo O0Sesses a sympathetic charm of manner, which makes every one confide in her.

Ny DEsparD (Sister Rosalind).—Young and beautiful. In Jove with Tom Caledon, but
forbidden by strict maternal injunctions from giving him any encouragement.

<DELA Farppax (Sister Cecilia).— A Catholic, Plays beautifully on the piano and organ.

MST_ER AWDREY, —A genius. Has written a play, which has been rejected by all the managers
In London. Writes novels, and pays £50 each, besides cost of printing, &ec., for the privi-

S lege of getting them published. "Edits one of the three Abbey papers,

QISTER RoMoLa. —Scientific. Has a laboratory, and makes * really dreadful stinks.™

ISTER CoRrnEL1A.— Vearns to see womanhood at work.

%ISTER HEro.—A bright-faced girl, not a bit fierce, A worshipper of *‘advanced”

OSTER SILVIA.-A Ritualist,

CISTER Una,—Artistic,

L“RIE’I’TE FANSHAWE (Sister Desdemona).—An elderly widow. In her young days a great
actress,

Avay Duxror (Brother Hamlet). —Son of Lord Alwyne Fontaine. Owner, in right of his
dead mother, of Weyland Court, formerly Weyland Priory (The Abbey of Thelema), a
grand old pile. A youthful enthusiast, fresh from Lothian ollege, Oxford, with a mission

reform the world. An apostle of culture, and of * The Great Movement of the Nine-
enth Century.”
ALEDON %Brother Lancelot).—In love 'with Nelly Despard. A member of the great

ROQWEX‘ of ineligibles, being ““ passing rich” on a pitiful £700 a-year.

ER KXTON (Brother Peregrine).—A wealthy merchant, recently returned from Assam,
Where he hag made a large fortune in tes or indigo. Although only a little over thirty,

18 face is lined with multitudinous crowsfeet. Apparently a suitor {not yet declared) for
the hand of Nelly Despard., Has published a poem called Lalnee and Ramsami, or

Pay; Ve Among the Assamese.”

UL RoNvELgr (Brother Parolles).—TFellow of Lothian College, where he was a student with
280 An intellectual prig; affects omnuiscience ; so highly cultured that he cannot pos-
Slbly.avoid pitying his fellow-creatures. Talks in languid, dilettante fashion of the

BROTHggwsance, the Higher Culture, the Higher Art, &c.

nothy HRICHTON.—Chose his own name, because he said he knew nothing, and could do
BR mg.,

BROOTHER ENEDICK. —Edits one of the Abbey papers.
THER BayARD, — Lectures on the Eastern Question.
THERgY Mercurio, LEsManAco, and PARrIs,

women,

OUTSIDERS.

ORD ALwyng FoNtAINE.—Fourth son of the fourth Duke of Brecknock. Alan’s father,
and widower, Wealthy and epicurean, with a contented mind, a good heart, and an
oxcellent digestion. (rets a8 much enjoyment out of life ag possible. Tooks upon his

STEPI:n 8 Vagaries with a half- itying, half-amused tolerance, Lives at chambers in London.
Thg ";N Bosrock.—Bailiff o Alan’s farm.  Vulgar-minded and dishonest.
ICAR oF WEYLAND. — Enjoys social gatherings—balls, dinners theatres, concerts, &c.
Yote a play when young, which ran twenty-five nights. rites novels under an
Luoosumed ngmp,

RU?)E(;gSRgGTON' —Eldest of his three daughters. Pretty and good-natured.

RIVER.- - Librarian in the village Free Library established by Alan.
4
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SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS I-XIII.

Araxy Dusror (formerly Alan Fontaine), the hero of the novel, s the owner of Weyland
Park, in the midst of which Weyland Court rises in stately grandeur. Adjoining his estate
stands Dalhineny Hall, the home of Miranda Dalmeny, an heiress, who, by her father’s death,
became one of the richest girls in the county. With her lives her invalid mother. Alan and
Miranda (who is three years his junior) have known each other from infancy, having, as children,
walked, ran, and rode together; as boy and girl, played, quarrelled, made it up, and told each
other all their thoughts ; and, as youth and maiden, grew up together, shared the sawe sym-
pathies, had the same vague yearnings for that glorious future which is the dream of generous
youth, and, like a new Paul and Virginia, rode about the country together, talking, thinking,
and dreaming poetry, sentiment, and enthusiasm. On the principle that i ¥ a toujours un
qui ahiee et wn qui est aimé, Miranda loves Alan, a feeling of which he is unaware, and which
he doves not return, at least consciously. )

At the age of one or two and twenty, Alan leaves Oxford and returns to his country seat,
eager to start on hix career as a regenerator of the world. After consulting with Miranda,
who, though sympathising with his aims, only half approves of his projects and method, he
determines to begin with the labourers on his own estates, to whom he delivers a course of
lectures in the village school-room. The labourers listen with the same stolid stare or closed
eyes with which they receive the Vicar's sermons, and the result is absolute failure. Alan,
convinced in this unpleasant way that a three years’ residence at Oxford is not quite enough
by itself to teach him the great art of managing and leading men, determines to take a trip
round the world, and see men and things for himself. After travelling through Canada, the
United States, Japan, China, India, Egypt, Palestine, Asia Minor, and Russia, he returns
howe, and immediately sets to work on his mission of reform. Partly with a view to get at
the real feelings and ideas of his peasantry, and ¥artly in order to set a practical example of
industry, sobriety, and culture, he determines to live as they live,—to hire himself out under
his own bailiff as a common labourer on his own estate ; to work as his labourers work, and to
dress, feed, and lodge as they do. He takes one of the humblest cottages in the village, Euts
on a smock frock, and engages himself as a labourer at eighteen shillings a week, on which
sum he makes up his mind to live-—eschewing tobacco and beer as luxuries. One day in the
week, however (Sunday). he devotes, dressed as a gentleman, to discussing his plans with
Miranda. He raises the wages of his labourers, and shares with them the profits of the farm,
on co-operative principles, after deducting expenses and interest on capital. He establishes a
weekly Village Parliamnent, to discuss the affairs of the farm and the village ; opens a Co-opera-
tive Store and a Good liquor Bar; builds a Bath-House and Public Laundry ; and establishes
a Free Library and Reading-Room. He also entertains projects for a series of weekly lectures
on scientific subjects, a night-school, a drill-shed, a picture and art gallery, village festivals
and dances, a monthly baTl, a small theatre to be open for a month in the year, a band of
village musiciaus and a madrigal club, and expeditions or excursions to distant places.

Shortly after the commencement of this experiment, a discussion is had between Alan,
Miranda, and Clairette Fanshawe, as to how to utilize Weyland Court, now that Alan no
longer lives there, and Miranda starts the idea of founding a society where ladies and gentle-
men can live together without any aims, either religious, political, or social,-- a band of men
and women who would simply lead the pleasantest life attainable, and never forget that they
are gentlemen and gentlewomen. Upon this hint, and adopting the idea from Rabelais,
Weyland Court is converted into The Abbey of Thelema, Alan insisting, as a condition of
his consent, that Miranda shall be Lady Abbess. Accordingly, Weyland Court becomes an
abode of pleasure—a sort of Castle of Indolence-—inhabited by ten brothers and ten sisters of
the Order of Thelema. Each brother and sister has two rooms, also one for his or her servant,
making sixty rooms in all, besides plenty others to spare for guests. There is a grand dining-
hall, also used as a ball-room, a beautiful drawing-room, and several breakfast and morning
roums ; and there is stabling for fifty horses, and a kitchen fit for a City Company. Each
pair of novices (male and female), on election, undergo a grand ceremony of initiation, upon
which each subscribes to the three following vows:—First, to make no vow against the
honourable and desirable condition of wedlock, not to defame the sweet name of love, and
never to &)ledge oneself to live alone ; second, to take joyfully whatever wealth the Heavens
may send ; and third, to be bound by no conventional rules, to live as one pleases, and to do
and say whatever honour and gentlehood permit. The motto of the Order, adopted from the
great master, Francois Rabelais, himself, is *‘ FAY CE QUE VOULDRAS,”—do as thou wilt. An
ides of the mode of life in this Abbey of Pleasure may be gathered from the following list of
¢ Engagements for Tuesday, July 10th, 1877 :—

11.00 a.31.—Brother Bayard will deliver a Lecture in the Hall on the Eastern Question.
12.30 p.M. —Organ Recital by Sister Cecilia.

2.30 p.M.—Polo in the Park, if the Brothers like to play.

5.00 p.M.—The Abbess will receive in the (Garden.

6.00 p.yM.—Carriages will be ready for those who want to drive.

7.30 p.M.—Dinner. Choral night (that is, the band will play and chorister boys will

sing during the feast).

9,30 p.M.~-Performance of an entirely new and original comedietta, in two acts, in the

Theatre of the Abbey. Stage Manager, Sister Desdemona.
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The members of the Order are free to attend these engagements or not as they (f)lea,se. There

are also three weekly papers published in the Abbey—the Thelema Gazette an

all edited by brothers or sisters.

two others—

There is a secondary plot arising out of the mutual love of Tom Caledon and Nelly Des-
f)ard. The young girl’s mother is a widow, not over wealthy, ambitious, and anxious that her

ovely daughter shall make a grand match.

She has accordingly forbidden Tom to think of

anything serious, and enjoined her daughter to favour the addresses of his rival, Roger Exton,

an East India merchant, retired and wealthy.

One aim of the authors of this singular novel appears to be, to deal indirectly with the
;reat problem of Rich and Poor, Capital and Labour, Producers and Consumers, Working
%ees and Drones, by bringing into sharp contrast the life of the labourer on the one hand,
whose lot is toil from year’s end to year’s end ; and, on the other, the life of ** society,” whose
only aim is ‘“to enjoy.” Whether the sequel of the story will indicate any solution to this

Ea,inful problem, remains to be seen. So far, after a year or two’s tr

ial, Alan’s experiment

as resulted only in dismal failure. His labourers. resent his coming to work among them as
an intrusion; they will not attend his Weekly Parliament, nor Eatronise his Co-operative

tore, Good-Liquor Bar, or Library. As regards them, and their lac]
jects, Alan's ever-recurring complaint is, ‘“ I cannot enter into their
Success is gradually producing its natural effects—despondency and

of sympathy with his pro-
minds ;” and his want of
despair. Winter passes

&Waﬁl, and spring ; and summer finds him still plodding away among the furrows all day, and

wor
all his toil.

ng for the rustics all the evening. But he grows worn and downcast, finding no fruit of

Cuarrer XIV,

*“With evening came the banquet and the wine ;
The couversazione ; the duet, .
Attuned by voices more or less divine.”

YHE dinner-hour was half-past
seven, a time fixed by Desde-
Wona, as Arbiter Epularum. She said
she did not want to,turn night into
day, and liked to have an evening.
inner was served in the great hall,
Which made a noble refectory. Not
only Desdemona, but one or two of the
rothers exercised steady surveillance
Over the menu, of which the great
faturewas that it presented every day
& dinner which was not only excellent,
Ut also composed of few courses.
““There are,” said Desdemona, “only
W0 or three countries which have any
distinctive dinners. But by judicious

Selections of plats we may dine after -

€ fashion of any country we please.”
. S0 that sometimes they dined & (o
Tancaise, and sometimes ¢ U Espag-
Yole, when they had Olla Podrida ; or
d.l rabe, when there was always a
Pllaw, op 4 UInde, when there were
t-a-dozen different kinds of curry,
Tom prawn curry, which is the king,
'iice, and even the emperor of all
e“’:“?S, down to curried vegetables ;
ora g Allemande, when they had things

of veal with prunes; or a U Anglaise,
when, in addition to other good things,
there was always a sirloin of beef ; or
& la Russe, or & I Ttalienne. As there
is no cookery in America, it was im-
possible, save by the aid of canvas-
backs, to dine & ' Americaine. A servant
stood behind every other guest, and
instead of the wine being brought
round, every man named what he
would take. The table was lit by wax
candles only, which shed theirsoft light
upon the flowers and silver. And all
round the table stretched the great hall
itself, the setting sun still lighting up
the glories of the windows, and wrap-
ping in a new splendour the painted
glass, the black beams of the roof, and
the silken banners of the fraternity.
When the sun was set and the day
ended, the hall was very dark and
black save for the table itself, the
lights upon the sideboards, and, on
choral nights, the lights for the musi-
cians and the choir. .

Nelly sat between Tom and Brother
Peregrine, who occupied his place by
right of his age in the Order, which
was that of the youngest. She thought
she had never before assisted at a
banquet so delightful and so splendid.
Opposite to her was Miranda, at whose
right was Alan Dunlop, fresh from the
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fields, looking grave and even melan-
choly. Next to him, Desdemona, clad
in a robe of heavy satin, looking ani-
mated and happy.
too, to make the feast more luxurious.
The boys who sang the hymn at the
Reception were there, in a sort of stage
costume, and the band which played at
yesterday’s ball, which was, indeed, a
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latter. < It is so splendid as to seem

| almost wicked. Do you think it is
. really a dream ?-Shall I wake up and

There was music !

company brought down from London

© which Alan, or Brother Hamlet, as

+ the Public Orator gave, without speech
or ceremony.

expressly for the Abbey. They played
soft music, old-fashioned minuets and
gavottes, music selected by Cecilia,

which was not intended to fire the

blood, nor lead the thoughts into me-
lancholy channels, nor constrain the

talkers to give their undivided atten- |

tion to it ; music of a certain gravity,
as becomes dinner musie, which should
inspire thought, recall memories, but
not be sad. And from time to time the

boys threw up their fresh young voices
i especially adapted for drawing-room.
song, which fell upon the ears of the
guests, bringing a sense of coolness as |

into the air in some tuneful old part-

from the spray of a fountain on a sum-
mer noon. Dining was no longer the
satisfaction of an appetite; it became
the practice of one of the fine arts.

tind myself in Chester Square again,
with mamma exhorting on the sinful-
ness of dancing three times with a
detrimental ¢

“Especially if his name is Tom Cale-
don,” said that brother.

They gave one toast every evening,

“The Master.”

Then all rose,and murmured as they
drank—

‘ Fay ce que vouldras.”

The theatre had been built in the
last century by a former Dunlop,
owner of Weyland Court, after his own
designs. The stage was small, but large
enough for all ordinary purposes, and

comedy. The auditorium was semi-
circular, the seats being arranged so

- that every row was a foot-and-a-half

And the claret was of the softest, the !

hock of the most seductive, the cham-
pagne of the brightest.

For dress, the men wore a black
velvet costume, designed by Desde-
mona herself, though T think Mr.
Planché would have recognised it. The
sombre black was relieved by the collar
of the Order, and the crimson rope
which girded every waist. It wasa
dress which sat well upon men who
were young and tall. The brothers
were all young and mostly tall. As
for the sisters, they wore what they
pleased, and they naturally chose to
wear what snited them best. But all
had the collar, the hood, and girdle of
the Order. Sister Desdemona surround--
ed her portly person with a magnifi
cent robe of satin, in which she might
have played a stage queen. Miranda
had some gauzy and beautiful dress
of a soft grey, and Nelly wore white.

« Tt is like a dream, Tom,” said the

above the one below it, like a Roman

| theatre. Itisanadmirable method for

sight and hearing, but has thedisadvan-
tage of narrowing the number of the
audience. The lower seats consisted of
easy-chairs, in crimson velvet ; the

| upper ones, which were given to the

servants, who could bring as many of

. their own friends as they pleased, were
* padded benches, with arms and back.

|

The house held about a hundred and
eighty or two hundred, and on even-
ings of performance was generally
quite full. It waslit by oil lamps and
wax candles only, so that the pieces

" were necessarily of the simpler kind,

and no effects of light could ever be at-
tempted. Desdemona, by right of her
previous profession, was naturally the
stage manager. It was she who con-
ducted the rehearsals,drilled the actors
separately and together, suggested the
bye-play, and sometimes, if a part
suited her, went on the stage herself.
The piece played to-night was a little
drawing-room comedy, taken, of course,
from the French : time, and therefore
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dress, the last century ; dialogues
Sparkling with cleverness, and that
kind of epigram which only the French
Tamatists seemable to produce ; which
48 a point, but yet does not stab;

Which disarms an enemy, but does |

not fell him to the ground ; which
turns the laugh against him, but does

Not insult him—in fact, dialogues of

& days when men respected each

Other on account of the appeals to
duels.

It was a very little after-dinner |

Plece and took less than an hour in all,

80 that one rose from the amusements

refreshed and not fatigued, as one

generally is by a long evening at the
eatre,

ng-room. Ttwasanold-fashioned room,
very long, narrow, and low, running
along a whole side of the quadrangu-
4 court ; its windows opened out
UPon lawns ; it was dimly lighted by
only a few lamps and candles,and these
Were shaded so that the rooms would
ave been almost dark save for the
Tightly-lit conservatory at one end.
€ evening was all too short. One
O two of the sisters sang and played ;
€re was talking and, so far as Nelly’s
Practiged eye could discern, there was
ore than one flirtation—atleast there
Was the usyal symptoms,

e Peregrine sat by her and began to |
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—and "—here she glanced at Tom—
‘“ and everything, I should be recalled
like an ambassador.”

“Ttis a great relief to me,” said
Alan, “coming over here after a rough
day and finding myself among you all.
My house was never put to so good a
purpose before,”

“How does your public kitchen get
on, Alan?” asked Miranda.

* Nothing gets on well,” he replied
gloomily, “ We started very well.
We had five and forty women cooking
their dinners at the same time. We

: gave them the materials for the first
. day, you know—chops and steaks.
. Next day, when no materials were
. given, nobody came ; and nobody has
. Then they all went back to the draw- :

_l » but his idle words jarred on the

rl’s ears, and seemed out of tune with
he beauty of the day and the place.
e ¢ escaped, and took refuge in the
sitlz‘serva(‘bory, where Tom Caledon was
g with Miranda, Desdemona, and
hean Dunlop.  She noticed then how
w}?"y and careworn the young Squire,
) O Was also a farm labourer, was
°0klng,

“You like the Abley, Nell dear?
askeq Miranda, ’
feefc elly sank upon a cushion at the
- of the Abbess, and took her hand.
she It'ls too wonderful and delicious,”
dre&saldi “I feel as if I were in a
glon-m' eranda, if mamma knew the
Ous time I am having here, and

been since, except my own woman.”

Miranda sighed.

“ Why do you persist in going into
the troublesome village, Alan?” Desde-
mona murmured from her chair, which
was close to some heavily-scented
flower, the property of which was to
soothe the soul with a sense of luxury
and content and to make it irritable
at the thought of struggle, discomfort,
or unrest. Klse Desdemona was gener-
ally the most compassionate and sym-
pathetic of creatures. To be sure she
never could quite sympathise with
Alan’s schemes, and she lost her pa-
tience when she droveoutand, as some-
times happened, met him in a smock-
frock driving a cart in the lanes.
“ Why do you go into the troublesome
village at all, Alanll” she asked in such
a voice as they acquire who linger too

- long in lands where it is always after-

noon. ¢ Come up and always stay here
with us, in the Abbey of Thelema.
Here you shall be wrapped in silk,
and lulled to sleep by soft music: or

© you shall take your part, acting in the

‘

delightful comedies we are always de-
vising. We will make much of you
Alan.”

But he shook his head.

Then that elderly lady, intoxicated
with the perfume, went on murmuring
softly :

] take my part in the play and
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make my points, and it is so like the
stage that I look round for applause.
Children, T will not be called Desde-
mona any more. I am in a glorified
Bohemia—mnot the place where poets
starve and artists borrow half-crowns,
and both make love to milliners—but
in Shakespeare’s Bohemia, where Mi-
randa is “Queen,” and I am one of

OF THELEMA.

. he is the best of all the brothers, and
¢ T wish—T wish——”

the Ladies-in-Waiting, and this is a |

Palace in the City of Prague.”

Cuarter XV,

“It was a lover and a lass,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino.”

“T THOUGHT, Tom, we were
- be Lancelot and Rosalind in
the Abbey ?” said Nelly.

They were in the park, sitting under
the shade of a mighty chestnut. Out-
side, the stillness of a hot summer
noon. For once, Tom had the girl all
to himself, without the lean and crows'-
footed young Nabob, who persistently
intruded himself upon his proposed
duets with her.

prettier, even, than on the evening
when, with bright eyes and flushed
cheeks, she danced the minuet with
him in the robes of a sister.

Perhaps a corresponding vein of
thought wasrunning through hermind,
too. Girls do not, I believe, fall in
love with men for their beauty, and
certainly no one ever called Tom Cale-
don an Adonis. Adonis is generally
pictured as slender, delicate, effemin-
ate. Tom was broad-shouldered, strong
of limb and sturdy. There was no-

thing effeminate about his short curly |

hair, his ruddy cheek, his swinging
stride.  “ Tom,” Nell might have said
to herself, “is the best of all the men
T know, and the most considerate for
me. He is not so clever as Mr. Ron-
delet : he isn’t so full of projects as
Mr. Dunlop: he is not so distin-

to |

I do not know what she miglt have
wished, because Tom began answering
her questions very slowly.

“When we are together, Nell, which
is not often, on account of that con-
founded fellow who haunts you like a
shadow, we may forget the monastic
names.”

“T1t is not my fault, Tom, that we
are not oftener together. T can’t tell
people to go away and leave you and
me alone, can T197

“ But you needn’t encourage peo-
ple,” he grumbled.

“Ihad a letter from mamma yves-
terday,” Nelly went on. < She bas
heard, she says, ‘that a Mr. Roger
Exton, who has made a large fortune

: in Assam, is at Weyland Court '—she
- won’t give in to calling it the Abbey

Quite alone, she was
very pretty that morning, he thought; |

-—and she hints that, so long as I
behave properly to Mr. Exton, she
will let me go on staying here.”

Tom growled.

“Bo you see, Tom, if you want to
see anything of me, you had better
make up your mind to tolerate Mr.
Exton.”

“ Hang Mr. Exton!”

“I am sure I should not care if you
did. But don’t be cross, Tom. Re-

. member you are in the Abbey of Good

- Temper.

Besides, it is not like what

you used to be in the good old days,

guished as Brother Bayard, V.C.; but

We will be a good deal together if we
can. Perhaps,” she sighed, «“ we shall
never get the chance again.”

¢ Do you like it, Nelly,” Tom asked,
“being—a good deal together, I
meant?” His face was not so frank
and open as his companion’s.

It was a year and a day since he
had put a question, similar in import,
but perhaps of more special meaning,
to the same young lady. It was on
Ryde Pier, and in the evening, what
time the summer waters of the fair
Solent stretched broad and smooth on
either hand, and the lights of the ships
at Spithead, the yachts in the road-
stead, and of Southsea five miles away,
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made long lines across the ocean lake,
g

while the summer air was soft and
warm : while the lazy water of the

flowing tide lapped at the supports of

the pier and gurgled among the planks

below : while, as they two leaned
side by side, looking out beyond the |

pier, and picturing endless happiness,
the steps of those who came and went
Upon the pier dropped unheeded on
their ears, and the music of the band

Was only the setting of the love-song :

In their hearts.
A year and a day.

Did she, he '

asked, in faltering tones, did she like |

Im well enough to be always with

m? No matter what answer she
gave. It was what he hoped, and it
filled his heart with joy unspeakable,
S0 that the rest of that evening was
Spent within the gates of Paradise.

Well it is a very pleasant place to
Visit even for a single night, and the

35

her daughter, feeling sure that she
was safe with one who had known her
from infancy. With his means, his
very, very humble means, the matter
was ridiculous and not to be thought
of for a moment. Did he know the
expenses of house-keeping? Did he
know the cost of bringing up a family ¢
Had he thought that her daughter, her
Eleanor, was to become a common
household drudge 1—And, finally, she
must wish Mr. Caledon good morning
for ever. Henceforward, they were to
meet as strangers.

So Tom found himself outside the
door. It was a facer. And there was
no help for it. The energetic widow
followed up her onslaught by a letter,
in which she said that she should feel
nore at her ease in Ryde, if Tom was
out of it ; and that, if he did not see
his way to changing his quarters, she

i should be obliged to sacrifice the rooms

Memory of it lingers, and is a happi- |

hess to dwell upon.
Nately, these visits neverlast long, and
! Tom’s case, he was promptly ex-
pelled by a person who, somehow, had

€ guardianship of his Paradise. The
&ngel with the flaming sword in this
stance took the form of the young
ady’s mamma., She was a person of

But, unfortu-

Commanding presence, great power:

o Speech, trained by long battle
With her late lamented

sharp arrows, and, being herself
Poor and of good family, filled with
Ambitious hopes for her daughter, so
Ovely and so sweet, Therefore, when
Ol confessed that his income was
Under geven hundred a year, and that
"® had no prospects to speak of or
ErﬁsPeCts of the vaguest and most un-
eliable character, Mrs. Despard al-
I?Wed wrath to get the better of polite-
58, and let Tom have it. He must
oeVer, under any circumstances, speak
r.such a thing again. She was sur-
Drised, ghe was more than surprised,
coﬁ] lWaS deeply_ hurt, at what she
e h( call nothing but a breach of

“idence. She had trusted him with

warrior- |
Spouse to use winged words like |

which she had taken for two months
at eight guineas a week.

So poor Tow had to go, packed up
his portwanteau, and went mooning
about by himself on the Continent.
He did not enjoy himself much till he
came to the Engadine, which was full
of Rugby and Marlborough masters,
so that the contemplationof their great
superiority, and the listening to their
artless prattle, soothed his soul and
made him think of Mr. Rondelet, the
man in whom Alan Dunlop believed.

A year and a day : and here he was
again at the Pearly Giates, and no in-
furiated mamma as yet in sight.

“ Do you like it, being a good deal
together?” heasked, ungrammatically.

“Yes, she replied, frankly and with-
out the least hesitation. ¢ Haven’t I
told you so, over and over again? Men
will never believe what one says. Does
it please you, Tom, to hear me say it
again? I do like it then; I like it
very much ; I like it too much for my
peace of mind, Tom. Will that do?”

“ Oh, Nelly ! ” cried the enraptured
lover.

“T like being with you better than
with anybody else, man, woman, or
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child, in the whole world, I am sure
it ought to be so. You have known me
so long that you are a kind of brother
by this time.”

“ Brother ! oh !” Tom groaned.

“ Which reminds me ”—her man-
ner changed suddenly. While she con-
fessed her * ‘liking’ for Tom’s so-
ciety, her face was glowing, and her
eyes were soft and tearful. She was
verynear having a weak moment, only
that stupid Tom was afraid, and let
the opportunity for a bit of real love-

OF THELEMA,

her duty to help me after I was mar-
ried. Tom, can we do all this on
sevenhundred a year 1 Ask your heart,
as they say on the stage.”

Tom was silent for a few moments.
“But we need not want all this,
Nell.  We could live somehow where
things are cheap—beef at twopence,
and potatoes free—youknow ; and we
would be”—here he looked queer—

. “we would be economical, Nell.”

making go by.  “Which reminds me,” -

she said, suddenly putting on a care-
lessandeven a Hlippant air, “ that there
are certain things which cannot be
talked about.”

“Why not, Nelly ?”

** Becausethey areimpossible things ;
yes, Tom ; quite—quite. Isn’t there
a rule that the brothers are not to say
foolish things to the sisters ?”

said. “ In fact I was never in a coun-
try-house where so many foolish things
are said.  To be sure the place is full
of charming girls.”

“And of course you find it easy to
say foolish things to all of them,” she
said with the least little delicate shade
of real jealousy.

“Don’t Nelly; you know well
enough.”
matical, but perfectly intelligible.

“This is a world, Tom, as mamma
says, in which common sense is wanted.
You have only got seven hundred a
year. Ihavegot-—nothing. Can we
—could we—does anybody live on
seven hundred a year ¢”

“I believe Dunlop is living on
eighteen shillings a week,” Tom re-
plied. “ But we could, Nelly. I have
calculated it all out on paper, and we
really could. And you should have a
horse to rvide as well.”

“ And a season in town ; and a run
down to Brighton; and perhaps six
weeks on the Continent ; and you to
have your club and hunter—-oh ! and

Tom was again ungram- |

| must be

She burst out into a merry laugh.
“You are g ridiculous boy, Tom.
How could we be economical ! Isn’
the life we lead the only life we can
lead with any pleasure? And are you
not a most extravagant man? How
much do you owe 3"

“ One can’t be very extravagant on
seven hundred a year,” said Tom with
asigh. “ And to think that you of
all girls are ready to throw yourself

| away for money-—oh, Neli ! ”
‘“No rule of the kind, at all,” he

¢ Tom, I've heard that kind of thing
said in novels and in plays, over and
over again, but you know in real life
it is silly. Lord Methusalem marries
littleartless Lily, and then the satirists
talk about it as if it were so awful for
Lily. 'Why, Tom, she isn’t artless at
all ; she likes it. She knows perfectly
well what she is doing. Am I artless,
do you think ? »

“ You look artless, N elly.”

“You know very well, then, that
my looks are & snare, I never had an
secrets from you, Tom, had T Who
knows better than you that I must
marry, if I marry at all, a vich man 5
and the richer the better? I suppose
that men are not necessarily ‘brutes
and bears becausethey are rich. Why,
there is Alan Dunlop ; he is rich and
not a brute; and half-a-dozen of the
brothers; and lots of them I know. I
really do not see why a rich man should
not be as pleasant as apoor one, though
he never is in the novels, My husband
rich, and I only hope with all

i my heart that he will be pleasant.”

my dress, because mamma has always |
said that she should not consider it -

“But it’s such a mercenary—I mean
—you know what I mean.”
“I know, Tom,” said Nell. *“If we
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could do just whatever we liked, there
18 nothing I should like better than to
Say fyes’ to you—just as I did in tie
dear old pier ; you know that, Tom,
don’t you9——and go straight away to
church, you and I together. Oh ! how
happy I should feel while the clergy-
ban tied the knot! And whata rage
Mamma would be in ! But that is all
lonsense. We are horn in a rank of
ife, as the Catechism says, and have
be contented therewith. That 1s, 1
Suppose, we must accept our fate and
nake the best of it. And my fate is
—not Tom Caledon-—poor old Tom !
but somebody or other— Lord Methu-
salem perhaps.  And don’t think I
shall be miserable and die of a broken
heart ! T shall do nothing of the kind.
shall make a fair bargain. I shall
Marry a man who will give me a good
Income, g position, kindness, and—
and—perhaps-—what you make such a
U8 about, Tom ”—here she turned
red and hesitated, picking at a flower
—“what they call -Love. And I

shaj] give him all I have got to give |

~-all any woman can give—myself.”
€ stopped for a moment, and seemed
38 if she was trying to collect her
thoughts,
all to iy advantage.”
“ What,

ad you think it is a bargain to your

Tom, you think that girls
‘t“re artless, you see. That is the mis-
ake that, men make, My dear Tom,

Nell? A man gets you, '

“ And it will be a bargain |

© are miracles of common sense and |

Prudence »
om pulled the most dismal face in

the world,
th “ DOI}’t, Tom.” Nelly laughed and
“h - sighed.  “ Don’t. It’s hard

“hough ay it is,
) Ve one’s own
ea‘st help me,”
‘I will, Nell, I
TOmjse
Possib]
B

way.  You might at
declare T will. T

€ things — ay you call them.

You must give me something for

g;y Promise. You must walk with me,
e with me, and ride with me,”

You that I will not ask im--

“I will do all that,” said Nelly.
 But Tom, you must not be angry if
I—{flirt with anybody I like among
the Brothers of the Order.”

“I suppose,” said Tom ruefully,
“that I have no right to say a word,
whatever you do. And there are
plenty of men here for you to flirt
with ; and I suppose I shan’t have
a chance of edging in a word at
all.”

“ Cortainly not, if it is a disagree-
able word,” she said,

Tom got up.

“ There must be something wrong
in the management of the world,” he
said, “ when two people like you and
me, who are made for each other, can’t
be married for want of a few miser-
able dollars. Why, Nell, can you con-
ceive anything jollier than for you and
me to be always together, to do what
we like, go where we like, and live as
we please ! Do you think you would
get tired of me ? To be sure I am not
clever.,”

She shook her head ; something like
& tear came in her eye, and she did

not look up.
“I should never get tired of you,
Tom. It is the men who get tired of

their wives, not the women of their
husbands,”

“I wonder, now,”said Tom, whether
1 couldn’t go in for something and
make money. There was MacIntyre of
ours, I remember. He went into the
Advertising Agency business, and told
somebody, who told me, that he was
making a thousand a year over it.
And there was another man who went
intowine on Commission. Andanother
who took to writing. And Tom Bel-

! lows went into manure.”

not being able to-—to !

““ And T hope he stuck there,”. said
Nelly. “Oh! Tom, to think that you
willevermakeanything. You? There's
another point of resemblance between
us, Tom, that we are both born to
spend, not to save. It is a much hap-
pier condition of life. And now let
us go home for luncheon. Is not that

. Peregrine coming to meet us ¥’
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“ T thought he couldn’t let us alone
very long,” growled Tom.

CHaprer XVI

*“So many hours must I tend my flock,
So many hours must I take my rest,
So many hours must [ contemplate,
So many hours must I sport myself.”

AFTER nearly a year of continual
effort in the village, it was al-
most time that some results should be
arrived at.  And yet the young Re-
former’scountenzmcegrewdarkerevery
day as he looked about for what should
have been the fair and smiling har-
vest of his toil, and found only the
same old weeds. Every one of his
projected reforms had been by this
time fairly commenced. The Parlia-
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bett_er.be devoted to the destruction of
I Christianity, nionarchy, and the arvis-
- tegracy—to parcelling out the land

i oand introducing communisn.

One
night the young man they called Wil-
liam came and proposed, with greater

. liberty of expression than might have

})een expected of him, a vote for the
Increase of wages and the decrease of

- hours, which he supported on the plea
, that it would afford the labourers time
. to attend the night-school and the
© reading-room. But Mr. Bostock made

short work of him, so that he came no
more.  Still the Parliament was kept

- up, and Prudence Driver entered the
- minutes regularly, acting as Clerk of

* the House.

Also, Alan always intro-

| duced his new ideas first to the House,

ment—the plan of which he had hoped

to widen, so as to make it embrace the
broad interests of the whole village
instead of the comparatively narrow
businessof a single farm-—was a House
of empty benches. On the suppres-
sion of the gratuitous supper the rus-
tics ceased to take any further inter-
est in the proceedings. A show of a
weekly conference was held, it is true,
but it was like the Roman Senate
under the Empire, having no power,
and being the mere shadow of a name.
It consisted, indeed, entirely of a duet
between Alan Dunlop, himself, and
his bailiff. Perhaps, now and then,
the two young men of religious prin-
ciple who had charge of the Co-opera-
tive shop and the Good Liquor Bar,
put in a silent appearance. Occasion-
ally, as has already been stated, the
meetings were attended by the satur-
nine schoolmaster. He showed little
enthusiasm for a movement which
brought no good to himself. The cob-
bler of anti-religious sympathies ab-
stained after his first visit. If you
could not discuss Atheism, what was
the good of Parliament? He con-
sidered all this talk of farm work
sheer waste of time, which might much

and then circulated them in the form
of tracts.

In the course of the year quite an
extensive literature of tracts grew up

. in the village, all written entirely by

¢ ple.

H - .
i the Squire, and most generously given

away for the exclusive use of the peo-
Among them were—

The Z'ract on the Co-operation of
Employer and Labourer, with a Ten-
tative Conjecture on the share which
the latter ought to have in the Profits.
This was the treatise presented to the
first sitting of the Parliament, but as
it was unfortunately mistaken for
paper provided as pipe-lights, it he-
came immediately out of print. I

. believe a copy is now as rare as an

. Editio Princeps of Gargantua.

The Tract on Total Abstinence,
which followed, praduced the results
which such tracts always do. The
women got hold of it and quoted fig-
ures. Then came domestic disagree-
ments, and the men, to escape nagging,
went to the ~potted Lion, where they
agreed on the merits of the Tract, and
wondered why no one followed the
Squire’s example. But the weekly
chalks did not grow less,

The Tract on the Good Liquor

' League obtained an accidental impor-

tance, from the fact that the landlord

‘ of the Spotted Lion thought it was
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Meant as an attack upon himself, par-
ticularly when the writer spoke un-
kindly “of treacle, salt, and sugar as
additions to beer which ought not to
be made. Otherwise, this Tract would
Certainly have fallen flat.

In the same way the Tract on Co-
Operation in the Village shop met with
Do readers except the one village
shopkeeper. She, like the landlord of
the Spotted Lion, resented its appear-
nce as aimed directly at herself and

'er own interests. But her weekly
lists of tick did not diminish.

The Tract on Cleidiness in the

ome was kindly and even cheerfully
Teceived hy the men. They snorted,
chuckled, ~ and grinned, wondering
What the women would say to it.

eir wives, however, thought the
Squire had best keep to subjects more
Proper to man-folk, and spoke disre-
SPectfully about meddlers, even throw-
g out hints on the subject of dish-
Clouts,

The Tract on-Art in Common Life
Was, as  Alan felt himself, a little
bove their heads. The beautiful

Nguage regarding Common Things,
the Blade of Grass, the Tuft of Moss,
2® common wild flowers, and the
Singing of the lark in the sky, fell un-
Sponsive on their hearts,

e Tract which recommended daily
b_“t’lim; was received. with an apathe-
Yc silence which left no room for
1Oubt as to the opinion of the vil-
age,

The Pract about Free Labraries and
% Puble Reading-room was considered
Probably it
thein CoR printed and given out at

€Ir doors by mistake. The villagers,
0xious not to think their Squire a
f}lla‘ man, charitably put this down as

® postman’s error.
€ Tract on Amusements excited
Y18 rather than curiosity. They

) Soncern other people.

er

Y35 an Art strange and forgotten.

a‘;y Wwere to have a theatre—they -

Never seen a theatre—anda circus,
& band of music, and to go out all

i

!

€ to dance every week—dancing

together for holidays. Like the bovs

t and girls, which was degrading,

The Tract on the ilodel Cottage,
showing how the garden and the pig-
sty paid the rent and provided the
Sunday dinner of beef and cabbage,
with the pudding under the gravy,
excited apirations which were as
fleeting as vague, and were speedily
drowned in beer. It may be confes-
sed that not one single cottage grasped
the idea that roast beef and Yorkshire
pudding were attainable objects,

The great difficulty was, that no-
body wanted to read—nobody wanted
to change——nobody wanted to improve.
The duty of discontent had not heen
taught these simple rustics. It was
sad for Alan to hear in the evening
those voices of the real village Parlia-
ment raised in clamorous cheerfulness
in their tap-room which were silent at
his own Assemblies; it was sad to
feel that his tracts fell unheeded on
dull and contented ears ; it was sad to-
meet the Vicar and acknowledge that,
so far, Lie had done no better from his:
vottage than his reverence from his
pulpit : or the Vicar’s daughters, who
respected him mightily and were un-
feignedly sorry to learn how things
did not advance a bit, and how the
only purchasers at the Co-operative
shop were themselves and Miss Dal-
meny. Perhaps the failure of his
shop and his bar was the saddest thing
about the whole experiment, because,
in establishing them he had, as le
told Miranda, appealed to the very
lowest principle, that of self-interest,
Could people be so stupid as not to be
alive to their own interests? Both
the excellent young Christians who
resided together and administered shop
and bar stood, all day long. at the re-
ceipt of custom with brightly varnished
beer-handles and polished counters,
but had no custom. And yet the tea
was good and the sugar good ; and the
beer was the bright and sparkling fluid
from Burton, not the sugary mess of
the Spotted Lion.

For this stiffnecked generation took
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‘kindly to nothing except what was
actually given to them. As long as
soap was distributed the mothers came
to the Public Laundry. When they

OF THELEMA.

. then he talked with her over his plans.

had to bring their own soap, they .

preferred the seclusion of home. The
wen, for their part, gave a ready pa-
tronage to the Bar so long s the tap
-ran free, which was for the first week.

During that blissful period every man :

was allowed a pint in the evening.

By this it was intended to cultivate

the village palate into a taste for real
beer.  The pint despatched, it was
mournful to see them slouch across
the road amd enter their accustomed
tap-roon.

It was alinost as painful to visit the
‘Library where Prudence Driver sat
-every evening alone,
_perhaps, the schoolmaster might look

gloomy remarks with her. Then he

Sometimes Miss Miranda would call
at the Library in the afternoon. And
sometimes the young ladies from the
Vicarage would come in and run
round the shelves like butterflies,
brightening up the place. Otherwise
Prudence Driver’s life was a dull one,

The Public Laundry and Bath-
houses were as deserted as the Li-
brary.

After the work of nearly a whole

| year, was there nothing !

Yes; one thing there was. When
the Squire, at vast expense, hired a

. whole circus company and had per-

formances open to all the people—

. just as if they had been so many an-

Now and then,

cient Romans—for nothing, they ap-
preciated the act at its highest pos-

. sible value. Never was any performer
in to borrow a book and exchange |

would go out, and the door would

bang behind him, and the girl would
sit. by herself wondering why people
.preferred to be ignorant, and endea-
vouring to master the principles by
which her Prophet was guided. Once
‘the shoemaker, already referred to,
-eame with a list of books beginning
with Toland and Volney, and ending
‘with Renan.  Asnane of these works
were in the Library, he explained to
Prudence that she was an accomplice
-inthe great conspiracy, of which every
king, priest, and holder of property
was a member, for keeping the people
in ignorance. It is impossible, how-
ever, to satisfy evervbody, and when
the Primitive Methodist minister of

found the works of certain modern
philosophers upon the shelves, he
asked the Librarian whether she rea-
lized the possession of a soul, and
whether she knew of the punishment
-ullotted to those who wilfully dissemi-
nate error. S0 that it seemed as if
nobody was pleased. But the girl
had her consolations. Sometimes Mr.
Dunlop himself would sit in the read-
ing-room all the evening, and now and

more popular than the clown. And
yet, in spite of the temporary popu-
larity which accrued to him by reason
of the circus, Alan did not feel alto-
gether as if the success of this experi-
ment was a thing to the student of
the Higher Culture, altogether to be
admired. It was much as if a great
tragedian were to step suddenly, and
by no conscious will of his own, into
the position of a popular Tom Fool.
Keenly conscious of this, Alan next
got a company of comedians. They
were going about. the country playing
a piece which had been popular in
London. It was not a great piece,
not a play of that lofty ideal which
Alan would have preferred to set be-
fore his people, but it was something

. better than the clown’s performance.
the circuit visited the Library and |

; many ladies and gentlemen,
: was not acting at all.

On the first night the villagers came
in a body. They expected another
clown. What they saw was a set of
men and women in ordinary costume,
carrying on and talking just like so
That

No real inte-

. rest in it ; no red-hot poker ; no tum-

bling down and dislocating limbs ; no

* spectacle of discomtiture and suffering
' such as calls forth at once the mirth

of the rustic mind. The next night
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nobody came but a few children.

Yet but feeble,

About this time Alan had a great
Consultation. It was in Desdemona’s
“cell,” g luxurious apartment at the
Abbey—_on Sunday afternoon. Those
Who wére present at the Conference
Were Desdemona herself, Miranda,

om Caledon—who was rather short
of temper in consequence of discover-
g that Nelly had gone for a walk

With My, Roger Exton—Mr. Ronde- |

let, and Alan himself.
The Abbey was very quiet that
3ftel‘noon; the drowsy influence of
€ midsummer day lay upon all,

! right method.
Clearly, the dramatic instinct was as

6F

But the success has
not been, I confess, altogether what

I could desire. Tt seems almost
impossible  to enter into their
minds.”

“ Perhaps,” murmured Desdemona,
gently— < Perhaps, Alan, thevhaven'’t
any.”

‘“ And perhaps,” said Mr. Rondelet,
““ there is still something to be said in.
favour of the old method of imposing
obedience and laying down rules. Qux-
ancestors assumed to possess what e

" certainly do possess—the Higher In-
b telligence.”

Alan.

ad made them talk languidly and

Teamily.

lying back in his chair and speaking
the ceiling, “there is nothing.” He
Tised himself and addressed Miranda.
“T told you, Miranda, at the very
Outset, that Habit was the great
Shemy, I begin almost to believe
hat nothing can be done against that
deadly enemy.”
hen Mr. Rondelet, standing by
th.e Open window, toyed delicately
With his eye-glass which he half raised
Wice, aud as often dropped.
Clleve that he could see as well with-
Ut it. Then he stroked his smooth
cheek and smiled languidly.
“You have proclaimed,” lie said
there was always a little dith-
about Mr. Rondelet’s #’s, which
3 tendency—a tendency only, not
: bmt&_ﬂ determination—to run them-
.elVeS: Into u’s. Mankind are divided
tn OPiion as to whether this is affec-
on or g congenital infirmity’
°u have proclaimed,” he sald, “ the
Ponsibilities of wealth. You have
0 example which may be followed
Wust be quoted.”

o donIt Will be quoted,” said Tom Cal-

Cul"cy

Teg
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«wpy » 10 Was sitting by Desdemona. |
b be quoted most certainly, but.

will

o fOIr lll)eing followed——”

A &ve made an experiment,” said
1&11, 13

In what I believe to be the

1 really |

“That is driving, not leading,” said
“ My principle is the Exam-

ple. It was an old Oxford principle,

. Rondelet.”
[ After a year of work,” said Alan,

Miranda observed with a sigh, that
she had hoped to see some develop-
ment in the direction of Art.

It was an unfortunate remark, Le-
cause the failure of the Picture Gal-
lery was the most conspicuous of all
Alan’s late defeats. No one, after-
the first day, cared to go into the Pic-
ture Gallery at all.

“I hoped,” said Alan, ‘“that we:
should made the gallery into a sort of
silent and continuous educator. That
series of pictures showing the deve-
lopment of manhood from the flint-
weaponed savage to—to ” here he
looked at the Fellow of Lothian Ool-

- lege—¢to the highest product of mod-

ern civilisation, I thought would be-
come at onece a stimulus to the discon-
tent I want to engender.”

‘“ Even the contemplation of the—
the Highest Modern Product failed to
interest them ?” asked Mr. Rondelet,
with a show of carelessness, as if he-
did not know that in the neglect of
the Highest Modern Product he had
himself been neglected.

“Yes ; they took no interest in the
progress of civilisation. Then I had
a series to illustrate the History of
England.  But they cared nothing:
about the History of England.” .

“There were the dances,” said Mir-
anda, joining in the chorus of lament-
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ation. ““Oh, I did hope that something
would come of the dances ! A weekly

for the people. It seemed so delight-
ful.  And to think that we should
break down from such a trifling cause
as boots.”

* Did they,” asked Desdemona, lan-
guidly, “did they try to waltz in the
boots of their working-hours ?”

“Well,” said Miranda, * the fact is
we forgot that detail. On the first
night Tom was good enough to give us
his assistance. But there was only
one girl, Alicia Bostock, who could be
made to go round at all, and she being
the daughter of the bailiff, is, T sup-
pose, a little above the rest. Dancing
is extinct among the English peasan-
try. It is a lost art.”

“ Begin again next winter,” said
Desdemona.  “ Provide plenty of thin
shoes, and I will go down and teach
them how to dance.”

‘“You must give them a supper, t0o,”
Miranda said, “ otherwise they will
certainly not come. They are like
dittle children, who must be approached
by the temptation of something to
eat.”

“Thenight-school has to heshutnow,
Miranda,” continued Alan, gloomily.
“We have been going on for some
time with a single pupil, Prudence
Driver’s brother. I have reason to
believe that she bribed him into at-
tendance, and that, as she is at the end
of her resources, he refuses to attend
any longer.”

“ Then,” said Tom, “as you have
gone quite through the whole of your
projects, and they are all dead failures,
I suppose you are ready to come back
to civilisation again.”

‘ And own to failure?” Alan replied.
* Not yet. The last word has not been
spoken.”

Then Mr. Rondelet, leaning against
the open window-frame and letting his
white fingers roam daintily about his
smooth cheek, spoke low and in a

certain measured accent, as if the
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© warmth and sunshine of the afternoon

i had entered into his soul :
dance, with an inexpensive supper—a

real dance—of quadrilles and waltzes -

“ You have shown the way, Dunlop.
You have taken the place which an
Oxford man of our school was bound
to take. You have illustrated what
should be and what will be, perhaps,
in the fulness of days. You have also
shown how immeasurably in advance
of the age is that school to which you
belong.  The common herd now know
what it is—the Higher Life. You
have done, we think,”—he spoke as if
he was in himself the Common Room
of Lothian—« enough for honour. In
the centuries to come the tale will not
be allowed to drop and be forgotten.

. It will grow and spread from this little
. centre of Weyland village till it be-

| comes a great mythus,

In the course

- of the generations, antiquaries will be

trying to trace back your legend to
the far more remote birth of the Sun-
God Fable,and the allegories of Vishnu,
Moses, Tammuz, and Apollo, Tt will
be demonstrated that Alan Dunlop’s
history, as preserved in a fragmentary
condition, was an allegory, constructed
slowly, and bit by bit, of the progress
of the year. You will be relegated to
the preehistoric period. Treatises will
be written to show that your cultus
existed before Homer, and is referred
to in the Iliad ; that it was a branch
of the great Aryan family of tradition,
in spite of the inevitable German
scholar who will try to make you out
Semitic. And with all the talk no
one will be able quite clearly to separ-
ate you from Hercules, Samson, or
Apollo.  You are doomed to become
preehistoric.  Round your name will
gather proverbs, sayings, legends, and
miracles. You will be accepted, and
even worshipped, as the Founder of a
new religion ; men will dispute first on
the genuineness of the miracles, then
on the authenticity of the records H
and lastly, on the broad fact whether
you ever really existed or not. In
fact, I see very well, and clearly pro-
phecy, that everybodyin the future will
have to become Dunlopians or anti-
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Dunlopians, and a High Place for | arm
your Worship will be set up in the | slowly:
So far, at least, !

Village of Weyland.
You have succeeded.”

Desdemona clapped her hands, and
®Ven Miranda, who was not always
Pleased with Mr. Rondelet’s remarks,
laughed,  Alan alone did not seem to
Appreciate the fulness of the glory
Prophecied.

“ Another thing you have done,”
said Tom, the practical, “is that, with
your extra three shillings a week for
your farm-labourers and your free
feeds, the whole village has grown fat,

et two men yesterday, once thin,
Wwho bositively waddle. They now bear

efore them, like an alderman—”

“And your festivals, Alan,” asked
Miranda.” “ Did the last go off
well}”

Alan hesitated for a moment,

“So far as the children were con-
Lerned,” he said, « we got on very well.

he Vicar was there, with the girls,
and we amused them. The women
WVere less easy to please, and I am sorry
© say that, owing to some confusion
about the orders for beer, the men all
80t drunk. We left them behind,
YIng on the roadside in different
Stages of intoxication.” X

“It will be reported,” said Mr.
ROlldelet, “in the mythus, that the
Young god was such that those men
Who gazed upon his face fell to the
“arthinstantly, as if they weredrunken

1th new wine : but that the Wwomen
followed him singing hymns.”

“We went to Weyland Priory,”
Said Alap, unheeding. “T lectured in

© Tuins, but who knows with what
Tesult 7
There wag silence for a space. And
0 Mr. Rondelet left the open win-
iOW and sought a chair which stood
i:,l the midst of the group, just as if

had been Jeft there for the Master,
laying his chin upon his left
a&nd, n such wise that the fore-finger
l;]d the second finger were parted and
sit?; o either side of hig mouth, and

Mg 50 that the elbow of the left

th
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rested on the chair, he spoke

“1 have hrought myself to think,

: notwithstanding all the talk we had

in Oxford, when we were younger men,
Dunlop, that the great men—the
giants—of the Renaissance were right
in leaving the common herd to their
own devices. They lived like gods,
apart, and enjoyed by themselves the
true pleasures of the Higher Culture.”
This Fellow of Lothian could never
utter a dozen sentences without lug-
ging in the « Higher Culture,”
“Had they gone below, had they
tried to improve, to change the vulgar
crowd, they would have lost the cream
and glory of life. In these days there
is again a small school of Humanists
—chiefly or wholly sprung from Ox-
ford—of whom the world knows little.
Therefore we live by ourselves. Shall
we not, then, live for ourselves? Per-
haps fate—the gods—chance—may
throw in the way of one or two "
he looked, perhaps accidentally, at
Miranda— <« companion, a woman,
whose social and msthetic taste may
be our own, and whose lines of Cul-
ture may be the same. What more
delightful life may he imagined than
an atmosphere of art among a little
circle, from which all ignoble people
will be excluded, all contact with the
uncultivated hedged out? This Abbey
of Thelema partially, but only par-
tially ”—here he looked at Tom Cale-
don, as if that young man marred with
his broad shoulders and stalwart figure
the delicate effeminacies of his ideal—
“only partially, I say, realises my
ideal. So hedged in, our lives would
become first a mystery and then an
example to the admiring world ; and
in this way Culture would be helped
by emulation. This, however, Dun-
lop, is a different method from yours,
What do you think, Miss Dalmeny 17
“ Your method seems to me the
highest form of selfishness,” she re-
plied. . .
“But to return to your project,
Alan,” said Desdemona. * Are you
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quite sure that you began in the right
way 17

¢« still think so,” he said.
fault is with me, not
method.”

¢ Everybody who has a method
thinks that,” said Tom Caledon. «“1
like having none, and using the world
as I find it.”

“The clown of to-day,” said Des-
demona, “is the clown of yester-
day and of to-morrow. But if you
really hope to make any change you
must begin with the children. And
for that purpose you want a woman’s
help.  You must have a wife, Alan.”

“The
with my
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. And presently they began to talk
" about other things, and the church

bells rang out pleasantly beyond the
park, making the soft air of the sum-
mer day melodious. And the three

, men all fell to thinking about the

same subject, each from a different
point of view. For Tom was in love,
and wanted to carry that sentiment
to a legitimate conclusion by marriage;

. and Alan was in earnest, and thought

He gazed intently upon his adviser

for a few moments, and was silent.

to complete his experiment by mar-
riage, and Mr. Rondelet was in debt,
and wanted to clear off his liabilities
and make himself free from similar
annoyances for the future by mar-
riage.

(To be continued. )

SONNET.

BY H. L. SPENCER.

lN years agone did glint about her hair
The sunshine sweet, and in her tender eye
The violet blossomed ; Does it blossom there,
And with her cheek do envious roses vie ¢

I do not know !

"Twas once a thought of mine

That when she spoke the birds did gailier sing—
That when she smiled the sun did brighter smile—

That when she laughed all seasons were like spring,

Ahme! To me no season eer can bring
The purple glories of the days of old—

The birds that sang as they no more can sing—
The morning’s crimson, or the evening’s gold !

The ear is deaf except to discord sore,

And heauty charms the eye no more, no more !
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THE BAR OF ONTARIO EIGHTY YEARS AGO.

BY D. B. READ, Q.c.

E IGHTY yearsisnota long period
in the history of a nation, hut
When, as in the case of Ontario, that
Period comprises the whole or nearly
the whole of the legal history of a
rovince, the period has more signifi-
cance. The infancy of a nation is of
Interest to every citizen; the infancy
of law ought to possess an interest
With the whole community, but is of
©Special interest to those engaged in
egal pursuits,
e student of law does not care so
Much to examine into the origin of the
4W, as to travel on in heaten paths,
€ paths that lead to emolument or
Uture fame in his calling.

t is well, however, that he should
be reminded of the early years of the
Profession on which he has entered ;

dit is with that view that T have

Ventured to write a short essay on the

Subject of «The Bar of Ontario Eighty
ears Ago.”

e Bar of Ontario is, in some
Tespects the offspring of the Bar of
eUebec, ag it existed prior to the divi-
3lon of the old Province of Quebec into

€ two separate Provinces of Lower
0ada and Upper Canada, which took
Place in 1791, the 31st year of the
th;%f;d .Of His Majesty King George
th In the year 1785, the 25th year of
the relgn of King George the 3rd,
°Te was enacted in the Province of
ebec an Ordinance entitled « An
hance concerning Advocates, At-

fO:'meS, Solicitors and N otaries, and’

Mg, oore easy collection of Hig

8jesty’s Revenue,” This Ordinance

« poved that “No person shall be com.

Misgioned, appointed or permitted to
5

“practiseas Barrister, Advocate, Solici-
‘“tor or Proctor, unless articled for five
““ years to some Advocate or Attorney,
‘“duly admitted and practising in the
“ Province, or some other part of His
“ Majesty’s Dominion, unless such per-
“son shall have been already called to
“the Bar or entitled so to be, and in
‘“practice as an Advocate or Attorney
“in some Court of Civil Jurisdiction
“ within some part of His Majesty’s
“ Dominion,”

The Ordinance further provided
“That no person should Le commis-
“ sioned unless examined by someoneof
“ thefirst or most able Barvisters in the
“ presence of the Chief Justice or two
“Justicesof the Court of Common Pleas
“and found of fit capacity.”

It was under this Ordinance that
causes were advocated in the old Pro-
vinee of Quebec, coniprising the Pro-
vince of Upper and Lower Canada,

In 1791, 31st year of the Reign of
King George the 3rd, the Imperial
Parliament passed a law giving to each
of the Provinces a Legislative Council
and Assembly, and the Upper Canada
Parliament, at its first Session in the
following year, 1792, passed an Act
enacting “ That thereafter in all mat.
ters of controversy relative to Pro.
perty and Civil Rights, vesort should
be had to the Laws of England as the
rule for the decisions of the same,”

Up to the passing of this Act the
laws which had been in force in regard
to Property and Civil Rights were the
laws of Canada, the French law.

It was soon found, after the passing
of this enactment, that it was neces.
sary tohave Advocates in the Province
of Upper Canada, skilled in the Eng-
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lish law, and to that end the Legis-
lature on the 9th July, 1794, 34th
year of His Majesty’s Reign, passed
an Act entitled ““An Act to Authorize
the Governor or Lieutenant-Governor
to License Practitioners in the Law,”
by which it was enacted that the Or-
dinance of Quebec to which I have
previously referred should hbe sus-
pended, and “That it should be lawful
¢ for the Governor, Lieutenant-Gover-
“mnor, or a person administering the
“ Government of this Province, by Li-
“ cense under his hand and seal, such
“and so many of His Majesty’s liege
“ subjects, not exceeding sixteen In
“ number, as he shall deem from their
“ probity, education and condition in
“life best qualified to act as Advocates
“and Attornies in the conduct of all
“legal proceedings in this Province.”
The 4th Section of the Act provided
* That nothing therein contained
¢ ghould prevent any person duly quali-
“ fied accordingto the provisions of the
“said Act or Ordinance (Ordinance of
“ Quebec) contained from being admit-
“ ted to the exercise of the practice of
. “the Lawconformably tothesaid Act.”

In 1803, several gentlemen availed
themselves of the Act 34 Geo. 3rd.,
cap. 4, rveferred to. In the Journals
of the Law Society there is this entry :

“ 6th April, 1803.

¢ The following gentlemen, William
Dickson, D’Arcy Boulton, Jno. Powell,
William Elliott, William Warren

Baldwin were admitted to the Bar by |

License of Lieutenant-Governor Peter
Hunter, made in pursuance of an Act
of the Province entitled ¢ An Act to
-authorize the Governor, Lieutenant-
Governor, or other person administer-
ing the Government of this Province,
to License Practitioners in the Law.
The License is set forth in extenso
in the record, and states that the gen-
tlemen had been examined by Henry
Allcock, Esquire, Chief Justice, and
found fit.”

Why these gentlemen availed them-
selves of this Act instead of passing
the Law Society does not appear. Six

years before their admission, on the
17th July, 1797, a meeting of Barris-
ters took place at Newark, now Niag-
ara, forthe formation of a Law Society.
The following is an extract from the
books of the Law Society in Osgoode
Hall.
“ NEwARK, July 17, 1797.

“ In obedience to the direction of
an  Act passed this session in the
Parliament of the said Province, the
following gentlemen assembled at
Wilson’s Hotel, at eleven o’clock in the
forenoon of the above day :

JouNx WHitg, A. G.,
Perer DEGRAY, S. G.,
AxN6rs MACDONNELL,
JAMES CLARK,
CurisToPHER RoBINSON,
ALLEN McLEay,
WiLtiaM D. PowkLL,
ALEXANDER STEWART,
NicHorLAs HAGERMAN,
B. C. BEARDSLEY.”

The subject of the meeting being
taken into consideration, it was moved
by the Attorney-General, that the
Act of Parliament of the Province be
read, and it was read accordingly by
Mr. Beardsley, the junior.

The subject of the meeting referred
to was the carrying out of the Act
read by Mr. Beardsley, 37 Geo. 3rd,
cap, 13, passed 9th July, 1797,
entitled “ An Act for the better
“regulating the practice of the law,
“by which the persons theretofore
“admitted to practise in the law, and
“ practising at the Bar of any of Her
“ Majesty’s Courts in the Province
“were authorized to form themselves
“into a Society to be called the Law
“ Society of Upper Canada, as well for
“the purpose of establishing of order
“amongst themselves as for the pur-
“pose of securing to the Province
““and the profession a learned and
*“honourable body to assist their fel-
“low subjects as occasion may require,
“and to support and maintain the
“constitution of the said Province.”

These records from the books of the
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Law Society, and the Acts of Parlia-
ment mentioned, are valuable to be
referred to as showin
Ist. That after the division of the
Province of Quebec into the two
Provinces of Upper and Lower Canada
the Legislature of Upper Canada very
Soon saw the necessity of retaining
and giving effect to the Ordinance of
Quebec relative to Attornies and
Advocates, thus at once giving license
to trained practitioners in the law, not
only those who had been called in the
rovinee of Quebec, but, as the Ordin-
ance expressed it, ¢ those who had
““ been called to the Bar or entitled so
“to be and in practice as an Advocate
“or Attorney in some Court of (vil
“Jurisdiction within some part of
“Her Majesty’s Dominions.”
2nd. That the further necessity
existed of having called to the Bar
gentlemen licensed by the Lieutenant-
Governor of Upper Canada after ex-
Amination as to fitness by the Chief
Justice of the Province as one skilled
In English law.
3rd. To crown all the formation of
3 Society « for the purpose of secur-
.'ing to the Province and the profes-
“ sion a learned and honourable body
‘: to assist their fellow-subjects as oc-
Casion might require, and to sup-
Port and maintain the constitution of
the said Province.”
€ young law students of this day
. hal’dly realize the fact that eleven
Jears had not passed after the Treaty
of Peace wag signed declaring the
Ndependence of the United States,
efore the Legislature of the Province
of Upper Canada had set to work by
legislation in the direction of provid-
Ng that gentlemen of education and
Probity should be those privileged to
conduct, lega] proceedings for their
ellow subjects in the Province. There
¥ere no Tnng of Court in 1797, yet,
Nevertheless, the gentlemen of that day
not forgotten the origin of some,
at least, of the Inns of Court; for
@ met in Wilson’s Tavern or Inn
3 Newark, to transact their business.

111
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Cunningham, in his “Inns of
Court,” published in 1780, thus writes
of settled places for students of the
law, called Inns of Court and Chan-
cery. He writes: “8o that soon
afterwards” (7. e. after Edward 1st had
appointed John de Metingham Chief
Justice of the Common Pleas, and
that the other judges should provide in
every court attorneys and lawyers to
do service in the court,”) “though we
have no memorandum of the direct
time, or absolute certainty of the
places. we may safely conclude that
they settled in certain Aostels or inns,
which were henceforth @lled Inns
of Court, hecause the students in
them did there not only study the
laws, but such other exercises as
might make them the more service-
able to the King’s Court, as Sir
John Fortescue in the 49th chapter
of bis book de laudibus legum A nglie
observeth when he saith, fthat the
students in the University of the Laws
(for 50 he calleth the howses of Court
and Chancery ) did not only study the
laws, to serve the Courts of Justice
and profit their country, but did further
learn to dance, to sing, to play on in-
struments on the ferial days and to
study divinity on the festival, using
such exercises as they did who were
brought up in the King’s Court,”

Whether or not the lawyers who
met in Wilson’s Tavern, at N ewark,
on July 17th, 1797, to discuss mat-
ters appertaining to their profession,
did dance, or sing, or study divinity,
there is no record. But if they did
they were not without precedent, one
of the dearest things to a lawyer’s ex-
istence,

The names of those who attended
the meeting of the 17th July, 1797,
as well as those who were called to
the Bar by the license of the Lieut.-
Governor in 1803, after due examina-
tion as to fitness by the Chief Jus-
tice, are familiar to all those acquaint-
ed with our Canadian legal history.
There are men now living who knew
the majority of them, and many know
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the high position thoge descended from
them have won both on the Bench
and at the Bar of Canada.

Much more could be written on this
subject that would be interesting, not
only to the student of the laws but to
every citizen of our country. T have
only opened the door that others may
follow. Though not grey with age,
there is some antiquity connected with
Canadian law and Canadian lawyers

that deserves place in the memory of
all.  Osgoode Hall stands as a monu-
ment, commemorative of the early
founders of our Canadian law. The
portraits of many Chief Justices
adorn the walls. Alas! that she has
not preserved the likeness of William
Osgoode, Chief Justice in 1792, from
whom her name was taken, and who
was and is an honoured name in the
judicial history of our land.

BUTLER’S “HUDIBRAR."*

BY L. (. ALLISON, M.B.

IN obtaining Dr. Zachary Grey for
an editor, Butler has been hardly
less fortunate than was Rabelais in his
English translator, Sir Thomas Urqu-
hart. Never, unless it be in that sole
happy instance, has there been an edi-
tor more thoroughly and exactly in

sympathy and harmony with hisaathor,

or who has taken more delight in echo-
ing his sentiments and expatiating
upon them with illustration and com-
ment. His edition is, and always will
be, the edition of Hudibras. Though
the worthy Doctor has been dead and
buried for more than a hundred years,
and we have never seen his portrait,
we can still conjure up before our
mind’s eye, a perfect ideal image of
him as he must have existed in the
flesh. A stout, jolly, rubicund, fuzz-
wigged, shovel-hatted, clerical digni-
tary, an ardent Anglican ecclesiologist,
a thorough Church and State man,
and in every point most orthodox and

« The Chandos Classics.”
* Hudibras—B) Samuel Butler, Esq,—With Notes

and a Preface, by Zachary Grey, L.L.D. Londen:
F. Wame & Co. New York : Scribner, Welford & Co.

loyal from his wig to his shoe-buckle
—such seems the very man by nature,
instinct, and education, prepared to
be the applauder, expositor and illus-
trator of the great Church and State
poet. Such a man in short as we can
conceive of, only by supposing him the
growth of a good old-fashioned divi-
nity education in a good old English
University at the commencement of
last century, transplanted to, and raised
in, a snug country living, and finally
matured in the close of some old cath-
edral town. If this eidalon be the re-
sult of error, we only hope that no
unkind antiquarian will ever break in
upon our ignorance to correct it ; at
present we can fancy the commenta-
tor only such as we have deseribed
him.

His notes and illustrations amount
in fine print to more than twice the
bulk of his author’s text. They are
most curious and valuable, and con-

| tain many racy reminiscences of a

most interesting period of English his-
tory, which is by no means too well
illuminated, by the few of its authors
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whose works have reached us in an
available form. These illustrations
have been disinterred for us by the
Doctor, from, heaven knows what out-
‘ofthe-way sources, from old dusty
manuscripts in college libraries, from
the recordsof country parishes, fromall
‘sortsof quaint old books, broadsheets
and pamphlets, famous in their day of
from one to two hundred years ago,
yet long since (but for the Doctor’s
Pious care which has saved these relics
by pinning them on at the tail of his
immortal text) vanished in total and
hopeless oblivion. The Doctor's faith
in his authorities is simple and child-
like—marvellous and boundless. In
the way of reference, nothing comes
amiss to him, so that abuse or ridicule
of thedetested Roundhead party comes
withal, and when the wisdom, learn-
ing, honour, courage, or other amiable
qualities of their loyal adversaries are
t0 be commended and commemorated,
the case is the same. Amongst all
the thousand-and-one contemporary
Sources of authority mentioned in
these laborious notes, scarcely any are
known by name in our own day, even
to scholars, excepting a few such as
Heath, Heylin, Echard and Clement
alker, who have been preserved for

4 short time from total oblivion, chiefly
48 we presume, by their extraordinary
Powers of lying and the extra and
‘Singular ineredibility of the wonders
Which they relate. For the characters
‘of the leading independent ministers,
Dr. Grey gravely cites Walker’s His-
bory of Independency, for the biography
of _Oliver Cromwell, his most trusted
-guide is Heath, and for the proceed-
Ings of the sequestrators and commit-
te’e-men he follows Cleveland and
Estrange, which is much the same
Sort of thing as if a writer in A.D.
2000, were to describe Pope Pio Nono
and the late Emperor of the French
Tom the publications of Mazzini, give
& sketch of the internal condition of
ngland in 1850, from the Decaderice
of Ledru-Rollin, and draw the char-
Acters of George IIL and Mr. Pitt,

from materials furnished by the late
Peter Pindar. But all this only ren-
ders the Notes more racy and piquant
to the reader. The very violence of
the partisanship which they display,
prevents their doing any harm in our
day as false history, while, as an ex-
hibition of the lengths, to which party-
spirit and an honest hearty hatred,
can carry even a reverend author of
the mature age of fifty-seven, who is
writingabout occurrences acentury old
in his own time, they are an exquisite
literary treat and curiosity. But it is
not in matters political alone, that the
Doctor’s credulity surpasses. In tales
of witches, ghosts, spells, charms, ap-
paritions, sympathetic powders, and
in monstrous fictions by the privileged
class of travellers, his collection is un-
rivalled, and his faith apparently im-
plicit. 'We cannot recall an instance
of a single one of these tales in which
the most exorbitant draft upon the
hearer’s credulity does not seem to be
punctually honoured at sight by the
Doctor. Whether he is giving us a
circumstantial record of an undisputed
historical fact, such as the Self-Deny-
ing Ordinance, or the Westminster
Assembly, or some breath-catching
fiction by a traveller, compared with
whom Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was
a Humboldt for truth and knowledge,
or some brutal falsehood by Heath*
or Heylin, his manner is ever the
same. He makes a calm, matter-of-
fact statement of the circumstance, as
of a thing quite satisfactory to his own
mind, and requiring no comment con-
firmation or explanation to be addres-
sed by him to anybody else. At the
first glance, the reflection which these
Notes excite, is that they furnish a
most instructive commentary upon
morethings than the text of Hudibras.
What must have been the status of
University education, and the general
diffusion of knowledge in England, a

* An infamous author, to whose authority nobody
but Dr, Grey has ever had the courage to appeal.
The general character of his work ig best expressed
by the adjective “ carrion ” with which Mr. Carlyle
has not unjustly branded it.
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'hundred and thirty years ago, when a
clergyman nearly sixty years old,
holding the highest degree that his
University can bestow—a man as one
might think in every way qualified to
represent the dignity of his profession
and the general learning of the coun-
try, could have attempted to illustrate
history for his readers by such refer-
ences as these? A reader whose tastes
and sympathies were strongly repub-
lican, might for a moment feel in-
clined to address him from his own
text . —

¥ * * «Nothing but the abuse
Of Human Learning you produce.
Learning, that cobweb of the brain
Profane, erroneous, and vain—
A trade of knowledge as replete
As others are, with fraud and cheat.
An art to incumber gifts and wit,
And render both for nothing fit,
Makes light,* unactive, dull, and troubled
As littie David in Saul's doublet—
A cheat that scholars put upon
Other men’s reason and their own,
A sort of error to ensconce
Absurdity and ignorance
That readers all the avenues
To Truth, impervious and abstruse,
By making plain things, in debate
By art, perplexed and intricate,
For nothing goes for sense or light*
That will not with old rules jump right,
As if rules were uot in the schools
Derived from Truth, but Truth from Rules.
This Pagan, Heathenish invention
Is good fér nothing but contention.”

But upon thinking a little, a different
view suggested itself—that the Doc-
tor is more probably  not essentially
in madness, but mad in craft,” and
that the precise extent of his credulity,
like that of Hamlet's lunacy, must al-
ways remain undetermined and unde-
terminable by the reader. We incline
to believe that Dr. Grey was far from
being thelearned simpleton that he has
represented himself, and that he has
deliberately sacrificed some part of his
reputation for sagacity with his read-
ers, to the desire of making converts,
were it only among the more careless
and ignorant of them, to the truth of
his political opinions and the righte-
ousness of the royal cause. If this
be the case, it only shows how weak
upon an appeal to posterity that cause

* Wisdom.
* Wisdom,

must appear, for which so much hearty
good will, joined to so much multi-
farious learning and diligence can say
so little. .

Setting aside Dr. Grey’s partisan-
ship, which is of that kind, of which
a reader soon ceases to take much
notice, his notes are most amusing
and entertaining reading. One can-
not open the book anywhere without
lighting upon some piece of infor-
mation, which, if not valuable, is
at least curious to know, and which
he does not remember having met
with anywhere clse. Taking a ran-
dom dip,* we find an account of Roger
Bacon, and another of Dr. John Dee,
the seer, containing particulars enough
to delight an antiquary. A second
opening,t gives us a satire upon the
new justices of the peace under Crom-
well, and another upon the curious and
subtle debates of the Assembly of Di-
vines and the ignorance of Biblical
geography and antiquities displayed
amongst them. The opposite page sup-
plies a bitter and characteristic attack
by Clement} Walker upon the commit-
tee-men, one of them “lately made of
a basket-hilted yeoman, with a short-
handed clerk tacked to the rear of him
to carry the knapsack of his under-
standing.” A third§ gives us some
curious extracts from the old statutes
relating to matrimony, which are ve
properly left in their original Latin,
for the benefit of the learned only. A
note upon St. George,|| the patron
Saint of England, ends by telling us
how “ Mr. Jacob Bobart, Botany Pro-
fessor, at Oxford,” did, about the year
1700, out of a dead rat ingeniously
distorted and dried, manufacture what
the learned men of time immediately
pronounced to be a genuine dragon,
“and one of them sent an accurate
description of it to Dr. Magliabecchi,
librarian to the Grand Duke of Tus.

* P.177.

t P. 78,

! A gentleman whose baptismal name was not.
happily chosen.

§ P. 224,

i P. 64,
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cany,” The final event of this curi-
osity was to be “looked upon as a
masterpiece of art, and as such de-
posited either in the Museum or the
Anatomy Schools.” Has any modern
Oxonian seen or heard anything of
this famous rat? And so might we
g0 on dipping into these Notes all day,
and in no instance fail to find some
direct or indirect memorial of the
quaint old times both of the commen-
tator and his author. They appear
to us fully to deserve the commenda-
tion which Lord Macaulay has be-
Stowed upon the works of Horace
Walpole. “ A profusion of
varieties of trifling intrinsic value, but
80 quaint in fashion, or connected with
Such remarkable names and events,
that they may well detain our atten-
tion for a moment. A moment is
€nough ; some new unique . . . is
forthcoming in an instant. . .
1t is not in their beauty, it is not in
their utility that their attraction lies.
Dr. Grey is constantly showing us
things, not of very great value indeed,
but things which we are pleased to
See, and which we can see nowhere
else.”

The epitaph upon Butler’s monu-
Ment calls him ““ the first and last of

Poets in his way,” and equal praise.

ay justly be claimed for Dr. Grey as
4 commentator.
Not in all points however. He does
not put forward much pretension to
elicacy of taste or acuteness of criti-
181 in a literary point of view. When
© has Homer, Virgil, or Shakspere
qQuote from, he has not much chance
to make g poor selection, but of the
Xxtracts which he gives us from con-
°Wporary poetry we can only say
8t we hope that they are not fair
Samples of the general tastes and
abilities of their authors. A collec-
ton of « [,9yq7 Songs, 1731,” which
5 fl‘equent',ly referred to, and appears
0 have been g great favourite with
the ]?Octor, seems, even allowing for
-3¢ times and the heat of party feel-
'Ng, to be a perfect museum of seur-

rility and vulgarity, and as destitute
of poetical as of all other merit. 0ld-
ham’s satires, both in prose and verse,
deserve the same character, and no
better. Some affairs which the Doc-
tor quotes to us as the unpublished
productions of Butler himself, must
surely have been imposed upon him.
To us they seem to lack everything
that Butler'sverse should have, except

| his peculiar metre, which is about

as poor a character as could be pos-
sessed by an imitation of Mr. Carlyle
recalling only his peculiar literary
style, or one of Burns reproducing
nothing of that poet but his Scotch
dialect. One curious instance, and so
far as we know a solitary one,in which
Butler has copied and extended the
thought of a famous poet who pre-
ceded him, and has in his turn been
closely copied by another famous poet
who followed him, should have had a
note upon it from any critic of ordi-
nary observation. Chaucer says, in
The Frankleine's Tale :

“ Love will not be confined by Maisterie.
‘When Maisterie comes, the Lord of Love
anon
Flutters his wings, and forthwith he is
gone.” :

Butler makes the widow say, in her
serio-comic argument against matri-
mony :

““ Love, that’s too generous to abide
To be against its nature tied.
For, where ’tis of itself inclined,
It breaks loose when it is confined,
And, like the sou! its harborer,
Debarred the freedom of the air,
Disdains against its will to stay,
But struggles out and flies away.”

And every one quotes, or has heard
quoted, the celebrated couplet from
Pope’s Epistle of Eloisa to Abelard :

“ Love, free as air, at sight of human ties
Spreads his light wings, and in a moment
flies.”

Pope, in a note, acknowledges some
obligation to Chaucer, but says not
a word of the more elaborate expres-
sion which we are satisfied that he
took directly from Hudibras. Chaucer
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says nothing about “free as air,” and
Dr. Grey in this matter apparently
knows nothing of either Chaucer or
Pope, though the Epistle was pub-
lished in 1717—twenty-seven years
before the annotations upon Hudibras.
Nor does he think the passage worthy
of a note at all, but passes on in his
usual quiet manner to quote his fa-
vourite subtleties from Dean Swift,
Lipsius, Juvenal, and the « Salisbury
Missal of 1554.”  But we are linger-
ing too long over the worthy Doctor
and his Notes, however great the
temptation, and we must reserve some
space for a few brief words about
Butler himself,

It has often appeared to us a mat-
ter for legitimate surprise that such
an author as Butler should not be
much more generally read than he is,
For, when we consider the attractive
quaintness of his rhyme, the com-
binedlightness and vigour of his fancy,
and the exquisite brilliancy of his wit,
we must place him in the very front
rank of English poetical satirists, if
not at the head of them all. In the
important points of originality in style
and manner, we think his claim of
supremacy unquestionable, If it be
true that “ brevity is the soul of wit,”
he must stand equally high, for no
other author has ever managed to pack
up somuch concentrated wit and fancy
in so short a poein, composed, to speak
generally, of such short lines and sen-
tences. There is about all his utter-
ances a curtness, a brevity, andadirect-
ness which goes straight to the point.
Arrogant folly in high places, and
ignorant impudence playing solemn
masquerades in the garb of wisdom,
are, to be sure, no novelties in any
stageof the world’s history, and earlier
as well as later writers than Butler
have often made them the objects of
cutting satire. But no other author,
either before or after him, has ever
displayed so much of that power so
invaluable to the caricaturist, of seiz-
ing at a single masterly grasp upon
the most salient and vulnerable fea-
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; tures of his subject and combining

them within the compassof a few brief
lines, into such a striking and mirth-
inspiring portrait.” Hig studies, while

they excite our laughter and some-

times stir the depths of our disgust,
produce so much the effect of real or
possible human nature that we can
hardly, without reflection, see that
they are actually but caricatures, They
remind us of nothing so much as of
some of those inimitable sketches by
Leech,inwhich five orsix small touches
of the pencil not only present to us a
complete face or figure, but impart to
the whole of that face and that figure,
a most lively and characteristic ex.
pression. Unlike many other satirists,
Butler deals in no roundabout insinu.
ations, or artfully refined allusions, he
never winds about his subject or con-
fuses us with a series of views of it in
several different oblique lights. He
never attempts to heighten his effects
by carefully toning and shading his
colours, or repeating the minuter
strokes of his brush. He selects in an
instant, his standpoint—always an ad-
mirable one for his purpose, and from
that point at once dashes off a sketch
so lively and forcible that the reader
never dreams for a moment of the pos-
sible existence of any other and truer
point of view. Solid and well-fitted
in every part must be the enemy’s
armour that does not somewhere or
other present a fatal crevice to such a
strong-handedand quick-eyed partisan,
and tough must be the vitality which
can survive many wounds from such
keen and powerfully driven shafts, It
is little to be wondered at that the
Church and Court for whom he did so
much, and from whom he received so
little, should have rejoiced in the idea
that he had given Puritanism its death
blow, and enthusiastically welcomed
the work, though they neglected and
starved the man.

One of the most remarkable of But-
ler’s superficial peculiarities is the
short, broken and “jiggy” rhythm of
his versification, a fashion which admi-
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rably suits the curt and sententious
Manner in which he delivers his
thought. So well does his style of
€Xpression harmonize with his manner
of thinking that each seems a necessary
concomitant to the other. This cha-
racteristic metre is so well known that
Many readers who never opened his
book can recognise a quotation from
Butler when they hear it, as one might
Single out a stranger in the distance
by the fantastic cut of his clothes.
Some have even gone so far as to con-
sider this metre as a thing of beauty
In itself, and an assistance to the poet
In the expression of his ideas. In But-
ler’s case for the reasons Jjust stated,
there may be some truth in this view,
b}lt assuredly it was not found so by

18 numerous imitators in his own
time, now all dead and forgotten, nor
Wwill it be so found by writers in gene-
ral. In literary as well as in physical
feats, those which seem to the specta-
tors to be performed with the greatest
€ase, are not always found to be the
€asiest to imitate, It requires masterly
ability to play splendid and spirited
tunes upon a homely instrument, and
When such a thing has been done we
are too apt to overlook the skill of the
Performer in fixing our attention upon

the novelty and rudeness of the ma-’

chine which he uses, and associating
Some peculiar inscrutable virtue with
. Many admirers of Burns appear to
ave fallen under a delusion of a simi-
arkind. Of all the wonderful circum-
Stances in the career of that extraor-
inary genjus, not the least remarkable
18 that he should have made himself a
World-wide renown through the me-
dium of the Lowland Scotch dialect,
% Patois which like every other may
Ve its beauties for a native ear,
Ut in which it has always seemed to
8 a piece of the most bare-faced affec-
tation for 5 foreigner to pretend to find
anything attractive. Not so much
YoM any natural proclivities of his
OWn, as from the inexorable hardness
o1 the social conditions under which

18 life wag passed. Burns had also
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acquired some objectionable peculia-
rities in his ways of writing and think-
ing, a tendency to coarseness and
vulgarity, and a want if not of actual
reverence, at least of regard for the
conventional decencies of expression
in matters - of moral and religious
observance. Perhaps his chief reason
for attacking these forms was their

- being held in high favour by the world

which had used him so ill, but what-
ever their cause, the expressions re-
main and must always be regretted as
unnecessary and accidental blemishes.
Many of his admirers on the contrary
regard them as virtues and worthy of
imitation—the latter unfortunately an
easy task to very ordinary powers.
These things are to genius what heavy
weights are to a fine racer, he may
run well under them and even brilli-
antly, and that he does so, makes his
performance all the more marvellous
and splendid. Yet in witnessing it we
cannot withhold a regretful wish that
we could see the tine powers exhibited
without the drawbacks. Almost every
great genius has had about him some
peculiarities of fashion, which seem to
a careless observer to be his most cha-
racteristic features, merely because
they lie mostly upon the surface and
are the most easily copied. To an or-
dinary apprehension these things do
not appear as what they really are—
the mere occasional fashions and eccen-
tricities of genius. They seem to be
the thing itself, the charm or incan-
tation in which lies the whole secret of
the performance, and which now that
it has been found out any person of
ordinary ability and industry may
repeat to as good advantage as the
original discoverer. To people in
search of short cuts to fame, the old
suit of clothes, ragged enough in many
cases, and thought ungraceful and un-
becoming during the wearer’s lifetime,
seems a very mantle of Elijah, Weari-
somely has the world been as it still
continues to be, pestered by such peo-
ple with imitations of Burns in which
the coarsest and commonest vulgarity,
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and the dreariest of platitudes and
trivialities are thought to be rejuve-
nated and rendered attractive by being
clothed in the horrid “ harsh grum-
bling grunting guttural,” which as the
writers fail to see, represented, not the
wings which raised the poet aloft, but
the weight which he had to drag with
him and sustain during his flight,

In a similar manner, during the
time when his works were at the
height of their popularity, many Eng-
lish satirists tried in vain to conjure
with the old clothes of Butler, Several
specimens of their performances are
given in the foot-notes of this work,
a few good, some indifferent, but mostly
very poor. Their authors had plenty
of zeal for the cause, but almost no
other point in common with their
original. His wit, his invention, and
his fancy could not be imitated so
easily as his grotesque versification, to
copy which waswithin the power of any
one possessing ability enough to im-
provise a nursery rhyme. Even Prior,
by far the ablest of the imitators, soon
discovered this, and abandoned the
attempt. The truth is, that if Butler's
short and broken metre had not har-
monized so rarely with the curt and
sketchy style of his word-painting, it
would have been too heavy a burden
for even his genius to carry. For his
work is not a vulgar burlesque, with
which every kind of mountebank-tum-
bling and trickery would be in har-
mony. It is a deep and masterly
satire upon sectarianism, social foibles,
and human nature in general, not
wholly addressed to our sense of the
ludicrous, but pointed throughout with
reason and argument—that is reason
from one single and limited point of
view, and argument of that kind*
which looks unanswerable until it is
tested by discussion. To write pathos
and sentiment, political argument, or
even plain narration of any ordinary
dignity, in the broken and hopping
metres of nursery rhyme, has always

* To wit, special pleading.

seemed to us one of the most startling
feats of literary legerdemain that can
beattempted by genius. A well known,
and as far as our knowledge goes, al-
most a solitary instance of what great
talents can do in this direction, is
Hood’s “ Bridge of Sighs,” a poem
which will be for ever memorable, not
only for its exquisite and tender pathos,
but as one of the most singular of
literary curiosities, considered merely
with reference to the contrast between
its style and its subject. Of pathos
and all the higher kinds of sentiment,
Butler is well-nigh destitute ; and the
fervour of his political hatred appears
to blunt in him even' the ordinary
sensibilities of human feeling, as ap-
pears in his jocular references to the
mutilated ears of the pilloried Puri-
tans, and to the brutal treatment of
the remains of Cromwell and Blake at
the Restoration. But in argument
and description he makes his slipshod
verse as effective and telling as the
most polished of styles, and in some
places he even malkes it serve as a
medium for conveyingthetruest beauty
of thought and expression. The moon
is a topic hackneyed enough among
poets of the sentimental and romantic
order ; but Butler, who has very little
in common with such,and one of whoge
leading characteristics is a hearty con-
tempt for all metaphysical considera-
tions, can treat her thus upon occasion :

** The sun grew low and left the skies,
Pulled down gsome write) by ladies’ eyes,
The Moon pulled off her veil of light
That hides her face by day from sight.
Mysterious veil, of brightness made,
At once her lustre amg her shade,

And in the lanthorn of the night,

With shining horns hung out her light ;
For darkness is the proper sphere
Where all false glories wused to appear.
The twinkling stars began to muster,
And glitter with their borrowed lustre ;
With sleep the weary world relieved

By counterfeiting death revived,” etc,

The only other allusion which he
makesto the moon has always appeared
to us very beautiful :—

“The Queen of Night, whose large command
Rulesall the sea and half the land,
And over moist and crazy brains
In high spring-tides at midnight reigns.”

s
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A bright full moon, in a placid
midnight sky, a dead calm, or at most
& very light breeze, and the full ocean
lapping upon the very tops of the
Wharves and edges of the seaside paths
In little silvery ripples, are influences
that might excite into activity fancies
more sleepy and brains less irritable
than those of lunatics.

It is not to be wondered at that an
author who can convey sentiments
such as these in the metre of Hudibras,
should find no difficulty in making
that verse a medium for almost any-
thing in the way of graphic description
or closely reasoned argument. The
lines in ‘which Butler describes the
character of the Presbyterian Puritan

are well known, but will always bear

quotation :

* For his religion, it was fit
To match his learning and his wit ;
as Presbyterian true blue,
For he was of that stubborn crew
Of errant saints, whom all men grant
To be the true Church militant.
Such as do build their faith upon
The holy text of pike and gun,
Decide all controversies by
Infallible artillery ;
And prove their doctrine orthodox
By apostolic blows and knocks. *
all fire, sword, and desolation,
A godly, thorough reformation,
ich always must be carried on
d still be doing, never done ;
if religion were intended
OF nothing else but to be mended.
8ect whose chief devotion lies
0 odd, perverse antipathies ;
In l&llixag out with that or this,
And finding something still amiss ;
OTe peevish, cross, and splenetic
an dog distract or monkey sick ;
That With more care keep holiday
€ wrong than others the right way ;
Ompound for sins they are inclined to
S’: damniug those they have no mind to ;
till o perverse and opposite
As if they worshipped God for spite ;
o self-same thing they will abhor
ne way, and long the other for ;
©e will they one way disavow,
Nother, nothing else allow ;
I | piety consists therein
Ig‘them, in other men all sin.
Thther than fail they will defy
F ’}t Which they love most tenderly,
™, .Out with mince-pies, and discharge
€ir best and dearest friend, plum-porridge,” etc.

Here are embodied in a few forcible
uches, all the most prominently dis-

Agreeable features of the extreme sec- .

Ary of the day—his sour stupidity,

18 arrogant mental self-sufficiency, his"

X
Nog +« Knox,” as some modern wags might suggest,

love of unprofitable and irritatingmet-
aphysical argument, his ultra-Judai-
cal intolerance, his love of tormenting
his neighbours, and the morbid oppo-
sition of all his notions of true religion
to every sort of innocent bodily plea-
sure and recreation. Such points of
character could not fail to appear most
odious to a man of Butler’s tempera-
ment, which was that of an easy-going
materialist—a man who loved to have
his jest and his laugh at everything
and everybody, to take the world as
easily as he could find it, and make
the best of everything in it. If any
importunate counsellor should wish to
worry him with uncomfortable sug-
gestions about the deep importance of
truth and justice in the abstract, and
the necessity for adopting them as far
as possible for practical guides in mat-
ters not only of religion, but of politics
and social economy, his readiest an-
swer would be, ¢ Let me alone of your
guidance.” To him, the new scheme
of manners and morals appeared to be
in no respect more sound than the old ;
while it was confessedly much less
easy and pleasant to follow. He saw
that these outward ensigns which to
him were in substance the very thing
called Puritanism itself, could be easily
assumed and outdone at a moment’s
notice by the very worst of mankind,
—nay, as the Puritan party grew in
power, this was done every day before
his own eyes. He could not see the
earnestness, the truth, the self-denial,
the high integrity, and the sound
Christian principle which lay hehind
these outward shows and at their foun-
dation. He had no eye for the folly
and wickedness in high places, the deep
corruptions in society, and the frantic
misgovernment in Church and State
which had called them forth, and made
them the badges and party-ensigns of
nine-tenths of all the earnestness,
worth, and strength of the nation. In
his view, they were simply hateful
means, followed to a mean end, the
elevation of an insignificant and repul-
sive sect to power, at the price of the
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destruction of all the ancient and hon-
ourable customs and institutions of the
nation,

Butler’s chief defect was a want of
earnestness, or rather of the power
and habit of looking back to the causes
and first principles of things. He was
eminentlya Conservative, If he found
a custom or an institution of old stand-
ing, and such as it had been transmit-
ted unaltered, or even somewhat im-
proved, from the times of his ancestors,
if the nation had upon the whole,
progressed and prospered under it, if
his own tastes and inclinations (for the
foundations of his political opinions
seem to have lain no deeper than
these), were in harmony with it, he
never thought it a point worth inquiry
how far such institution or custom
might have its foundation laid on
truth, justice, or the ““eternal fitness of
things ;” or how far amendment might
be indispensably called for if whatever
of good or beautiful there was about
the usage was to be saved from sharing

and odious. Enough for him that the
thing was there, that it had come legiti-
mately into its plage, and that attempts
to disturb it would probably be followed
by an immense amount of heart-burn-
ings, of dissensions, and of public as
well as private mischief. It was, ac-
cording to him, the duty of every
rightly-thinking citizen to stand by
such an institution to the uttermost
extremity, and to look upon all those
who would try to alter it, as wickedly
disturbing the public peace for the ad-
vancement of their own selfish inter-
ests, Choosing his party from the
motives, he brought to its aid such a
power of wit and fancy, and such a
fertility of abuse and sarcasm as we
can find exceeded by no writer of any
period.  From its first appearance his
work was hailed by the then domi-
nant Royalist party as the best and
most successful vindication of their
cause. A distinction which in our
opinion, still belongs to it. We say
nothing here of Clarendon’s History

BUTLER'S “ HUDIBRAS.”

of the Rebellion, a work which, how-
ever clever in its reasoning and able
in its composition, is beyond the reach
of most readers, and can generally be
called available or attractive only to
scholars. A weak cause such as the
Royalism of Clarendon is now pretty
generally confessed to have been, is
always better served by wit and ban-
ter than by more ponderous composi-
tions against which the heavy artillery
of controversy can always be brought
to bear by any one who chooses to be
at the trouble of doing so. Moreover,
while Clarendon writes only for the
studious and learned few, Butler
writes for everybody, and appeals to
the general faculties which are pos-
sessed by all mankind, the learned as
well as the vulgar. No highly culti-
vated intellect nor extensive acquisi-
tions of learning are needed in the
reader to enable him to enjoy the
burlesque encounters of Hudibras and
Ralpho with the common sense of the

| country, or their delightfully absurd
the inevitable fate of what was ugly

and ludicrous polemical controversies
with each other. The author does
not draw outlines for his reader’s ima-
gination to fill up or detain him with
long disquisitions however learned and
acute about persons and proceedings,
which have by age lost to most people
all their minuter features of interest.
By the force of his genius he creates
a mountebank figure, by his matchless
powers of wit and ridicule he clothes
it with every personal quality that can
render its possessor hateful and con-
temptible. And this deformed like-
ness, of which every one who can read
or understand at all, can appreciate
the effect, he holds up to the inspec-
tion of a laughter-smitten world, as a
true and faithful likeness of the typi-
cal Puritan leader. Such representa-
tions have with the majority of man-
kind, a power of immediate influence,
which fifty elaborate compositions,
such as Clarendon’s could not exert in
a hundred years. No one now quotes
Clarendon, but Hudibras short as it

. i1s, has contributed more familiar
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phrases to our everyday English
speech than any other book, except
Shakspere’'s works or theBible. The
story of the neglect and ingratitude
with which Charles I1. and his Court
treated Butler is well known. Butler
appears never to have followed any
regular trade or profession by which
he might have gained an independent
livelihood, and the only posts which
we find any record of his having filled,
are those successively of tutor and se-
Cretary in two or three private fami-
lies. 'Of his few patrons, the only
one who appears to have afforded him
anything beyond a mere maintenance
In return for such labours, was the
witty and gallant Lord Dorset, who
Introduced him at Court, and other-
wise did what he could for him,
which after all it appears was not
uch. Charles is said to have
taken great delight in the poet’s
Wwork, carried it about with
him and often quoted from it, a story

Which appears probable enough, for

there seem to have been many points
In common between Butler and his
Toyal master. Among these we may
Teckon a talent for raillery and satire,
a taste for polite conversation and for
rilliant retorts and jests, and a fond-
Ness for taking ingenious and fanciful
rather than sensibile or profound views
of things and matters in general,
Combined with an aversion from or
8 least a carelessness for the less
showy and more practical duties of
ife and society. Butler had many of
the qualifications that usually keep
Wen poor. His dependence upon
ht_el‘&ry patronage, his shifting and
igratory employments, and the care-
less habits of life which he possessed
!N common with the majority of his
Party and of the society which he fre-
Quented, were all unfavourable to the
Prospect of much pecuniary accumu-
ation. He must at most times have
felt the pressure of poverty severely.

“arles is said to have once presented -

1 with three hundred pounds from
Which, however, he derived no further
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advantage than the honourable pay-
ment of certain pre-existing debts
which absorbed the gratuity to the
last shilling. Other substantial aid
from the Court, he received none. In
the preface of this edition, are some
lines said to be his, but which we can
by no means confidently accept as
such without some better endorse-
ment than appears to be procurable.
Or likening them to coin rather than
to paper negotiabilities we may say
that they ring upon the counter with
a very cracked and uncertain sound,
to the effect that
This prince™ whose ready wit and parts
Conquered both men’s and women’s hearts

Could not follow any of the ordinary
pursuits of his life (into which we are
sure that our readers will excuse our
following him with the poet) without
having Hudibras within consulting
reach,

But this good king it seems was told

By some, that were with him too bold,

If ¢’er you hope to gain your ends,

Caress your foes and trust your friends.
Such were the doctrines that were taught
Till this unthinking king was brought

To leave his friends to starve and die,

A poor reward for loyalty !

These lines are probably a posthum-

ous tribute from some literary ad-
mirer. But whether Butler ever con-

. descended or not, to importune the

Court for that recognition which his
services not less to their own cause
than to the literature of his native
country had so well deserved, it can-
not be questioned that they took no
further notice of him, and that he died
miserably poor. Wycherley, the dra-
matist, attempted to make interest for
him with the Duke of Buckingham
(Dryden’s “Zimri ”,) and an appoint-
ment was made, but the Duke upon
some passing impulse, ran off from it
and thereby missed the opportunity of
putting at least one good action upon
record to offset the rest of his useless
and worthless life. In 1680, Butler
breathed his last and was buried as
his biographer tellsus with affectionate

* Charles II.
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and affecting minuteness: “ At the
charge of his friend, Mr. Longueville,
of the Temple, in the yard belonging
to the church of St. Paul, Covent (iar-
den, at the west end of the said vard,
on the north side, under the wall of
the said church, and under that wall
which parts the yard from the com-
mon highway.” (This reads like being
‘““squeezed into a corner” indeed). For
forty years he lay covered by these
two walls and no stone recorded his
memory, till in 1721, « John Barber,
citizen and alderman of London ”
handed his own name down to pos-
terity along with that of the poet, by
erecting a monument to the latter in I

Westminster Abbey, which asserts in
the Latinity fashionable at the time,
Butler’s claim to the title of— The first
and last of poets in hisg way-—and the
pious care of the friend who has raised
it, “lest he who when alive was desti-
tuteof almost all things should likewise
want a monument when dead.” It
afterwards gave rise to the celebrated
epigram by Samuel Wesley, of which
all our readers have probably heard :

When Butler, needy wretch, was yet alive,

No generous patron would a dinner give ;

See him when starved to death and turned to dust,
Presented with a monumental bust—.

The poet’s fate is here an emblem shown,

IIe asked for bread and he received--a stone.

HON. MR. MILLS’ LAND BILL FOR THE NORTH-WEST TERRI-
TORIES.

BY GEORGE 8. HOLMESTED.

IN some former numbers of the Can-

adian Monthly,* attention was
directed to an improved system of land
transfer, which was inaugurated some
years ago in South Australia, and sub-
sequently adopted with great success
in all the Australian Colonies ; and
the advantages likely to accrue from
the introduction of that system into
Canada—and, more particularly, Onta-
rio—were pointed out. The merits. of
the Australian system, it would seem,
have approved themselves to the Min-
ister of the Interior, and, at the recent
Session of the Dominion Parliament,
he brought in a Bill providing for the
introduction of that system into the
North-West Territories,

Of the superiority of the Australian
system, over that which at present
exists in Ontario, there can scarcely be
two opinions, and it is hardly possible
to deny that a system which enablesa

* Vol. IX,, p. 322; Vol. X1, p. 78.

man to say “hereis a single document,
which evidences my title to my land,
compare it with the public register and,
if it agrees, you are perfectly safe in
dealing with me,” bears no comparison
with that other, by which you are
driven to make inquiry into all the
various transactions, by which the land
has been transmitted from hand to
hand, until it became vested in the
person who claims to be the present
owner,—transactions perhaps extend-
ing over a long period of years, and the
evidence of which is often difficult to
procure, and, even when procurable,
very difficult to weigh; and yet the
authenticity and legal validity of all

-which transactions must be ascertained,

at the peril of incurring the possible
loss of the estate. On the one hand
you have a system which gives a legal
sanction to each transaction as it takes
place; on the other, you have one which
leaves every transaction connected
with the land open to litigation and
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dispute, until a Statute of Limitations
shall have barred the right to litigate—
a right which may even now in Onta-
rio, under some circumstances, be kept
alive for fifty or sixty years, or even
longer.

The only plausible objection that
can be alleged against the Australian
System is, that when applied to titles
of any degree of complexity, the first
step necessarily involves a certain
amount of expense, because the title

must be submitted to a judicial exa- :

mination before it can be registered ;
but the increased security of title and
facility for dealing with the property,
which the registration would secure
to the owner, would, in most cases,
be more than an equivalent for the
preliminary expense.

The objection of expense, however,
loses all its force when it is sought to
apply the Australian system to a
country where, as in the North-West,
the great bulk of the land is yet vested

In the Crown, and the Minister of the
Interior is acting wisely, in thus early .

endeavouring to give to those terri-
tories a land system adapted to the

Decessities of the people, and at the

Same time free from those artificial
technicalities, which are such fatal de-
fects in the English law of real pro-
Perty.
It would, of course, be out of place
ere to enter into any very minute
teview, of the measure which Mr.
ills recently submitted to Parlia-
Ient, extending as it does, over forty-
line pages and comprising one
undred and eighty-two sections—at
© same time a general glance at
Some of its provisions will doubtless
Prove interesting. Having to deal
With a country where, as we have said,
€ land is still principally vested in
the Crown, Mr. Mills has seen his way
%o dispense with any provision for the
Wvestigation of titles prior to regis-
Tation—the number of grants already

Made, being, it is to be presumed, too

Ing to need any special legislation.

e officials, by whom it is proposed -
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to administer the Act, are to be called
Registrars of Titles, and are to be ap-
pointed for certain districts, to be set
off from time to time as occasion may
require. It does not appear that it is
intended to appoint any chief function-
ary to whom all the various district
registrars shall be subordinated ; whe-
ther this plan which forms a leading
feature in most of the Australian Acts
isdeparted from on principle, or merely
on the ground of economy, the writer
does not pretend to determine, It
appears to be worth consideration,
whether it would not be better to se-
cure that uniformity of action,and that
thoroughness of work which the exis-
tence of a controlling central author-
ity would be likely to ensure, even
though it should occasion some addi-
tional expense, rather than leave each
district registrar to get along as best
he can by his own lights, and accord-
ing to his own individual views of his
duty.

It appears to the writer that to
some such central authority might be
safely committed the determination of
the various questions which must ne-
cessarily arise in administering the
Act, and which could in time be more
readily and satisfactorily adjusted by

» such an officer, who would be constant-

ly accessible, than by reference to the
law Courts ; saving, however, a right
of appeal to the Courts when the
parties desired it.

The long distances and difficulties
which in a newly-settled land prevent
the ready communication of the inhab-
itants with one another are, however,
arguments, it must be confessed, in
favour of decentralization ; but how
far they are entitled to prevail, only a
practical acquaintance with the coun-
try can enable one to say.

Mr. Mills has to some extent ac-
cepted the principle that the succession
to lands and goods should be the same.
It is & matter of regret, however, that
he has not seen fit to adopt that prin-
ciple without reservation. His not
having done so in some measure ap-
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pears to mar the symmetry of his
proposed legislation. By the 36th sec-
tion he has provided that grants from
the Crown shall be in fee simple ; but
by section 63 he provides that the
lands of a person dying intestate, ex-
cept lands held in trust (an exception
which appears to the writer a mistake),
shall vest in the administrator “in like
manner as chattels real ” This appears
likely to lead to a confusion of ideas,
and needlessly so. If lands are to be
granted in “fee simple,” it is the in-
herent quality of such lands— unless a
new definition is to be given to that
term,—that they should vest in the
heirs of the owner on his dying intest-
ate. Mr. Mills appears to wish to
bring a sort of hybrid estate into exist-
ence, which, while called “afee simple,”
1S not to go to the heirs, but to the
personal representative. Is there any
necessity to use the terminology of the
feudal system? Why not treat the
matter from the standpoint of common
sense, and give to the word * owner-
ship ” a legal signification which sha]l
denote the largest estate a subject can
hold in land; and to theword ‘““owner,”
the signification of a person entitled to
such an estate ?

It has been said that Mr. Mills has
only to some extent accepted the prin-
ciple that the succession to lands and
goods should be the same. He has
not accepted it in its fulness, in that
he proposes that after payment of
debts the residue of the land is to be
transferred by the administrators to
the persons entitled as heirs of the de-
ceased proprietor, instead of his next
of kin. He, moreover, proposes that,
in the case of the owner dying testate,
the land is to vest, not in the execu-
tor, but in the devisee.

Mr. Mills appears to have adopted
the idea of a Bill which has been many
times before the English House of
Commons, and which, in like manner,
proposed to limit the right of the per-
sonal representative to those lands,
only, as to which there is an intestacy.
Fortunately, Mr. Mills can find nearer

home, in the Island of N ewfoundland,
an example of the more extended ap-
plication of the principle, which, hav-
ing been tested for’ over forty years,
is at all events deserving of his thought-
ful consideration. In that Island, in
1834, the succession to goods and lands
in all cases was assimilated, and as the
writer, through the kindness of a
friend, has been enabled to procure
from the learned Chief Justice of New-
foundland, a brief statement as to the
state of the law there, both before and
since the assimilation of succession
took place, and his opinion of its opera-
tion, he cannot help thinking that its
publication may be of interest, and
that no apology is needed for intro-
ducing it here—merely premising that
the statement was Prepared in answer
to a series of questions framed with
the view of drawing forth, asfar as pos-
sible, such information on the subject

- as appeared likely to be of practical

use in considering the applicability of
the principle to the Province of On-
tario, and the probable objections that
might be suggested against it.

The following is the statement of
the learned Chief Justice above refer-
red to :—

“ Prior to the passing of the ¢ Real
Chattels Act’ in 1834 (Con. Stat,
Neuwfoundland, c. 35), the law of New-
foundland regarding real property was
in a very indefinite and unsettled
state.

“The law of England wag regarded
as wholly unsuitable to a country,
where for a long period under the op-
eration of the Imperial Fishery Acts,
the first occupant in the spring was
entitled to hold for the season that
part of the shore (the only part of the
soil considered of value), of which he
could take possession ; where, until a
comparatively recent period, Crown
grants of land other than mere licen-
ses of occupation would not be made,
and where for several years after the
commencement of the present century
no one could build, or even substan-
tially repair, a permanent dwelling
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without the express permission of the
(rovernor.

“Accordingly, Uhief Justice Reeves,
in 1792 held that land and plantations
in Newfoundland were nothing more
than chattel interests, and should, in
cases of intestacy, be distributed as
such (Archibald’s Digest, 125), and in
181R the same point was ruled by C.
J. Forbes (see Williams vs. Williames,

Select Cases in the Supreme Court of |

Newfoundland, 120).

“Thelatelearned andtalented Regis-
trar of our Supreme Court, E. M,
Archibald, observes in his Digest. p.
126, that he never knew or heard of &
claim for dower in the Island, and that,
though the Statute of Frauds had
been held to be in force, a will of lands
had not been regarded as invalid for
the want of three witnesses,

“On the other hand, later Chief
Justices, (Boulton and Bourne), seem
to have been of opinion, that the laws
of England in relation to lands, were
in force in Newfoundland prior to the
Real Chattels Act, and of this opinion
have been, I think, the majority of the
profession, at least of late vears, and
even C. J. Forbes held the Statutes of
Limitation to be a bar both to the
Crown’s and a subject’s claim to land.
(8. €. 144, 195, 203.)

“To remedy this state of confusion
and uncertainty the Local Legislature,
immediately after the grant of repre-
Sentative institutions in Newfound-
land in 1832, passed ““the Real
Chattels Act,” at first with proviso
restraining executors and administra-
tors from disposing of land for a long-
I term than one year without the
“onsent of the Supreme Court, but
afterwards (this clause being disap-
Proved of as inconsistent with the
Principle of the Bill, by the Colonial

ice,) in its present shape, *

V'The Act as it appears in the Con,

“ewloundland is as follows ;

"} Newfoundland and it8 dependencies which, by the

ai?n'gmon Law, are regarded as real estate, shall in

ch Courts of Justice in this Island be held to be
attels real, and shall go to the executor or ad.

Statutes of

1llands, tenements and other hereditaments
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“The Act was quite in accordance
with public opinion and feeling on this®
subject, and there is no doubt it was
a wiseand salutary measure, particular-
ly suitable to a young country, in
which the complex laws springing
from the feudal system, would seem to
be entirely out of place,

“ By one stroke it sweptaway primo-
geniture, entails, curtesy, dower and
numerous other incidents of land in
England ; reduced to the condition of
a literary curiosity, a large hody of
real property law, and by the substi-
tution of a single and simple tenure
for the complex titles by which land is
held in the Mother Country, it lessened
litigation, and rendered simple and
easy the proof of titles, and the con-
struction of deeds and wills,

“The transfer of land inter vivos is
effected by any writing sufficient
under the Statute of Frauds, accom-
panied by registration, as against sub-
sequent purchasers and incumbrancers,
Its devolution at death is regulated,
in cases of intestacy by the Statute of
Distributions, and where there is a
will, by the provisions of our Local
Wills Act, which are the same for a
devise of land as for a bequest of
money.

“The Statute of Uses has of course
10w no application here, but trusts of
land are created, moulded and dealt
with as trusts of terms are in England.

*“ A husband can dispose absolutely,
during coverture, of lands of his wife
not settled to her separate use. Where
there is no such disposition or settle-
ment they remain to the survivor.

“No public inconvenience, so far as
Tam aware or have heard, has attended
the abolition of the English law of

s - -
ministrator of any person or persons dyiny, seized
or possessed thereof, as other personal estate now
basses to the personal representatives, any law,
usage or custom to the contrary notwithstanding.

“*2. All rights or claims which have heretofore ac-
crued in respect to any lands or tenements in New-
foundland and which have not already been adjudi-
cated upon, shall be determined according to .the

rovisions of the foregoing section ; but nothing
gerein contained shall extend to any right, title, or
claim to any lands, t or hereditaments
derived by descent, and reduced into possession
before the 12th day of June, A.D. 1834.”
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inheritance.
*saving rights reduced into possession,
of the eftect of which I have found in

The proviso in the Act |

THE NORTH-WEST TERRITORIES.

foundland, it is not too much to say,

i that T know of no Act of the Legisla-

former years a few instances, but the :
operation of which has now substan- .

tially ceased from the lapse of time,
effectually guarded against this evil.
“ Apprehensions were at first enter-

ture which has been’more extensively
useful.
“My brother Judge, Haywood, con-

| curs in these observations, which vou

tained lest the unlimited power over !

lands, given by the Act to personal
representatives, should be attended by

mischievous consequences ; but experi- | \
. by the learned Chief Justice, as to the

ence has shown these fears tohavebeen

groundless, the security given by ad- .

ministrators, and the ready interven-
tion of Courts of Justice having been

found to be sufficient protection,\for :
. sibly have seemed to be somewhat

creditors, legatees, and next of kin.
“The administrator and executor
deal with land as with a chattel, the
latter where the claims of creditors
do not intervene, having, of course,
regard to the dispositions of his testa-
tor, and litigation has, I think, dimin-
ished rather than increased by reason
of their being clothed with this power.
“T am not aware of any inconveni-
ence having been felt by the abolition
in effect of the Statute of Uses. The
abolition of the power of creating en-
tails, has been productive of good

can use in any way you please,
¢ (Signed) H. W, HovLEs.
“St. Johu'’s, April 23rd, 1878”7
No words the writer can use, can
add anything to the force of the testi-
mony, thus so ably and lucidly given

practical beuefits resulting from the
principle of succession embodied in the
Newfoundland Act.

To some people the writer may pos-

revolutionary in his ideas upon the

i subject of the reform of our real pro-

perty law; but it is to be noted that, in
no material respect, has he suggested
any changes save such as have heen
already actually tried elsewhere, and

. found by practical experience, to be

rather than evil, as apart from other .
1 enough, to abolish dower, and in lieu

important considerations, it defeats the
desire to exercise a lengthened posthu-
mous influence over the disposition of
their property to which many testators
are S0 prone.

“The principleofthe Act is, I think,
perfectly understood Ly the public, and
1s regarded with general satisfaction,
as answering the demands of justice,
by placing all the children in cases of
intestacy upon the same footing, and
as facilitating the recovery of debts.

“Infineafter an intimate and practi-
cal acquaintance with the operation of
this Act for forty years, I can heartily
recommend it as a marked reform in
the law of landed property.

«InCanada circumstancesmay exist
of which I am ignorant which may
render its introduction there imprac-
ticable or inexpedient, but of New-

a marked improvement on our present
systemn.

The rights of wives and husbands
in each other’s lands seem of late years
to have taxed all the ingenuity of our
Canadian legislators, and Mr. Mills
is no exception ; he proposes, rightly

thereof he would provide that “~hen
a husband dies, whether testate or in-
testate as to any land of which he is

- then owner in fee simple, leaving a

widow surviving him, one-third of
such lands shall descend to her in fee
simple,” provided her right is not bar-
red as provided by the Act. And by
the 70th section it would appear that
he intends to exonerate the widow’s
share from liability for the debts of
her deceased husband.

The writer has already in a former
article («) stated the injustice he con-
ceives to exist in placing the widow’s

i claim for dower paramount to the

claims of creditors ; those objections
apply with the same force to Mr.

(@) CANADIAN MoNTHLY, Vol. xii. p. 478,.
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Mills', proposition. Tt is dithcult to
see on what principle of natural Jjus-
tice or equity such a proposal is based.
The only ground which suggests itself
to the writer is this, that it may be
said that at a time when the head of
the family is taken away, if the law

allowed the whole of his property to

be taken in satisfaction of his debts,
the widow and children might be left
destitute and become, perhaps, a
charge upon the public ; s0, in order
to prevent such a contingency, the
creditors who have been foolish enough
to trust the deceased debtor, must
forego their just claims upon one-third
of his lands, which third they could
have made available in his lifetime—
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stated to the way Mr. Mills proposes
to deal with the question of the share
of the real estate to be allotted to the
widow, or widower, of a deceased own-
er, there is the further objection, that it
would seem that he intends that their
respective interests, shall vest without
the intervention of the personal re-
presentative, and this objection applies
equally to lands devised, and lands
held in trust.

With regard totrust estates, it would
appear that they are not to pass to the
personal representative, in any case,

. so that where there is a sole trustee it

" pass under the 38 Vic, ¢, 49

in orderto provide means for the main- -

tenance of the widow of the debtor.
But if this is a just principle, why not
extend it to personal property as well,
and why not give the children of the
debtor also, a provision at the expense
of the creditor? Tt is even doubtful
on the Bill, as brought in, whether
the widow would not be able to defeat
the rights of mortgagees who had ex-
press charges upon the land. As to

that there ought surely to be no .

doubt or question, and the claim of
the wife should, at all events, be lim-
ited to one-third of the land after pay-
ment of all charges actually existing
upon it at the time of her hushand’s
decease,

Although the Bill provides that the
Widow’s share in her deceased hus-
band’s land shall be free from the
claims of creditors, the vight of the
hugband in his deceased wife's lands
would appear to he made subject
thereto, but on what principle this
difference is made is not very plain,

It appears to the writer that the Bill |

under consideration would be sensibly
shortened, and materially simplified
by the introduction of the provision of
the Newfoundland Act,
52, 53, 54, 63, 64, 69, 70, 113, 114,
and 115 might then be dispensed
with,

In addition to the objections already

Sections 51,

would seem that the trust estate would
(D), to
the heirs at law of the trustee, as de-
fined by that Act, and thus it might
happen that on the death of the trustee
the trust estate would become vested
in half a dozen or more infant chil-
dren, than which nothing could well
be more inconvenient, Surely there
can be no doubt that it would be
far better that a trust estate should
pass to the personal representative,
who is almost always a person  susg

Juris, and capable of representing the

trust estate, than that it should go to
infants, involving as it does a law-suit
to get the estate out of them again.
By permitting land devised, to vest
at once in the devisee, without coming
through the personal representative,
how is the devisee to satisfy any one
dealing with him, that his devisor’s
debts have been paid? Underthe New-
foundland Act it would seem that the
executor must assent to the devise in
the same way that he does to a bequest
of personalty before the title of the
devisee is confirmed, and this seems to
be the correct principle and at once
obviates all enquiry as to whether or
not the land devised, is subject to debts.
The transmission of property by
death, under such a system, ceases to
create any ditliculty in the title. On
the death of the owner, the whole of
his property, real and personal, vests

. in the same person; a person em-
- powered by law to administer it—such
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of it as is necessary to apply in pay-
ment of debts is so applied, and what
remains is distributed by proper trans-

were empowered to deal with the real

i estate as fully as he is in Newfound-

fer from the personal representative

among the devisees or legatees in the

will, and in the case of intestacy,
among the next of kin according to
the Statute of Distribution.

The more the subject is considered,
the more plainly apparent must it be,
that this latter system is in accord-
ance with common senseand best calcu-
lated to secure both simplicity of title,

plication of the estates of deceased
debtors.

Mr. Mills, in addition to providing
for the registration of titles and the
succession to real estate, has also in-
troduced into his Bill some useful pro-
visions, facilitating the realization of
mortgage debts, also for the ejectment
of persons wrongfully holding posses-
sion of lands, and for enabling tenants
in common and others to obtain par-
tition. If the personal representative

land, Le would then have power to
make partition, and that would in a

| great many cases, be found a simpler
case of their being a disposition by !

and much more effective way of secur-
ing the division of property amongst
several persons claiming as next of
kin of a deceased person, than that

i provided by the Act, besides being

much less expensive,
Mr. Mills’ Land Bill has failed to
become law during the recent session,

| but it is to be hoped that it will not
and at the same time the proper ap-

be lost sight of in the future, and al-
though in its present shape it may
not be all that could be wished, nor
as beneficial as the writer ventures to
think it might be made—at the same
time it is so manifestly a step in the
right direction that the future inhabi-
tants of the North-West will, even if
the actual legislation should go no
further than at present proposed, have
just reason to thank the learned gentle-
man for his labours in their behalf.

SONNET.

QUIET valley by green hills surrounded—
Ouwr friends, the brooks with willows overhung ;

By these green hills and the blue sky was bounded

Our little world, when you and I were young,
What tales were told us and what songs were sung,

What dreams we dreamed, and what wild hopes we nurst ;
On the far slopes to sight what castles sprung,

And through the clouds what glorious visions burst !
—As time rolled on our world grew wider,

I railed at fortune then

but can I chide her !

For you, oh friend, no doubt ’twere better so,
For what have I met since, but pain and sorrow,
Grief for the past, and doubt about the morrow !

H. L. SpeExcker.
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YACKERBENDERKELLIE,

A NIGHT IN THE JUNGLE OF CENTRAL INDIA.

BY ALFRED HARVEY,

At an accidental meetiﬁg of a numnber of military men in the

“far west,” the follow-

ing among other stories, was related by a gentleman who vouched for the truth of the

facts.

’l 'HE end of the year 1862, found

me a “ galloper,” otherwise, an
aid-de-camp to General M , COm-
manding at Mhow, Indore, Central
India.

The wet monsoon had set in, and
that dreary condition of deluge existed
everywhere to such a degree, that
every man stuck to his bungalow as a
snail doesto itsshell. The cattle-tracks,
which, by courtesy, are called native
roads, were mere bogs in which any liv-
ing thing heavier afoot than a snipe,
stood the best chance in the world of
suffocation, and even the government
highway was so harely passable, that
all travel over it save that which was
absolutely necessary, had long since
ceased. It was at this period that I

was ordered with a batch of dispatches |

to Sir H M , British resident
at Marajah, Holkao, some 15 or 20
miles from Mhow.

I started, after the sweeping denun-
ciation of the service, appropriate to
the occasion, at as rapid a gait as my
staunch little Arab mare would carry
me. My constant companion, a mag-
nificent man-hunting blood-hound,
which had come into my possession at
an assault on the slave pens at the
Granite Needle, on the West Coast of
Africa, some years previously, trotted
by my side, sharing with me the bene-
fit of the shower of mud which my
horse dashed up atevery swashing step.

My temper was not improved by
the wild wind which swept my cloak
aside, allowing the rain to soak thro’

the stout uniform which I wore, and
I felt rather savage, as I thought of
the snug warm room and the well-sup-
plied table the other fellows were
nusing at the moment. T could al-
most sniff the fragrance of the brandy
pawnee, and the pungent odour of the
cigars, and as the darkness gathered
closer and the bank of dense black
clouds worked higher and higher in
the sullen sky, I urged my mare to
constantly increasing speed,. cursing
my luck as we went.

What with bad temper and thought-
lessness combined, I pushed the poor
beast too hard, and between the heavy
road and the speed at which we had
been going, I felt her pace break and
her flanks throb between my knees,
It was now quite dark as far as any

- remnant of the day was concerned,

and I puiled her up a trifle, keeping on
at a smart canter, guided by the light-
ning in whose vividand almost continu-
ous light, I could see the streaming
road stretching away before me like a
river. Occasionally I called to the
dog, for in the solitary night the deep
bark with which he always answered
me was more than good company.

“ Cheer up, old girl,” I said, pat-
ting the mare’s wet neck, as the fami-
liar white ten mile post flitted by us
like a storm troubled ghost, “a short
hour more and our night’s work is
over.” She whinnied a reply and the
instant after stumbled, going down
upon her knees, and shooting me, un-
prepared as I was for such a movement,
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straight over her ears.

I dived deep -

into the mire, which fortunately, how-
ever, padded the road sufficiently to

save my bhones. Brushing the mud
from my eyes as quickly as possible

and scraping the thick coating of it

from my bleeding face, I hastened to
examine my fallen horse. 1 found
that she had swerved a little from the
beaten track, and set her off foreleg in
an ant hill, badly
above the joint. There was nothing
for me to do but put an end to her

tened to do immediately. Pitching
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looking over a blank black void, in
which no distinction between earth
and sky could be traced, at the hght
which Lad attracted my attention. It
was not a bright light, but rather a
singular, unearthly glow, full of strange
gleams of fantasticcolour, like the glow-

. ing gases over a retort of melting brass.

breaking the leg -

A formless mass of fire, a lambent
flame quivering with some approach to
life, swaying and pulsing into nisty
figures, shapeless, yet suggestive of

. form, the whole body of light confined
misery with a pistol ball, which I has- |

my saddle into the bushes by the road- |
side, I set out to tramp the remaining

ten miles, to the Residency.
“ Horse dead, uniform in rags, face
looking as if I had been kissing a red

hot gridiron, a pretty figure I cut for |

as I floundered through the deep
mire, “D the service, being cash-
iered is a joke to this.” To add to
my misery the lightning ceased with a
suddenness, which every student of
East Indian storms will have noticed,
leaving me in utter darkness,

What was to be done, it was quite
as impossible for me to spend the night
on the road, as it was to advance or
retreat through the cimmerian gloom
without a guide.

As a last resort, although with faint
hope of a response, I emptied two
chambers of my revolver in the air.

The wind swooped down upon me
from the right of the road bringing, as
I fancied, mingled with the sound of
rushing rain and rustling foliage, the
sound of a faint “ hallo.” T fired again.
This time -the sound was unmistak-
able.  Faint, not so much from dis-
tance as from the nameless noise of the
wind and rain, but clear and silvery,
almost like the call of a woman. At
the same time a lighttwinkled through
the bushes which fringed the road,
and plunging towards it, I found my-
self in a narrow path, down which I
pushed, shouting with all my might.

within a square black space, as if a
rainbow had been cut in the chaos of
gloom.

Urgent as my need of shelter was,

| there was something so extraordinary

in this strange beacon, setlike a gigan-
tic fen-fire—a coloured Jack O’Lantern
in the velvety blackness of the night,

a Residency bungalow,” T soliloquized, | that I hesitated, and half turned back

beforeit. Then ashamed of my weak-
ness, I emptied the last chamber of
my revolver, and listened.

The hallo came again. Clear, me-
lodious, yet,like all else about the spot,

. unearthly, a part and parcel, in its

weird sweetness, of the ghostly beauty
of the pulsive light. It was undoubht-
edly the voice of a woman.

“Thank God it is a voice,” I said,
as the mufiled echoes of my answering
cry died away into the storm. “ Now
for a shelter at all events.”

With the light for a guide, T made a
few steps forward, heard a fierce
growl behind me, and felt myself seized
by the leg with such violence, that the
teeth of the animal which had fasten-
ed on me, penetrated my stout riding
boot. At the same instant, a tre-
mendous crash of thunder came, quickly
followed by a flash .of lightning, so
vivid, that T could distinguish every
sharp feature in the fronds of a row
of palms, which crestéd the summit of
a distant hill. For a moment all the
heavens glowed like a sheet of white

I hot steel.

Suddenly the brush ended, and I stood

In that glow I saw at my very feét,
so close, that the convulsive move-
ment which I made in my horror sent

i,
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a stone plunging with a responsive
echo into a black chasm, a rift in the
level plateau, on which I could dis-
tinguish the splintered columns and
mutilated idols, of what had once

been a native temple, now a mass of

ruins amid long grass and thick, rank
weeds.

The light by which I saw this
perished as suddenly as it had been
born. Not daring to move, I waited,
quivering in every nervé, for another
flash, when I felt the massive head

of my dog, rubbing against my cold-

hands. It was the sagacity of the
faithful animal, which saved me on
the brink of that terrible death.

I grasped the dog’s head firmly ; in
the unutterable horror which froze me

to the very marrow, I would have !

welcomed a cobra to my breast, for
the sake of the life which animated it.

My light had disappeared with the
lightning, all sound had died away -
i hill of fact becomes a mountain of
i fancy, and one sees phantoms in the

with the thunder, even the wind held
its breath and the rain fell silently
with a hot heavy touch like the falling
of drops of blood. The gloom was
suffocating in its intensity. In the
ebony-like darkness my optic nerves

raving mad.

87

that grew in tufts in the interstices of
the sagging plants, and feeling the
rain beat in on me in fierce gusts, as
I would have felt the faint light
breeze from my punkalo, on a June
afternoon.

My weakness was, I fancy, now of
brief duration. I say I fancy, for I
might as well remark here that from
the moment I first saw the light, I
lost all count of time. I am not a
coward, physically or morally, and
once in contact with the evidence of
human existence, all my fright rapid-
ly passed away, my muscles relieved
of the tension of terror, relaxed, my
nerves found relief in rest, and I
began to reason with myself, in no
little disgust, at what I now consi-
dered an absurd and disgraceful weak-
ness, from a fever-tempered blood and
a brain excited by unusual events and
surroundings, into that condition of
excessive irritation, in which a mole-

sunlight and hears voices where no
voices are.
“ What an idiot I am,” T thought,

i as I scrambled to my feet, and worked
became as the conductors of an elec-- |
tric battery, and sparks of pale fire .
danced before me, every one of which,.
was in its minutest detail, a pigmy '
reproductionof the flaming gpirit form,
from: which the voice had issued. An-
other minute and I would have gone

. looks like it.

It was another flash- of lightning .

saved me.

ly long to enable me to note that the
<hasm ended a short distance to my
right, and that a broad but neglected
path, led from it up a low hillock, to a

European bungalow, with its com- |

pound rank with untrimmed vegeta-
tion. Secarcely knowing what I did, I
bounded forward, beat the gate down
frow its rotting post, tore through the
trailing shrubbery, and threw myself
panting and exhausted, upon the
broad veranda, clutching the grass

Less vivid and prolonged |
than the last it still endured sufficient- |

|

my stiff joints into pliability again
by a few rapid turns up and down the
long veranda. “ One might fancy I was
suffering from a delirium. 1T see lights,
hear voices, and get frightened as
easily as a woman. . The chances are
that the place is deserted, it certainly
But, at all events, T'll
get in-doors for the night.” :

Advancing to the central door of the
bungalow, I applied my foot vigorously
to the mouldy, ant-eaten wood, and,
with little difficulty, forced an en-
trance into the interior. The place, to
all appearance, had for its sole occu-
pants rats, mice, roaches, &c., d&c.,
and with the faint light from a lucifer
I could see them scudding away in all
directions. Hastily collecting some
wood, I soon, by the light of roaring
fire, was able to view the quarters to
which chance or fate had consigned
me.



88

I found myself in a large and lofty
room, which had evidently been un-
used for some length of time, but had
at some period been occupied by per-
sons of taste and refinement. On the

YACKERBENDERKELLIE.

| garment, partially open at the front,

i
H

tightly fitted over the shoulders and

ending above the waist, of a bright
. gold colour and sparkling with gems

plastered walls were the remains of

what had once been silken hangings,
but which were now reduced to shreds
and tatters by the combined attacks of
ants and other creeping things, while,
scattered about the room in dire con-
fusion, were pictures, bric-a-brae, and
other chaste ornaments not often secn
in an up-country bungalow.

What can this mean? I muttered,
a bungalow so near the highway,
deserted, as from all appearances it
has been for years, is strange, to say
the least of it.
anything in the other rooms which
may help to solve the mystery, and,
converting the leg of a table into a
torch, with my dog by my side, I ex-
plored, one by one, the rooms of the
deserted domicile, but without suceess ;
I returned to the apartment I had
first entered as ignorant as when I left
it.  Above, in the ceiling of the room
in which I had installed myself, was, ap-
parently, the abode of snakes, rats and
other noxious creatures. A strange
rumbling sound was heard, as the
rats scampered about with loud, pat-
tering feet. The combined effect of
noise within and storm without was
annoying in the extreme, but at last
nature came to my assistance, and my
tired eyes were closed in sleep. How
long I slept I know not, but I was
awakened by my dog, who lay crouch-
ing by my side, his whole body shaking
as if in an ague fit.

The storm had ceased, and the yel-
low moonlight was streaming through
the open door, making every object
appear as clear as if seen by the light
of day; bidding my dog lie quiet,
I turned over, intending to resume
my disturbed slumbers. AsT turned,
my eyes met those of a woman, who
was standing by the open doorway.
She was tall and magnificently form-
ed, and dressed in a small close upper

I will see if there be

—showing minutely her forn,,
The face and features were of great
beauty, but in her black velvety eyes

' there was a fierce vindictive look,

curiously mingled with one of agony
and terror, a look such as a face wears
when struggling between two passions
of hate and fear.

Her lips moved as if she was speak-

. dng rapidly, but no sound reaclied my

ears.

1 attempted to speak, but my par-
ched tongue refused its oftice ; a cold
moisturegathered in thick heavy drops
upon my brow., My whole body

. trembled with the intensity of my

. emotion.

A tervor took possession of
my senses, such as I had never before
experienced, even when facing the

i Russian guns, or in a hand to hand
| encounter against heavy odds.

There was something horribly weird
and unnatural about this strange wo-

| man, and T was paralyzed with horror

|
|
|
i

at seeing her lips move so rapidly
without producing any sound.

(- She moved a step nearer, and I saw

a hideous triangular gash extending
from the ear to, the shoulder, upon
which the blood was clotted in a thick
black crust, the wound almost sever-
ing the head from the body.

She now retreated towards the door,

i where she paused a moment and beck.

oned me to follow her,

How I gained my legs T know not,
but with magnetic influence her eves.
drew me as a magnet does a needle,

As I advanced within a few paces
I noticed that a strong, and - sickly
corpse-like odour, emanated from the
being, who with imperious hand beck-
oned me out into the moonlight. She
moved backwards with a sort of glid-
ing motion, with her great black eyes
steadily fixed upon mine. The many

| noises incident to a tropical night,
. sounded around me as T followed close
|

upon her track. Great bats and owls
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flapped past, almost brushing me with
their shimy wings, the night hawk
uttered its dismal note, and was

laughing cries of the restless jackal ;
my dog too, every now and then,
howled mournfully.

land, T know not what to call her, led
me on unresistingly till she reached
the brink of a dark murky chasm,
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i of ridicule, that T was unable to enter

into any explicit detail of the affair.
! At last, however, I could bear it no
answered back from the jungle by the |

longer, and so took General M
into my confidence and related to him
everything that had occurred, even at

' the risk of being laughed at.
This ghoul, or spirit from another .

“ Very strange,” muttered the Gen-

t eral, as I finished my narrative, “that
i bungalow used to be occupied by a

when she paused and stretched out !

her hand toward me. For half a se-
cond her eyes left mine and in that
brief space of time I recognized my
peril. I hastily threw myself face
downwards and grasped the rugged
edge of the precipice. Witha low
wailing cry of disappointment, the
woman launched herself into the
abyss, and vanished from my sight.

man, when T came to the station seven
years ago, of whom no one knew any-

. thing except that he had with him as

It was some time hefore my nerves |
recovered the shock they had received, !
and I was able to drag my weary limbs -

away from this fell spot.

Dawnwas just breakingas I reached
the part of the highway, from which I
had turned the previous night, and I
had not got far on my way to the Re-
sidency, ere I wasovertaken by a party
of brother ofticers, who had set off in
search of me. My dead horse had

been found on the road, by some na-

tive water-carriers the previous night,
and they had reported the- fact at
headquarters.

For weeks 1 was so utterly unstrung
and unnerved by what I had gone

thro’ on that awful night, and by fear

pretty a native womanas I ever saw
—they suddenly disappeared, how-
ever, the man leaving instructions
that the place was to be left undis-
turbed until his return. I will send
up a party to look about the place to-
morrow.”

The following day some coolies
were sent up to search the hungalow
and ravine. They found at the bottom
of the chasm the body of a woman,
the flesh being shrivelled and dried up
like that of a mummy.

Some years afterwards it came to
my knowledge that a man, who was
about being executed for a barbarous
murder comnmitted in Bombay, con-
fessed before execution, that years be-
fore in a frenzy of jealousy, he had
slain his native mistress in that lonely
bungalow, and had afterwards thrown
the body into the ravine.

The natives, ever since the finding
of the body, have called the spot
Yackerbenderkellie — the vengeance
seeker.
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OUR FOREST TREES.

OUR FOREST TREES.

BY

IN the brief outline which I propose |

to give of the native forest trees
of Canada, the pine seems naturally
to claim preeminence, both on account
of its noble growth and its great value
as a source of wealth to the Province,
whether we regard it in a commercial
point of view or as a means for afford-
ing employment to a large portion of
the industrial classes, especially the
habitans of Lower Canada. It would
require the knowledge of a practical
amerchant to enumerate the value of
-our pine forests when summed up in
all its departments. Some idea may
be formed of the importance of this
branch of trade by even a casual
glance at the vast piles of pine boards
and timbers, laths and shingles that are
ready at every port along the St. Law-
rence and the great lakes, to freight the
vessels that are waiting to bear off the
-ever accumulating mass to the des-
tined markets—east and west, to Eng-
land or the United States, to distant
islands and foreign lands, our noble
trees, in the form of lumber, tind their
way. It would be a curious history
-could we follow one of our grand old
forest pines from its first development
in the backwoods—a tiny slender
thing, of a few thready-spiney leaves
—to its towering height and pillar-
like grandeur, lifting its dark plumy
head above its compeers, drinking in
the light and rains of heaven, to the
time when it measures its giant length
upon the ground, hrought low by the
-axe of the sturdy choppgr. Tt would
be vain to follow out the destiny even
-of one such mighty pine, or to weave
-4 romantic history of its voyagings,

MRS.
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its wanderings, and its uses, So, leav
ing the imaginary, we will take up
again the sober thread of our sub-

1‘ ject.

Extensive as is the reign of the pine
tribe in this country of woods and
forests, forming a large proportion of
the native trees, it has probably at
some more distant period occupied a
still further range than it now does.
In the hardwood lands—where the
largest pine trees are now found grow-
ing, singly or in isolated groups, from
three or four to perhaps a small group
—the resinous substance commonly
known as fut pine is found in larger
quantities and in finer quality than
that on the pine ridges where the trees
are more abundant.  This fat pine is
the residue of concentrated resinous
knots, and roots, where the mighty
trunks of which they formed a part
have long since crumbled into dust,
where oaks, and beech, and maples,
in every stage of growth, from the
hoary tree in extreme old age to the
tiny seedling, occupy the soil where
once those giant pines grew and flour-
ished. The decay of the pine is a slow
process—more than a century, per-
haps two or three, must have passed
over before one of the massive trunks
to which those knots and roots belong-
ed would have become so completely
decomposed as to leave no trace behind
excepting these almost imperishable
portions. Some of the pieces of fat
pine are so saturated with the oils
and resinous secretions as to assume
somewhat the colour and fragrance of
fat amber, an article that is often
found in smnall nodules and water-
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washed fragments on the beaches onthe |

eastern shores of England.

have wrought such wondrous and
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bear and wolf skin with the favoured

i hound and shaggy retriever, while the
The forced marches of civilization !

rapid changes in what used to he the .

backwoods of Canada forty years ago,

the past to write about or to speak

of such matters. The writer recalls

glancing light fell on the swiftly plied
knitting needles of the mother and
elder sisters, and the father sat quietly

. enjoying, the cheerful scene, and rest
that now it seems almost a thing of |

to mind the old time when in early |
spring the waters of the still lake,

with its dark pine-clad shores used to
be enlivened with the canoces and
skiffs of the fisher, stealing out from
the little bays and coves, with the red

glare of the fat-pine all ablaze, casting | had their pleasures ; they remain as

from a day of manly toil, or superin-
tending some rustic work of his sons.
Nor was there any want of pleasant
talk or memories and tales of better
days, to entertain us as we sat listen-
ing in that log-house by the light of
the pine-knots. Ah, well! if those

. days of the old pioneers in the back-
. woods had their privations, they also

its stream of light upon the dark sur- !

face of the waters, from the open-
grated iron basket or jack, as it was

called, raised at one end of the little -
vessel on a tall pole. 'In those days |

the lakes and inland waters swarmed
with fish, which formed one of the
resources for the table of the back-
woods settler. But now, the sawmills
and saw-logs, the pine-bark and the

saw-dust have driven away the fish !

by rendering the waters unhealthy
and poisonous, and the game laws
have told hard upon the poor Indian
also.
lighted jack and the fish-spear, like
the natives, are passing away.

The pine-knots still however have
their uses in lighting up the caboose
fires on the lumber rafts, and, may be,
in the far backwoods shanty. The
settler’s wife still performs her even-
ing tasks of sewing and knitting by
the blaze of the pine roots and knots

The little fishing skiff, the = a distinct series of vegetable produc-

way-marks on the journey of life, and
are not without their use.

The white pine generally occupies
the ridges of light land above the
shores of lakes and streams, rejecting
the low alluvifl flats and swampy
ground. In wettish soil, such as old
beaver meadows, the tree becomes
gnarled, and knotty and misshapen,
throwing out many rugged, twisted
branches and is utterly useless as
timber.

On casting your eye along the bor-

. der land of any of our inland waters

tions may be noted, each belt distin-

i guished from the other.

which the younger children have col- |

lected before the wintry snow has | and wreathing these in leafy-tangled

hidden them away under its cold,

Hleecy covering.

There are still lingering among
some of the older settlers those who
can recall to mind the time when lamps
and candles were hard to obtain, and

the evening light was supplied by these -

homely gleanings from the forest. I

have seen a cheerful circle gathered’

round the wide hearth so lighted up.
The little ones shared the rugs of

Ist. Thenweperceive on the ground
nearest to the water, rooted inthedeep
alluvial soil, dwarf willows of several
kinds, the red-barked cornel, black al-
der, winter berries (known also as
pigeon berries, high-bush cranberries
(American guelder-rose), sallow pop-
lars, and some kinds of hawthorn ;

masses, the frost and fox grape vines.

i Then come cedars, black ash, the fra-

grant tacamahac (balsam poplar), and
balsam fir. These moisture-loving
trees fill up the lower range. The
stately white pine towering above
takes the higher ground, often in
a continuous belt, while the deci-
duous, or hardwood trees, which
seem ever pressing onward, tak}% the
tableland—a Benjamin’s portion—
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seeming ever bent on encroaching on
the pine limits, fulfilling their great
ission, that of preparing for man a
more fertile soil, better suited for the
operations of his hands and the growth
of the life-supporting cereals, The de-
composition of the leaves, bark, and
woody fibre of the oak, basswood,
beech, maple, cherry, and other de.

ciduous trees, is in God's kind provi-

dence a source of fertility, of the
blessings of which man is ultimately
the recipient.
the gift is often unmindful of the way
in which for unnmnbered ages it has
been preparing for him, by agents ap-
pointed for the work. These uncon-
scious labourers have silently been
fulfilling the will of Him * who com-
mandeth and it is done.”

A mnoble object is one of our stately
forest pinesrisingin ome uninterrupted
column.  The grander to the eye as it
measures it, for the very simplicity of
its outline, and we repeat with the
poet :

*“ Than a tree —a grander child carth bears not.,”

Looking upwards, the eye follows
its massy shaft rising in solitary ma-
Jesty —¢fit mast for some high Ad-
miral ;7 and such its probable destiny
if chancing to grow in the vicinity of
lake or river’s shore it come within
the ken of some adventurous lumber-
man (your Jean Baptiste has a spe-
cially keen eye for a good stick of tim-
ber), its fate is sealed,

Soon the lonely echoes of the forest
are ringing with the blows of the
sturdy axeman on the devoted trunk
—and many a vigorous blow is struck
before that forest giant inclines its
dark-plumed head, and with a rending
crash, measures its length upon the
groaning and trembling earth.

Yet he that receives |

The height of one of these large

pines varies from a hundred to a
hundred and fifty feet in height, and
occasionally reaches a higher altitude.
A Inmberman told me that he had
cut nine saw-logs, each measuring
twelve feet in length from one pine,
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besides, leaving the butt end in the
ground, four feet high,

Yeteven a tree of this size sinks
imtoinsigniticance when compared with
the pines of Oregon and (alifornia.
The Wellingtonia  gigaptea which
reaches the enormous height of two
hundred and fifty feet, three hundred,
and even nearly four hundred feet.
Or the gigantic auracarias of the an-
cient world.

The roots of the pine do not strike
so deeply into the ground as you might
suppose, but send them more horizon-
tally along almost on the surface, This
one circumstance accounts for the fre-
quent sight of upturned trees of great
size. The feathery heads of the “pine
rise on an average fifty feet above the
tops of the tallest hardwood trees. In
the rich and génerous soil of the beech,
and maple woods, the pine attains its
greatest bulk and height. There,
straight, tall and robust it looks in-
deed the monarch of the woods, un-
equalled even by the stately oak so
often called the king of trees.

When growing in open ground as
on some of our plains-land where the
soil is light, the pine develops an
abundance of lateral branches and a
bushy head which gives it so different
an appearance, that you might be in-
clined to regard it as a distinct species
quite unlike the pine of the forest,
These branching feathery pines scar-
cely attain to any great size and are
very handsome ohjects with their dark
evergreen boughs clothing the stem
even to the ground, but they are only
useful for ornament in the landscape.
As timber they are worthless for
building purposes.

In the dense forest it is not till it
has surmounted the tops of the ad-

Jjacent trees which have hitherto dis-

puted its right to a fair share of air

- and light that the pine is able to de-

velop its branches.  Up to this period
of its life its course has bLeen up-
wards, always upwards—its branches
few and weak and but scantily clothed
with leaves, scarcely give promise for
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its glorious future——it has had to work
its way under many ditliculties, but
having once obtained access to freer
air and sunshine, it increases in growth
rapidly. The comparative height of
the pine may he seen at a glance by
custing your eye along the dark line
that divides them from the hardwood
trees. They stand in serried ranks,
their arms extending on either side in
a horizontal direction like an army
drawn up in line.  Each whorl of
branches answers for a year’s growth.
The usual way in which the age of a
tree is ascertained is by counting the
rings of wood, each ring counting for
a year, but this'is not a perfectly ac-
curate method, as in its early infancy
these woody deposits cannot be ascer-
tained, and a time may come when the
tree having attained to its perfect
maturity may continue to exist as a
tree, long after its vital functions
have ceased to add to its yearly sub-
stance. There is another way in
which we may approach to the know-
ledge of the tree’s age. This is by
counting the whorls of branches which
are added year by year till it has
attained its full meridian height, and
the leaves deepen in colour till about
the beginning of July when they have
reached their usual size. This growth
of leaves endures the intense cold of
winter, but as the frost intensifies they
lose their verdure and acquire a som-
bre blackish hue. A perceptible
change has come over the evergreens,
even these hardy natives of the forest
seern to mourn the absence of the
warm sunbeams, and to be sensible of
the iron rigours of a Canadian winter.

In April the rising of the sap is
felt in every branch, fresh energy per-
vades the tree in every part. A deep
refreshing greenness enlivens the dark
dull foliage, and the pine tribe, re-
touched by the breath of returning
spring stands forth in renewed beauty

long before the bare, leafless trees of

the forest have put forth one single
green bud. The new growth of the
yearly shoots does not take place till

|
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the month of May; it is but the re-
freshing and retinting of the old leaves
that comes to cheer our eyes thus
early in the season; and as we look
upon their rich verdure we call to
memory those sweet lines in Mrs.
Hemans' Voice of Spring, so familiar
and so descriptive of our pine woods:

‘1 have looked on the hills of the stormy North,
And the larch has hung all his tassels forth,
The pine has a fringe of softer green,
Antli) the earth looks bright where my steps have
een.”

The cone of the white pine appears
about the same time as the new shoots,
but below the wood of the former
year’s branch, they are narrow, curved
of a deep or rather bluish green, soft
andleathery,slightly pointed, and often
covered with clear drops of turpentine,
which becomes white and hardened in
the course of the year. The winged
seed lies at the base of each scale,im-
bedded in the leathery covering, care-
fully secured from injury during its
embryo state. The ripened seeds form
the food of a large number, both of
our birds and smaller aniinals. The
scedling pine is a pretty, tiny, tufted
thing, with a slender stem, and a num-
ber of dark green needle-like leaves.
Look at this pigmy, can it be the or-
iginal of yonder stately tree? And
yet it’s so. Every year a new set of
shoots spring from a conical scaly
head at the top of the main central
stem of the former year’s growth.
From this head are developed from
five to seven straight upright shoots ;
of these the middle one is the longest
and strongest, and forms the leader ;
sometimes accident, as wind or frost,
as in ice storms, injures this central
shoot, and two of the nearest and
stoutest take 1ts place, so that a double
crown is formed.

After a little while the scales that
had protected the young spiney leaves
fall away,* leaving the leaves in clus-

* These enveloping brown scales are considered by
botanists to be the original, but effete leaves of the
pine ; the needle-like spiney leaves that they have
nursed and cherished, are a secondary growth ; each
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ters of fives, clothin g the fibrous
woody stems of the new growth which
hardens as the season advances. The
leaves deepen in colour, and by the
latter end of June and July the cones
begin to form in the older trees,

* The yearly growth of the new
pine shoots measures from eighteen
inches to full two feet, in g healthy
free-growing young tree; but in the
dense forest the length of the main
shoots are still longer. The bark of
the pine for many years remaius
smooth and green. 'As the trunk in-
creases from within, rifts in the sur-
face, near the roots, begin to appear,
increasing year after year as the tree
comes to maturity. The bark has
roughened and divided into rugged
masses, deeply channelled somewhat
lozenge-wise, becoming of a whitish
grey without, but of a deep, brick-red
within, lying in thin layers one upon
the other. In the red pine the bark
exfoliates, and is thrown off in shell-
like plates in the older trees. In very
old pines, the bark thickens to the
depth of some inches. Within this
crust various flies deposit their eggs——
each trunk containing a world in it
self of insect life.

The great red-headed woodpecker,
with others of the tribe, attack thesge
trees; instinct teaches them where
they may tind the hidden food in the
greatest abundance,

From early dawn till sunset calls
them to their rest, the forest resounds
with their noisy labour, tapping, rap-
ping, rending, till large sheets of bark
already loosened by the worms be-
neath, strew the ground in broken frag-
ments while the tree, naked and bare
and desolate, stands among its fellows
with death and decay stamped uponits
pillar-like trunk. Tt is a curious sight
that stately column all graven as with
some curious grooving tool in a thou-

ormatton has an important rart to play in promot-
ing the growth and welfare of the tree.

# The age of a pine tree, till it reaches its meri-
dian height, has been reckoned at a period of from
one hundred to one hundred and fifty vears. This,
as regards its upward growth ; but this does not in-
clude the full duration of the tree while living,

OUR FOREST TREES.

sand fanciful devices—some like a
rare intaglio all deeply cut in curved
and wavy lines, as by some cunning
hand, the tracery V‘arying in length,
and depth, and breadth according to
the size and nature of the insect la-
bourer. There are some forming the
most delicate and elaborate lace pat-
terns, others as if an attempt had been
made to imitate the stem and branches
of a tree. These things are the work of
the borers and sawyers,

The inmates of a new log house or
shanty in the bush are often startled
by the curious sounds that arige dur-
ing the still hours of the night, for it
is then that they are chiefly noticed,
and the wakeful good-wife wonders
what can cause the monotonous creak.
ing, rasping noise that she hears for
hours together, or what has made
those heaps of fine sawdust lying on
the cleanly swept floor below the .
barked walls of her cabin, These
sounds and these heaps of sawdust
are the work of the indefatigable saw-
yers enlarging their domiciles within
the bark of the pine logs.

These sawyers are large flat-bodied
worms of a yellowish colour, with red
noses and strong- forceps ; the upper
part of the creature’s body is broader
than the lower, which is composed
of many flexible rings. The surface
of the body is rough and adheres to
the finger when you touch the skin.
The creaking sound is produced hy
the animal drawing the body up and
down and causing an alrasion of the
wood as if by the action of g file.
These insects are among the countless
hosts that make their dwelling in the
forest trees and bring them to destruc-
tion by slow but certain steps.

“Inthe pine forests of the Southern
States,” says Nuttall thousands of
acres of trees have bheen destroyed by
insects in their dormant state, some
not bigger that a grain of rice,”

The woodpeckers, which have horge
the charge of destroying the trees in
search of these worms, only attack
those in which thege insidious ene-
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mies have already destroyed their
vitality. In the bark of the healthy
tree the bird finds nothing to repay
his labour—let us give the woodpecker
due credit for his sagacity.

“In all labour there is profit,” says
the wise king, and, depend upon it,
the woodpecker does not spend his
hard work for nought.

Though the pine tribe, with the ex-
ception of the larch, which is decidu-
ous, does not lose the foliage of the
spring at the time the hardwood trees
cast their leaves, yet they too throw
off their leaves, but it is of former
years, some say the leaves of three
years age—certain it is, that no sooner
has the increase of the present year
ceased than a gradual fall of leaves be-
gins to take place silently and imper-
ceptibly all through the last summer
months: And so on to the fall, the dead
and useless foliage drops to the earth

|
I
|
|
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till a deep carpet of the pale, golden,
thready leaves is strewed beneath the
tree, on which the foot of the passer

i by may fall unheard, as if shod with
 velvet shoes.

How beautiful, how grand are those
old pine woods ! The deep silence that
pervades them! How solemn the
soul feels—as if alone with the great
Creator, whose mighty person is
shadowed dimly forth in His works!
There is music, too—deep, grand,
solemn music—when the wind is
abroad, and sweeps the tops of those-
mighty crested pillars above you ; in
softer, lower cadences it touches those
tender harp-strings, or swells with
loftier sound in one grand hymn of
praise.

It seems as if one could never ex-
haust the subject, so much might yet
be written on the pines of our own.
Canadian forests.
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NONYMOUS letters are suffici-
ently annoying, but not calculat-

ed to harrow up the feelings like an an-
nouncement of this kind, which ap-
pears as an advertisement in the

Globe :—

GENTLEMAN WHO IS PESTERED WITH
the too frequent visits of his friends takes
this method of requesting they will not callin future
unless invited. VERBUM SAP.
Who is the gentleman 1 is the question
which rises up and stares the reader
menacingly in the face. Perhaps he
18 one of my friends ; perhaps, horri-
ble thought, I am one of his friends,

and am included in those to whom the
notice is directed. I go over the list
of my acquaintances and try to fix on
the one. Have I been boring any one
with too frequent visits? No, no.
Yes, there’s the Smiths—ypshaw ! The
girls like my visits well enough, and
the old man is not the one to rush
into print in that mysterious manner.
‘When he concludes to stop my visits
he will abruptly tell me to keep out
of his house; that’s the kind of man
he is. Could it be Jones? Well,
hardly, although I feel conscious of
having called for a chat with his
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pretty - and interesting wife oftener
than the average husband could rea-
sonably be expected to like. Is it
Robinson ?  He’s a stingy fellow, and
begrudges the cup of tea a visitor
drinks, but would hardly have expend-
ed fifty cents on an anonymous ex-
pression of his irritation. There’s old
Grocery ; could he be the man? N 0,
he would not use Latin. Who is
the man? Am I aimed at? Such are
the harrowing questions which haunt
me. I am resolved to cut all my ac-
quaintances, for fear of longer intrud-
ing on any of them. No; I will visit
oftener than ever, and try and discover
the pestered party. What an ignoble
animal it is, anyway. ¢ Pestered with
the too frequent visits of his friends,”
indeed.  Just as though a fellow like
that could have any friends. * Not
-call in future unless invited.” A long
time they will have to wait for an in-
vitation, unless he sees a chance of
making something out of them—of
talking them into some scheme for
his own profit over his coffee or wine.
The hook will be altogether too plain
in that case, and he will not succeed,
When the hermit leaves his cave and
moves among the habitations of men
it is either to beg or steal, and when
this man opens his doors und asks his
fellows in they will naturally say to
themselves, “ What’s his little game?”
No, old Verbum Sap, it wont do;
‘no washee, washee. If your friends
discover your identity they will stop
calling, no doubt, and will also return
your invitations unanswered. Your
intimation that their calls are unwel-
come is an insult they will never get
over.  People, modest people at least,
are always haunted with a lingering
doubt about the manner in which their
visits are regarded by their friends 5
tight against this doubt as an enemy,
and never forgive the man who says
or does anything to make it stronger.
You will be left alone if you are dis-
covered, never fear. And you ought
to be discovered. What right have
you to render thousands who never
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knew you uneasy, and suspicious of
themselves and their friends by your
Anonymous annoulicement?  What
right have you to set every visiting
man to wondering whether his friends
are weary of him? You old curmud-

geon, you ought to be choked with a

|
|

visiting card. A pretty spectacle you
are, grinning an ear-to-ear weleome to
your acquaintances, making them be-
lieve you are.delighted to see them,
and then insulting them in this fagh.
ion! T have one comfort, however,
and cling to it fondly. It is the be.
lief that you will never have the moral
courage to make your sentiments on
visiting known, and will be forced to
suffer on in silence, knitting your
brows, biting your nails, and grinding
your teeth because people will persist
in mistaking your artificial smiles for
genuine good-will. I can see you now,
old hoy, and hear your profane utter.
ances whenthe visitor you have fawned
on has got beyond hearing. How I
enjoy them! You are a fraud, a
coward ; you deserve your punish-
ment ; vou ought to be overrun with
visitors,. If T could discover you I
should cause a report to go abroad
that you intended remembering every
visitor in your will, the amount of the
legacy to depend on the number of
their calls. Thus I would punish you
for the.embarrassment you have caused
me.  How you would groan under
the infliction, and pray heaven to re.
lieve you of a burden which a word
from yourself, if you were not the
sneak you are, would remove,

J. L. 8.

Ministers of the Gospel have fre-
quently been found fault with for not
dealing, from their pulpits and else-
where, with those mixed questions of
religion and science which form so
prominent a portion of current discus-
sions. In reply it has been claimed
on behalf of the clergymen that it is
impossible for most of them, out of
the slender stipend which barely en-
ables them to eke out a subsistence
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for themselves and their families, to
devote anything to the purchase of

those works, containing the latest |

results of modern thought, which are
pouring in so plentiful a stream from
the press ; and that it is consequently

impossible forthem to keep «u cowrant
 with the literature of scientific or
critical doubts and difficulties. The
claim is just. The pay of most clergy-
men in this country, especially in rural
districts, is utterly inadequate to meet
any such demand.  The remedy which
I would suggest is that, wherever a
minister is provided with a manse or
parsonage, one of the rooms should be
fitted up as a library and well stocked
with suitable theological and scientific
works, and that a sum of one or two
hundred dollars should be expended
annually in the purchase of new works
and periodicals as they come out. The
library would not be the property of
the minister, but would merely be
available for his use during his incum-
bency, and would devolve upon his
successor on like terms. Amnother
scheme which occurs to me as suitable
for the larger cities, such as Toronto
and Hamilton, is the establishment, at
the united cost of all the congregations

in the city, of a Theological Library, :

similar to the Law Library at Osgoode

Hall, to which access for reference
might be had by all resident clergy-
men and theological students, as well
as by others who might be accorded
the privilege by ticket as in the case
of the British Museum Library. Of
course no amount of mere reading will
enable anyone to speak with authority
on a purely scientific question, such,
for instance, as the variation of ani-
mals and plants under domestication,
as discussed by Darwin after forty
years’ patient observation and reflec-
tion. But a course of reading in
Lyell, Darwin, Spencer, Huxley,

Tyndall, Haeckel, Fiske, Tylor, Lub-

bock, Max Miiller, and others, would
unquestionably enable clergymen of
average ability to deal with religio-
scientific questions such as the Mosaic
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cosmogony, the age of the world, the
origin, descent, and antiquity of man,
and the origin of language, religion,
and civilization, far more satisfactorily
than it is possible for them to do at
present. And surely this is a con-
summation devoutly to be wished.

F T J

—The “Monks of Thelema ” will pro-
bably remind more than one of our
guests to take down his Rabelais and
turn up the well-known page where
that sarcastic fragment is to be found.
How great a favourite Rabelais has
been, and with men of what different
minds ! In his own country it is even
now the highest praise that can be be-
stowed on a young man, aspiring to
make a position in the world of letters,
to remark ‘il sait bien son Rabelais,”
In England we must not forget the
shockingly bad rhyme with which
Browning commemorated his delight,
when, after pitching away some dia-
bolically dull work that had been vex-
ing his soul, he sat down with
“ Half a loaf and a bottle of Chablis ;
Made up his mind to forget the oaf
Over a jolly chapter of Rabeluis.”

Kingsley too, as can be seen by the
Rabelaisian structure and idiom of his
‘Water Babies’ (at least in those parts
where Kingsley is not purely himself
and at home among the water weeds
or the king fern) was an ardent lover
of Rabelais. T can lay my finger on
the passage which gave Kingsley the
idea of one of his most thoughtful
short poems. Here it is,

“Item, and forasmuch as in those
days no women entered religion save
such as were wall-eyed, or who limp-
ed or rejoiced in a hump behind their
shoulders or were in other ways ugly
and misshapen, foolish, stupid, be-
witched or somewhat damaged in
character; neither any man except
he were a sniveller, or of low birth,
a ninny or a lazy-bones-stay-at-home
(By the way, said the monk, what
end can a woman serve who is
neither fair nor good? Why, to
enter religion, replied Gargantua.

P
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True, said the monk, and to .hem
shirts)—therefore it was ordained
that the Abbey of Thelema should

only receive men and women of °
and feature, well |

handsome form
born and gently nurtured.” (*)
Compare the interjection of the
Monk Frere Jean with the little poem
of the ““ Ugly Princess” and see how
Kingsley has brought out the sad side
of the same thought, the pathos of
the soliloquy culminating in the lines,

““1 was not good enough for man,

And so am given to God.”
But what first put it in my mind to
speak about the Abbey at all was to
call the attention of my fellow-guests
to the fact that two hundred years
before Rabelais was born the Abbey
was in existence, under another name
it is true, but yet the same in all its
main points, The monastic system
was too broad a mark to escape the
shafts of ridicule till the time of Ra-
belais, and even as early as the days
of Edward I. men’s minds, shaken up
by the political activity of the Barons’
war, dared to parody the extravagances
and caricature the corruption of the
monastic orders. Besides songs to
this effect in doggerel Latin (probably
the productions of the regular clergy,
who hated the monks with the double
hatred of professional competition and
of national antipathy, for most of the
monks were foreigners) there is ex-
tant a powerful satire in Norman
French, descriptive of the Order of
Bel Eyse.

The rule of this order, the ballad-
singer tells us, adopts a point from
each of the other orders. Inlanguage
which, being so much earlier than Ra-
belais, must be excused if it some-
times reminds us of his coarseness,
the author tells us that the Order of
Fair Ease resembles that of the Abbey
of Sempringham (now long ago for-
gotten) in that the brothers and sisters
live in the same building, only with
the wvariation that the dividing

(1) Gargantua —Bk I, Chapter 52.

walls  which disfigure the Abbey
of Sempringham find no place in Bel
Eyse. From another Brotherhood is
taken the rule that all inmates shall
eat *“ well and plentifully ” three times
a day, and if company comes the fare
shall be none the worse on that ac-
count. The Franciscans of Beverly
were found worthy of imitation in one
very important particular, Fromthem
was borrowed the laudable custom of
drinking well both at and after meals,
and during the burning of & candle at
collation. Since regulations are noth-
ing if not precise, it was ordained that
this candle (horrible to relate !) should
be as long as a man’s arm below the
elbow. Nor was dress forgotten. The
long dragging mantles and richly
housed palfreys of the Hospitallers
were taken for patterns.

The rule of the Canons, who eat
flesh every day (except Friday and
Saturday) commended itself as just
and worthy of being followed and with
considerable forethought it was also
provided that in case fish should fall
short on Saturday, the hungry breth-
ren might eat anything which ¢ fut
en la mesoun.” Then from the Black
Monks (Benedictines) they took the
comfortable doctrine that it was good
to be drunk for the sake of society,
and as a drinking bout over night
notoriously makes one bad company
the next morning, it followed as an
unfailing corollary that the brethren
must be in bed late to sleep off the
fumes. It was not too much to ask
a member of this order to imitate the
Minor Friars and swear never to lodge
with a poor man. In fact charity to
the poor man and respect to one’s own
victualling department alike forbad it.
Finally the Dominican preachers were
clearly right in holding it no pride to
mount a horse when their feet were
sore, but “ we” the gay monks of Bel
Eyse, « always ride.”

Thus closes this peculiar song®, so

(1) T have omitted in my note-book to state the
edition of English Political Songs from which this
specimen is taken : but believe it is one of the pub-
lications of the Camden Society ; the page is 187.
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akin in spirit to’the “Fay ce que |

vouldras” of Rabelais’ Abbey,

¢« E ¢’est l'ordre de Bel-Eyse
K & plusours trobien playse.”

F. R

—Will the friend who spoke last at the
table, in May, pardon me if Isay that
his course of remark brought foreibly
to my mind some points made by the
Duke of Argyll, in a suggestive article
on ¢ Hibernicisms in Philosophy,”

\
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|
|
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. for exhibition.

published some years ago in the Con- !

temporary Review? Many of the guests
will, no doubt, recall the article.
a nearly perfect specimen of the con-
fusion of thought which marks the
genuine Irish bull, the Duke mentions
that a young lady (Scotch, by the way)
on being asked in his hearing “Do you
remember Donald Ferguson ?” made
the following discriminating reply :
“No, I recollect his face, but I don't
recollect him by name.” Instances
where the contradiction in thought is
almost as striking, though so veiled by
metaphysical verbiage as to beless ob-
vious, are adduced from the philo-
sophers. J. 8. Mill, for instance, after
reasoning with his usual cogency in
the Fortnightly that the fact of the
« Non-existence of Abstract Ideas”
was one of Berkeley’sthree great meta-,
physical discoveries, goes onto analyze
with his usual acumen the meaning of
theterm ““abstract idea”-—which must,
of course, by hypothesis be meaning-
less. The result is that he clearly
proves it to be complex, and so shows
that it is non-existent by resolving it
into its elements, and proving it to be
composite. ‘‘ Abstract ideas are thus
summoned into the witness-hox, ex-
amined and urged to confess, like the
poor Irishman, that they ¢lie dead in
a ditch.”” The full beauty of Mill's
Hibernicism stands out to view when
we put in the back ground the
fact that it is this same philosopher
who afterwards contends “ that an ab-
stract idea—abstract up to the double
distilled essence of abstraction—is the
only reality of which we have any as-

As |

. posed to Dualism.
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surance in the world.” The reference
is, of course, to his famous definition
of matter as a “ potentiality of sensa-
tion.”

The “bulls ” of philosophers would
afford a not uninteresting topic for
table talk, and did time and space per-
mit—as they do not just now—one
might venture, not having the fear
of the author of ¢ Little Great Men ”
hefore his eyes, to collect a small herd
Meanwhile it is high
time I should say why the page on the
Mystery of Matter, reminded me of
Argyll’'s article. The whole article
seemed to me to be a Hibernicism.
Its aim is, manifestly, to suggest and
favour the doctrine of Monism as op-
The arguments
adduced, or suggested, to prove that
“the Universe is a unity,” or that
there is no basis for the common belief
that the essence of the mind is dis-

. tinct from that of matter, are, if I have

rightly analyzed the paper, about as
follows :—

The essence of spirit is identical
with that of matter, because

First.—Weknow absolutely nothing
about the essence of either.

Second.—Boscovich and Faraday,
and others, hold that matter is simply
a congeries of force-points, and so “in
its nature spiritual.”

Third.—Some cannot conceive of
spirit but as occupying space, and if it
occupies space it must be material.

It is not my purpose here to point
out thedefects in the argument, though
it seemssingularly inconclusive. What
strikes me is the constant recurrence
of terms which assume, and assume as
a matter of necessity, the existence of
the very difference whose existence it
is the object of the writer to deny.
Notice, in proof of this, the italicized
words. It would not be easy, I fancy,
to find a better illustration of Sir W.
Hamilton’s remarks on ¢ Love of
unity ” as a source of error in philoso-
phy. There is hardly a sentence in
thepaper which does nottacitly assume
that radical dichotomy which seems so
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ingeparable from both thought and | the too widely dontrasted sets of

speech. This dichotomy, forced upon
our mind in virtue of their constitu-
tion, by the very nature of things,is the
real difficulty that not only underlies,
but suggests all the theories in ques-
tion. Matter revealsits phenomena to
sense, spirit to consciousness. The one

set of phenomena suggest space as a |

logical sine qua non of their existence,
the other cannot be conceived in terms
of space. The one is described by ad-
jectives, the other demands the use of
verbs. The two things, in short, seem

to be as broadly distinguished as it is
possible to conceive, in thought, in |
language, in manifestation—hence, by
Hibernicism, they must be one in |
| thorough and systematic bit of 1dle-

For a specimen, Hibernicism in a |
single sentence, take the following:
Monism, we are told, proclaims * that
force cannot exist without matter, nor |
matter without force ; that force and |

essence.

matter, spirit and substance, mind and
body, are essentially one and indivi-
sible.”

Now, if “force” and “matter” are
essentially one and indivisible, the
words must be synonymous, or at least
equivalent. If so, why not substitute
algebraically in the above formule,
“ Force cannot exist without force,”
&e.  TIs it not obvious that these very
sentences derive their only meaning
from the assumed diversity of the very
things they are proclaiming to be iden-
tical? Let the reader try a similar
substitution of terms in almost any
philosophical work, and he will soon
get a conception of the havoc which
literal Monism would make of much
of our best thinking. If then the ten-

dency, not only to distinguish but to-

contrast broadly the two things (the
one thing [?] ), 1s so deeply ingrained
in the texture of the mind itself, what
sufficient ground can there be for
assuming Duality to bea delusion and
a snare, and Monism the only true
philosophy ! Why is it harder to con-
ceive of two diverse “ Unknown Re-
alities 7 than of one as indicated by

signs?

I must stop. But in doing so I
must confess to an intense curiosity to
know how it can be shown that ¢ the

© idea of the spirituality of the soul ” was

derived by Christianity, not from the
Old or the New Testament, but from
the Platonists. Surely it cannot be
that both these Testaments contain
the idea passim; surely it cannot.
But I give it up. J.E.W.

—It strikes me as a disquieting symp-
tom of the feverish activity of our
times, that one so seldom meets now-
a-days a person who, while quite above
mere animalism, can yet enjoy a

ness. I feel sometimes quite shame-
faced heside the incessant energy of
my friends because of my natural
capacity forthe dolce far niente. Never-
theless, believing it to be a good, asit
certainly is a pleasant thing, I have
the courage of my convictions, and

. make a point of devoting at least half

an hour a day to absolute, premedita-
ted and studied laziness. We are
always being admonished as to the
necessity of regular exercise, regular
meals, and regular sleep ; and in the
face of the proverbial readiness of an
ever-officious personage to find mis-
chief for idle hands to do, it requires
some boldness to plead in plain lan-
guage for regular idleness. A little
recreation and more or less sleep are
quite orthodox ; but my heterodoxy
on this point carries me far beyond
these ; and the consequence of it is,
that every evening after dinner I be-
come semi-recumbent, and totally
quiescent for half an hour or so, and
hide what many good people will con-
sider a very bad example under clouds
of tobacco-smoke. The smoke, by the
way, is merely an adjunet,—a person-
al arrangement between myself and
my nerves, which I will neither urge
upon others nor relinquish myself.
The main principle is involved in the
“lolling,” as it is called by superficial
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and inconsiderate acquaintances, This,
1 am free to confess, I enjoy per se,
with a zest that comes of deliberate
cultivation of an innate taste, for it;
and as an epicure relishes an entre-met
which, to the untrained palate mdy be
quite insipid. Let me hasten to dis-
claim for it even the merit of being
a short period of meditation or self-ex-
amination. It is nothing of the kind.
My thoughts have less weight than
the thin rings of smoke rising about

me; and my condition is one of pure”

passivity and human oysterhood. Now
1 repeat distinctly that I consider this
not only pleasant, but profitable and
exemplary ; and ] have played As-
modeus to my own domestic privacy
in no spirit of egotism, but with a
purpose ; that of urging upon all rest-
less souls at this Table, or within hear-
ing of it, that they would be very
much the better in body and mind if
they would “liec off” similarly for
some short period every day ; or, if
they are scandalized at this proposi-
tion, that occasionally, at any rate,
they should altogether cease from
troubling and be at rest. With many
—a daily increasing number—this has
become almost an impossibility. They
are losing the very faculty, if ever
they had it, of absolutely resting for
short or long spaces of time. They
are wound up to such tension that
they must always be  still achieving,
still pursuing,”—using every spare
minute, and lamenting that the day
has not twenty-five hours. I know
several men to whom quietude is
vanity and vexation of spirit; and
who, if they do attempt to play the
faindant for a little while, can succeed
no further than in keeping their hands
idle, while their brains take to “ wor-
rying.” With somemen this isnatural;
they are happy I suppose, and useful ;
although I cherish the opinion that a
man who cannot sit still is a nuisance.
With the majority, however, it is
neither natural nor healthy, but-one
of the morbid results of the high pres-
sure at which we are most of us forced

|
|
|
|
|
\

|
|
|
|
l
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to live in these days. The victims
are many,yet it is not the work that
kills, but this very feverishness and
nervous intensity which is kept up
until relaxation brings only dejection
and ¢ fidgetiness,” unless spiced with
some excitement. There is a moral
here for our prohibitionist friends,
which, however, I shall not stop to
point just now.

As T feel hound to suggest some
practical application of the doctrine 1
have been preaching, let me beg that
the sale of hammocks this summer be
very large ; and end with a little par-
able. Two hammocks were hanging
the other day under trees which over-
looked the blue waters of the St. Law-
rence where they commence to wind
their way down among the Thousand
Isles. It was the Queen’s Birthday,
but all the sulphurous abominations
of a noisy loyalty were far out of hear-
ing, and instead of them the birds
were twittering among the fresh young
leaves, and the soft breeze sighing for
us that we could not always be there.
One of the hammocks was rocking
violently to and fro, kept in jerky mo-
tion by a leg which hung over the side
and gave energetic kicks at the grass
beneath. The other hammock swayed
gently in the wind, and its curve was
broken only by a protruding hand
which held a cigarette. First ham-
mock, log.: ¢ forty and eighty,—a
hundred and twenty,—and B.s fifty,
a hundred and seventy; C. ought to
give a hundred, and Z., too, but they
need persuading ; I might be drafting
letters to them now ;—have you a
pencil about you?” Second ham-
mock : “rum tum ti tum, fal lal dee-
dum,—look at that nest up there,—
eh? A pencil? No; havea cigarette.”
First hammock, an active philanthro-
pist of appalling energy, with a new
charity “on the brain;” second ham-
mock,—a passive holiday-maker who
has left his energy at home and is un-
certain and indifferent as to whether
he has a brain or not ;——nzself-

Ww. G.



102

—When & man commits murder and
is hanged for it, or beats his wife into
a jelly and is cautioned and let go, or
fined ten shillings, in proportion to the
enormity of the offence, the demands
of justice are said to be satistied and
the world breathes freely until the next
offenceagainstlaw andorder is commit-
ted. TheStatute books, intheir ancient
but inexpensive bindings, and looking
very formidable and wise on the jus-
tices’shelves, contain alistof the penal-
ties, made and provided, for almost
every crime in the calendar, save one.
This latter crime is unmentioned in
the whole category of the dry but
legitimate literature which the des-
cendants of Lycurgus, in their wisdom,
provided for the coming generations
of mankind. We know what we will
get if we fire our neighbour’s barn, or
rob his granary, orindulge in the Afri-
can pastime of stealing his chickens.
‘Weknow that garrotters are sometimes
whipped, and till-tappers occasionally
get “six months.” We cannot even at-
tempt to take ourown life with impuni-
ty. If wemanageitsuccessfully westand
a chance of being buried in the cross-
roads “with a stake in our inside,” and
if we fail in the attempt to take our-
selves off and the vigilant policeman
hears of it, we are marched off to jail
and allowed to reflect on the value of
life in a seven but not very benign
cell. Indeed the most trifling mis-
demeanor is open to that poetic justice
which, we are told on good authority,
is inseparable from the commission of
crime.  The offence against mankind,
which the gentlemen in long robes
have strangely omitted from the res-
pectably long list of evil deeds and
their penalties, is by no means a trivial
one. Some sins are more heinous than
others, but this one is beyond all ques-
tion the most heinous of them all
When a man commits murder he does
it perhaps under great provocation, for
one cannot always live pleasantly with
his mother-in-law. He may be driven
to the deed of manslaughter by an
over-indulgence in an inferior quality
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of whiskey, or in the heat of pas-
sion, he may have struck a talka-
tive county map-agent, a blow which
resulted in the depopulation of a
race that has sprung up quite regard-
less of the provisions laid down in the
Malthusian doetrine, and unmentioned
in the published works of the truly
good Mrs. Besant. There is reason-
able excuse for the commission of mur-
der,and even horse-stealing sometimes,
and we would not always hang a man
for forgery, unless the amount of
money involved was too disgustingly
small, and even then a life term in
Kingston, in the penitentiary, or in
one of its hotels, would be quite suffi-
cient punishment. As we remarked
before there is one crime unknown to
the law, and the penalty for its com-
mission should be nothing short of
hanging.  'We have no patience with
those literary dogs who worry the
toothsome things out of Burns, and
Byron, and Milton, and Spenser,
and Shelley, and then let loose
into the world what they call an ex-
purgated edition of Mr. So and so’s
works, carefully prepared, like an
apothecary’s dose, for the use of chil-
dren and boarding-school girls. Mr.
Fieldsmentionssomewhere, in his “Un-
derbrush,” I think, the story of an old
gentleman who indulgedin the custom
of tearing out of his books, every leaf
that contained anything particularly
bright and good, and putting the same
into his pocket. These expurgated
books, like the alridged novels of Scott
and Dickens, should be burned at the
stake, to which their editors should he
appropriately and securely bound. Re-
spectable publishers should discoun-
tenance every attempt which is made
to destroy the force and beauty of an
author’s work. Surely the creator of
a poem or a story knows what he wants
to say. Then, for Heaven's sake let
him speak out. No one is forced to
read what he has written. Let us have
the whole story without abridgement,
alteration or mutilation. Did you see
that last book of Swinburne’s, hound
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in a certain white purity of style?
How modest they are getting in New
York to be sure.  Did you notice the
littlelinesof stars—thosesheet-anchors
of the composing-room—hiding the
suggestive passages of those transla-
tions from Villon? What a cunning
publisher it is. Why the old story is
being forgotten. Bluebeard forbade

103

his wife to open the little door which

revealed the secrets of one room, and

—of course, she opened it. Of course,

Eve ate of the forbidden tree. Of

course, when the English edition of .
Poems and Ballads comes to town,—

well, we know what pages will be

opened first !

T. E

T T
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IT appears to be understood now
that the Dominion elections will
not be held until the autumn. Mean- |
while, no doubt, the party journals
will continue to devote, or rather lav-
ish, their ¢ valuable space” in confus-
ing statistics which practically go for
nothing ; the public ear and the public
patience are sure to be vexed sorely
by a series of oracular deliverances,
stereotyped in form and substance,
and which, like what are called ¢ ora-
tions” in the American Congress, may
be taken as delivered by common con-
sent. It is a little hard upon human
nature that, in the genial season of
ecase and relaxation—that breathing
interval from the oppressive air of the |
working world—when the “young ‘
man’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts \
of love,” and Paterfamilias is ransack- |
ing guide-books, and furbishing up
portmanteaus, and weighing the prob-
able strain upon his balance at the
bank from the long-anticipated escape
to sea-shore, or lake retreat, that poli-
ticians should persist in being trouble-
some. “'Tis very strange,” as Tom
Hood says, “ them kind of men Wwon't
let a body be,” particularly at the very
time when he wants to “be”—to be
away from care and anxiety, and to be

comfortable. What, in the name of
common sense, if such a thing exists,
does any man care about Pacific
Scandals, Secret Service, Kaministi-
quia, Georgian Bay, Neebing Hotel,
and other jobs, in the sultry term,
when it is the height of human felicity
to lie out on the grass, sub tegmine
fagi, in the fresh, pure breezes of
heaven, ¢ thinking of nothing at all ¢”
Unhappily there are thousands of us
who cannot escape from the eternal
grind of the labouring mill—chained
there, without respite, from year's end
to year's end, like Mantalini to his
mangler. And what a prospect is
theirs, when it is considered what our
newspapers will be like, during the
dog-days ! The ten digits dancing in
the mazes of infinite combinations,
gtatistics run mad and partizan ran-
cour run madder, will sum up the poli-
tical banquet of the ensuing four
months. If Mr. Rine or some other
apostle of abstinence would make a
crusade upon the partizans and bind
the million mnot to read a party
editorial or pamphlet or countenance
a single dreary pic-nic prior to the
elections, he would deserve a statue as
the benefactor of his race and genera-
tion. Nobody cares a rap about the
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factitious agony the journalists heap
up ; there is a stolid indifference grow-

ing upon the people which, so far as |

the factions are concerned, may be
salutary, but considered in relation to
the welfare of the state, may easily
pass into that numbness which fore-
shadows paralysis. It is time that the
intelligent man shook off the lethargy
which is premonitory of decay and
dissolution, and a few earnest words,

their duty to Canada, its hopes and its
progress.

In a speech at Brantford on the |

twenty-fourth of May, Sir John Mac-
donald uttered these notable sentences,
“It was all very well for men to try
to divide the people into Tory and

Grit, Conservative and Liberal, Li- |

A}

beral-Conservative and Conservative-
Liberal. They might do s0, but there
was a great body of people in this
country who cared for the interests of
Canada, and not for the interests of
party; people who were brought up as
either Conservatives or Reformers,
but who were determined to take the
course which would best advance the
best interests of their country, of
those they loved, and those who loved
them.” Of course, the Opposition
leader wished it to be understood that
every patriotic man, answering to his
description, must and would go over
to his camyp ; indeed he unfortunately
added—¢“ He had found, wherever he
went, this class of men rallying around
him.” Tt is certain that the number
of men who prefer country to party
is increasing with encouraging rapid-
ity ; and, to our view, thisis oneof the
most hopeful signs of the times. But
a mere change of masters,,a transfer-
ence of ownership and allegiance is, by
110 means, an emancipation from party
thraldom.  “Under which King,
Bezonian, speak or die,” said Pistol to
Shallow ; but an independent citizen
in a free state is not, or at least ought
not to be, a “ Bezonian "—a needy
hanger-on of any body. He should
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think and act for himself, as a man—
a rational and intelligent unit of poli-
tical power. How will either the

' elector or country be benefited, if the

only change in the aspect of affairs be
desertion from one abject serfdom to
another? It is true that Sir John
Macdonald offers a tempting bait to
all preferring country to party, in a
fiscal policy which is at least national,

i rather than cosmopolitan and doctri.

honestly and Ingenuously meant, may - naire; but what does he propose to

serve to arouse them to a sense of |

do with the fish, after he has secured
them? If they are to he henceforth
the merely inferior creatures destined
for the sport or profit of the party,
they might just as well have been
netted by Mr. Mackenzie ; one party
tish-pond is just as shallow, foul and
brackish as the other.

Complaints are heard on every hand
of the intrinsic, or at all events, the
practical unworthiness of politics and
political life.  That there is a plausi-
bility in them, no one can venture to
deny ; and yet, after all, at whose door
does the chief onus of responsibility
lie? The cause of this public degrada-
tion is certainly partyism, kept above
ground after it has become dead and
offensive-—dead for any useful pur-

¢ pose and offensive, because of that

foul and loathsome activity engen-
dered in the unburied dead. But
who is to blame that it is not buried
out of sight? Clearly, those who en-
Joy the benefit of free institutions

. without caring what becomes of them,

It all those, referred to hy Sir John
Macdonald, and others, who run in
the ruts of party simply because thejr
fathers did, or their acquaintances do,
or for any other lazy reason which
may languidly prevail, would awaken
to the fact that there is such a word
and such an authoritative thing as
duty, upon the discharge or neglect of
which depend momentous igsues, the
face of Canadian politics would emerge
from its eclipse. Tt is passing strange
that men who pride themselves upon
their personal integrity, upon the
scrupulous and painstaking zeal with
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which they fulfil every social obliga-

tion in the family, the counting-house
or elsewhere, are rather proud of the
repudiation of all duties to the great
country in which they live, and under
whose liberal institutions they flourish,
grow rich and at last die in the odour
of sanctity. If a man were heard
proclaiming that he did not care for

his family, that his commercial credit i

might shift for itself,or that reputation
was only one counterin his game of
craft or chance, e would be set down
as a knave or a fool ; and yet, it 1s no
proof of fatuousness, rather the con-
trary, it would seem, for the upright
citizen to imagine that he has no du-
ties to perform to his country, or that
if he sacrifices any thought or time to
it, the offering is deemed absolutely a
free gift, surrendered grudgingly and
with no expectation of return.

Has any man the right to say, “1
do not care for politics¥” Is it any
excuse for his apathy or his ostenta-

" tious disvegard of his civil duties, to
urge that parties are bad, that all
public men are equally corrupt and
that the good man—the Horatian
integer vite scelerisque purus—ought
not to defile himself with the unclean
thing? No man’s life is rounded and
complete, who neglects one duty which
his position as a man and a member
of society imposes upon him—least of
all those obligations which are entailed
upon him by the enjoyment of free
and unfettered movement and action
in a country like ours. People prate
of rights ad nauseam ; do they ever
reflect that there is no right, which
fails to impose a corresponding duty ¥
1t would, perhaps, be better if the
demagogue did his work less tho-
roughly than he does. It is the mod-
ern fashion to treat the liberal in-
stitutions which cost our sires their
blood, much as the spendthrift heir
treats the fortune his parents pain-
fully accumulated in weary, anxious
years of toil. The virtue of repre-
sentative government lies in the use
that may be made of it; it has

|
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been hard to win in most countries,
and has survived in but a few; and
yet some men appear to imagine that
the plant will endure a foul atmos-
phere and an arid soil, flourish in dark-
ness and survive neglect. If the party
system, now obtaining, has outlived
its usefulness, whose fault is it that the
besom of destruction has not been ap-
plied ¢ If politics are base and sordid,
what are they doing, who should ele-
vate and dignify them? The very
fact that our public life is so un-
worthy as it is, should be a standing
reproach—a sting in the conscience—
to all who fold their arms and stand
by “to let things take their chance ”
because, forsooth, both parties and all
politicians alike “‘are tarred with the
same stick.”

Mazzini had the reputationof being a
leveller and a Socialist; but he was
not by any means forgetful that God
and duty were words of solemn import.
To him' the people were at once the
source of power and the clientage for
which he was a zealous and faithful
advocate while he lived. But he
knew that whilst man was jealous of
rights and self-assertion, with or with-
out reason, he was apt to forget that
he owed any correlative obligation in
return. “ I love you too well,” were
his manly words in the preface to
¢ The Duties of Man,” “ eitter to flat-
ter your passions or caress the gol-
den dreams by which others seek to
gain your favour. My voice may
sound too harsh, and 1 may too se-
verely insist on proclaiming the neces-
sity of virtue and sacrifice, but I know,
and you will soon know also, that the
sole origin of every right is in a duty
fulfilled.” * The Republican triumvir
of Rome, who proclaimed as his motto
“God and the people,” had a different
conception of man’s obligation from
that in fashion where easy-going folk
find free institutions ready to their

*See ¢ Giuseppe Mazzini,” a paper by M. Fred-
erick Myers, in the April number of the Fortnightly

" Review.
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hand, and yet are quite willing that (
they should go to the dogsif they can- |
not take care of themselves. What
do the people of this generation pos-
sess of civil and religious freedom that
they have not received ¢ 'Will they not
be responsible in the court of consci-
ence, and at the bar of posterity, if
they fail to bequeath the precious heri-
tage, pure and unimpaired as it de-
scended to them U Qur fathers used
to boast of “hearts resolved and hands
prepared ” to guard those political
blessings they enjoved ; but then they
knew how to prize what they had
toiled so hard to win. Now, forsooth,
it is even vauuted by some men,
otherwise scrupulous enough in the
discharge of duty, as if it were the
acme of sublimated virtue, that they
are political Gallios, quite ready to
let their governmental system run to
seed sooner than raise a finger in its
behalf.  Political ethics, in fine, ap-
pear to be the only branch of moral-
ity to which human responsibility does
not attach, and in which a man may
shirk his duty witha sort of supercilious
pride. A great deal is urged about
the unworthy strifes of party and their
unsavoury character, and with too
much truth ; but whose fault is that,
if not the fault of those who shirk the
duties they owe to their country and
its future? Will a stagnant pool,
where “slimy things do crawl with
legs upon a slimy sea,” empty and
purify itself? That it has become so
foul and offensive is the fault of the
men who stand aloof with folded arms,
or, if they act at all, throw all their
influence in favour of perpetual mias-
mas.  The old fable of Hercules and
the carter was not irreverently ap-
plied by the stern Puritan when he
replied to one who exclaimed in de-
spairing impotence “Well! Giod mend
all!” « Nay, but we must help Him to
mend them.” TIf those who profess a
fastidious sense of honour, purity, and
delicacy refuse to help the waggon out

alities.

of the slough hecause it is mhy and
may soil their fingers, they must not
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be surprised if it remainsthere or sinks
still deeper in the mud.

The approaching general elections

- will determine the complexion of Do-
' minion politics for half a decade ; and

therefore it hecomes all who can exert
influence by tongue or pen upon the
electorate, to urge earnestly and

" solemnly the important nature of

the trust each voter has received
and the serious responsibility it entails
upon him.  Solong as the peccadiloes
and short-comings of party are treated
either as food for contemptuous jest
or coarse vituperation, there is little

~ hope of any change for the better.

What is needed just now appears to be
serious, honest and well-balanced

I judgment on public affairs—less scan-

dal and invective, and more earnest-

. ness in thought and action. “Measures

not men ” said Junius, ““is the cant of
affected moderation ;” but he canted
himself when he urged that plea in ex-
tenuation of his scurrilous person-
In Canada we ought to pay
some regard to both, but our polities
have sunk so low. that measures cease
to trouble most men, and abuse of men
seems the only resource of partizans
on either side. There is too much
Jack Hornerism in our political life 5
and if the old nursery rhyme had de-

- picted that exemplary stripling when

he was standing disgraced in the corn-
er, with a dunce’s cap on his head, as
well as sitting there eating his Christ-
mas pie, we should have had the type
of Jack out of office and Jack in it.
The latter, as usually represented when
putting in his thumb, and proclaim-
ing, with every plum he takes out,
“What a good boy am I'!'” The former
stands under the shadow of the rod,
scowling and muttering naughty
words at his self-complacent mate,
Ought not the conduct of public
affairs, to be something more serious
and dignified than such interminable
and unworthy child’s play as this ?

To say that politics must necessarily

be degrading and unclean is absurd ;

hecause the remedy is in the hands of
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the people; and if they choose this

qutumn to aid in the continuance of |

the prevailing system, it will go far
to prove that the politics are quite
good enough for them. Alow tone in
public men may be occasioned by
many temporary causes, such as the
withdrawal of any questions which
can reasonably divide men into fac-
tions ; but this ought not to be en-
dured one hour longer than the coun-
try can help it.  If parties have de-

cayed and their usefulness, whatever “
it may have been, is fatally and hope- |
lessly impaired, why not sweep them
out of existence as plagues, spread- ;
ing mischief and moral disease all
It may be said that

around them.
the existing parties arc too well or-
ganized to be successfully resisted ;
but what can withstand the all-perva-
ding might of a healthy public spirit,
bent upon making a reformation in
political affairs ? Nothing is wanting
but a resolute determination to effect
a cure, and the task is as good as done.

Of course those who think that gov-
ernment is an ingenious device, or-

dained by Providence, for the henefit
of place-hmnters will cling desperately
to partyism ; but, after all, they form
a small and insignificant minority.
The moment the people refuse to pay
the piper, or to dance to his discord-
ant notes, the political atmosphere
will be purified of dust and vile noise
and everything grow clear, and calm,
and bright.
to vote blindly for any man, however
incapable or unworthy he may be,
solely because the wire-pullers bid
them do so, it is impossible to hope
for any beneficent change. On the
other hand, if each elector will cast
his vote and wield his influence under
a solemn sense of duty to his country,
breaking away from the irksome and
irrational bondage of party and acting
like a free man, the factions now play-
ing their puny parts on the stage will

disappear like gossamer before. the :

evening zephyr. It is because we are
firmly persuaded that the prepondera-

So long as men continue |
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| ting majority of the people are heartily
tired of the party system as it now
exists, that we earnestly, and without
the suspicion of & sinister motive, urge
them, as they love this glorious Cana-
da of ours, to arouse from their le-
thargy, acquit themselves like men,
and not only be strong but prove their
strength at the polls.

The Premier has addressed public
meetings at Lindsay, Toronto, and in
Lambton, whilst the leader of the Op-
position hasdelivered himself at Brant-
ford. Naturally, after all the chaff
of recrimination is abstracted from
these speeches, there remains as solid
grain, only the discussion of the fiscal
question. It would be exceedingly
fortunate, if we could add that they
threw any light upon this subject ; in-
stead of that, it 1s not going too far
to say that they have confused and
perplexed the question, and darkened
what they affect to elucidate.  The
question which the electorate will he
- asked to determine——and it is veally
the only principle at stake—is whe-
ther this country is to havea national
policy, defensive, not retaliatory, en-
couraging, not foreing industries which
. may and can flourish amongst us? Is
Mr. Cartwright's policy of discourag-
. ingmanufacturesto prevail any longer,
or shall a fiscal scheme suitable to the
needs and the environment of the Do-
minion he inaugurated ? With Free
Trade or Protection astheories we are
not concerned ; the issue before the
country is pressing, concrete, practical.
| The Finance Minister not only refuses
incidental protection to (fanadian in-
dustries, but when he might do even
a little on their behalf, actually goes
out of his way to avoid even the sus-
picion of a duty which might possibly
be of benefit to the community. If
there be two articles, one of which can
neitherbe produced, prepared normanu-
factured in Canada, and another which
may be either or all of these, Mr.
Cartwright is sure to choose the first
as the subject of taxation, even if it be
. a necessary of life. Now it certainly

|
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seetns to ordinary common sense, that
stich apolicy issimply suicidal,and that
no scheme, better calculated to stunt
the growth, and impede the progress
of the Dominion, could possibly be
devised. What have we to do with
the results of American Protection—-

excessive to the verge of insanity—or .

with Cobden’s Free Trade in corn,
thirty years ago, in England? The
problem to be solved is, what fiscal
system is best suited to Canada, here
and now, considering the neighbours
with whom she has to deal, and the
way she is treated by those neighbours.
Nothingis more provokingly irrational
than those constant appeals to an old
country—having a monopoly in ship-
ping and manufactures—such as form
the style of Ministerial speeches. In
an English review lately, an instruc-
tive paper on “ Politics in Austral-
asia,” contained this pointed remon-
strance with the theorists : “ Colonial
politics, when discussed in Great Bri-
tain, are invariably treated from a
home point of view. Free Trade has
proved remarkably successful in pro-
moting the commercial prosperity of
the Mother Country ; therefore the
colonists of Victoria ought to adopt
a Free Trade tariff, and are rank here-
ties for presuming to think that Pro-
tectionist principles are better suited
to the peculiar circumstances of the
colony. The argument, indeed, is not
put in that bold shape—there is much
talk of immutable principles and the
like, but that is the pith of it.” In
fact, the economic theory, so far as it
bears upon this question, is grounded
on the fallacy that any set of scientific
axioms of universal application can be
dogmatically asserted, where the sub-
Ject matter is so variable and complex
as human society. It is as reasonable'to
ask assent to principlesstated, with ma.
thematical precision on fiscal matters,
as to scrawl out a constitution, in the
continental fashion, to be adopted by
all peoples or forced upon them. Mr,
Mackenzie, like most of the school,
went back tothe Anti-Corn Law Agita-
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tion in England; but whatanalogy can
be drawn between the Mother Country
in 1845-6, and Canada in 1878, In
the former case, there were then three
factors in the calculation, over popula-
tion, an insufficient supply of grain,
and established manufactures, fearing
no rival.  Here we have sparse popu-
lation, grain is so abundant as to be
very largely exported, and there are no
manufactures in proportion to the re-
sources of the country; and yet the
doctrinaire, having found the benefit,
at home, of Free Trade in corn, in-
sists upon applying his two-foot-rule,
where it is absolutely useless or worse,
In England, the measure which gave
the people cheap bread, may be called
Free Trade, if the ring of that phrase
pleases any one, but it was in reality,
a policy which fostered the national
industries, as certainly and perhaps
more surely than if it had been called
Protection, and taken the form of
bonuses, hounties or custorns duties.
Free Trade in corn meant, in fact,
rapid fortunes to the cotton lords of
Manchester, and the cutlers of Shef-
field. Tt was thus a contest between
the farm and the factory—a hard run-
ning match in the pursuit of wealth.
There was nothing elevated, still less
cosmopolitan, or even humane in the
movement ; it was, from its first in-
ception, purely selfish in aim, however
financial its results. England, at that
time, adopted the policy her inter-
nal condition and relative position
amongst the nations dictated ; why
should our rulers refuse to act in the
same common sense now ¢ What seems
imperatively demanded is a fiscal 8ys-
tem based upon an intelligent and
comprehensive survey of the circum-
stances in which Canada is placed,
first, as a new country, struggling for
its rightful place among the nations,
and secondly, as being conterminous
with & more powerful, wealthy, ener-
getic, not over scrupulous and com-
mercially hostile Republic. The man
would he deemed an idiot who should
insist upon the dismantling of Eng-
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land’s forts and fleets, because they do
without them in Iceland or Madagas-
car. Our Cherbourg, Cronstadt and
Sebastopol are out of doors, bristling
with fiscal barriers and offensive wea-
pons from New Brunswick to Van-
couver. No one ever yet proposed
uniform laws, martial equipments or
systems of Government, why is this
rage for an impossible uniformity of
system only carried into the infinite
variety of phase manifest in trade re-
lations and exigencies. The country
has a right to insist that its rulers
shall shelve their text-books, and set
.to work upon hard facts—the facts
written in broad characters upon the
fair face of this noble Dominion and
enforced with peculiar emphasie by
the menacing aspect of its surround-
ings. And yet thousands, who sincerely
believe that a radical change in fiscal

policy is a vital necessity, will never-
theless do all in their power to per- !

petuate the unpatriotic system now in
vogue, solely because they cannot
escape from the malign influence of
partyism.

Sir John Macdonald and Dr. Tupper |

claim popular confidence because they
advocate a National Policy; what isit
in fact, if there be any basis of fact,
tangible and persistent, about it ?
There is an air of jaunty charlatanism
about the Opposition campaign which
is not assuring. 'The National Policy
which is susceptible of as many inter-
pretations as there are Provincial in-
terests seems to be unhappily named.
Everybody who is suffering from bad
times is promised a commercial mil-
lennium ; everybody is to grow rich,
and nobody to be any the worse. The
phrase, moreover, of which Sir John
is so particularly proud and fond,
“q reciprocity of trade ora reciprocity
of tariffs,” sounds like the jingle of a
baby’s rattle, rather than the sober
and wellconsidered dictum of exper-
jenced statesmanship. The appeals
constantly made to Casey, Greeley,
and other ultra-Protectionists actoss

the lines are suspicious; and the !

|
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statistics the journals manipulate with
so much deftness are as misleading as
figures always are in the hands of
thaumaturgic theorists, or as that
agony of the digits through which Mr.
Mackenzie led the Toronto working-
men. Whatthiscountry needsisneither
Free Trade nor Protection gone crazy;
but a Canadian fiscal system, suited to
its stage of progress, and the peculiar
character of its environment. Can we
hope to get such a system from either
of the parties which are now appealing
to the people!

1t has been already hinted that the
vacation speeches recently delivered,
have not been of a profound or enlight-
ening kind ; and, therefore any close
criticism of them seems needless. But
there is one feature in party tactics
which imperatively calls for public
censure. Of late years political ad-
dresses, and even Tather heated dis-
cussions have been carried on decently,
and with some regard to the ordinary
amenitiesand proprieties of life. There
are indications, however, that the un-
ruly elements are about to assert their
continued existence, and that, in the
cities, at least, there may be a return
to the unseemly, we had almost said
brutal, scenes people were accustomed
to in the early days of Responsible
Government, and the political storms
over the Clergy Reserves and other
now extinct issues. It is not at all
pleasant to be compelled to say it, but
it is the truth, nevertheless, that the
rowdyism which interrupts public
meetings, howls, groans, and hisses,
like wild beasts ina menagerie at every
political opponent, no matter how con-
spicuous he may be as a party leader,
or a public man, is for the most part
in the service of the Opposition. It
seems necessary to call attention to
this unsavoury subject, and to invoke
public reprobation upon all who are
rude and cowardly enough to resort to
so despicable a practice. Years ago,
in the public halls of Toronto, we hq.ve
seen crowds of men, interchanging
cheers and yells for hours together,
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during which not one intelligible sen-
tence uttered by those who essayed
to speak was permitted to reach the
ear.
people had emerged from that stage of

pears that the coarsespiritof these days
has been dormant, not dead. There
is no doubt a base residuum in both

its appearance in uproar and disturb-
ance, it ought to be at once sternly
rebuked and silenced by all decent and
honourable men. It is perhaps the
meanest and most ungenerous, because
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| were a greater power of gentlemanly

~ instinet in our party polemics;

It might have been hoped that |

only
per-
im-

it must be of the sterling sort,
colating through the mass and

m the . pregnating it with a generous love of
uncouth savagery; but it painfully ap- -

chivalrous dealing and old-fashioned

- fair play. A veneering of gentility on
" a rotten wood-work only makes bad
. worse; for it keeps out the free, fresh
political parties, and wherever it shows

i from the union of fashionable

it is the easiest thing to do, and the |

wost diflicult to protect a public man
against, for any set of fellows to band
together for the sole purpose of crush-
ing liberty of utterance, and prevent-
ing anything like fair play to those
from whom they differ.

air and concentrates and preserves the
essenceof decay. Canadians are mostly
too intelligent to tolerate g « jingo”
party, that can only boast of such ad-
vantages which accrue to a country.

vice at
the clubs with the coarse and brutal

¢ animalism of Bethnal Green or Rat-

cliffe Highway. Having pointed out
the danger and the mischief, it may

. be safely left to honourable Conserva-

The unman-

nerly, as well as the unmanly, treat- !

ment of Mr. Mackenzie at the Skating
Rink is the latest efflorescence of this
ruffianism, and it becomes a serious
question how far any political party
can afford, with advantage to itself, to
give impunity and even indulgence to
its lawless members. Whatever may
be thought of Mr. Mackenzie’s admin-
istration of public affairs, of his rail-
way and financial policy-—and we have
what appear to us substantial reasons
for censuring them—he is the Premier
of the Dominion, and his station ought
to be respected by those who oppose
his views or his acts. Moreover, he is,
at any rate, an honest and patriotic
man, about whom there is no sham or
personal guile, as his candid op-
ponents need not be ashamed to ad-
mit.  Those who persist in maligning
him have overshot the mark, and may
perhaps find that, instead of serving
the country by their vituperation, they
may rally about the Cartwright policy
all those who suspect the root of all
this vindictiveness is to be sought in
the uneasy gnawings of a self-accusing
conscience. It is not a noble practice,
on the otherside, to sneer at “the
gentlemen’s party ;” would that there

tives to apply the remedy.

It is more pleasing to turn to the
other side of the picture. Sir John
Macdonald has addressed the people
in divers constituencies this year, has
always received a patient hearing, and
made himself personally acceptable,
Those who talk of bogus ” testi-
monials and fictitious demonstrations
deceive no one, not even themselves,
Whatever be his faults, the Opposi-
tion leader is by far the most popular
man in the Dominion. Heis a great
sinner, some may urge, but then he ig
no hypocrite; never attempts to deny
his mistakes or shield them under a
cloak of puritanic pretence. There is
a refreshing manliness in his confes-
sions which reminds one of Fielding’s
heroes, who were always sinning, al-
ways repenting, and always being for-
given and caressed. Tt is the bonkomie
—the frank, free good nature of the
man—which attaches Sir John to the
popular heart, and convinces people
that he cannot be the political repro-
bate his adversaries would fain per-
suade them that he is. Moreover, he
stands before the country as the ex-
ponent of a national policy in finance
—a policy which at once appeals to
the common sense and to the substan-
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tial interests of the electorate.
men never pause to consider whether
a leader * doth protest toomuch” or cal-
culate what he is to do with the pro-
tectionist, or any other elephant to be
won in the approaching raffle; it is
sufticient for them that he does pro-
test, and claims to be a competent
keeper of the animal he professes to
covet. At Brantford, the appearance
of Lacdy Macdonald as the recipient
of a free-will offering from the peo-
.ple, added grace and a touch of human
sympathy to the demonstration. It
speaks volumes for the tone of Cana-
dian feeling, that men love to link
their political bias with the genial and
mellowing influence of home and the
domestic affecsions. Pleasing and al-
together beneficent as Lady Dufferin’s
example has been in our public and
social life, not the least notable of
its effects is to be traced in the unob-
trusive and womanly delicacy with
which Lady Macdonald and Mrs. Mac-
kenzie have taken their places by the
side of their husbands, and occupied
at rare intervals, and for a brief space,
the public eye and the public interest
and regard. Nothing could have been
more graceful or in better taste than
her ladyship’s neat little speech of
thanks to the workmen of Brant, and
it may fairly be accepted as an omen
of better things in political life—that
female influence, on both sides, is be-
ginning to shed itsbenign light abroad,
to soften, let us hope, the harsh as-
perities of the time.

A mot of Sir Robert Walpole’s is
every now and then used, and always
perversely misquoted. It was at the
time when all the discontented spirits,
Whig and Tory, the Patriots” as
they called themselves under Pulteney,
Carteret and Bolingbroke, assisted by
« that terrible cornet of dragoons,” the
impetuous Pitt, were barking at the
heels of the great Premier. 1 know
those men well,” said he,  and every
man of them has his price.” By leav-
ing out the italicized words, the phrase
has been tortured into a cynical belief

Most |
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in universal venality. Our esteemed
contemporary, the Journal of Com-
merce, appears, unintentionally no
doubt, to do us & similar dis-service.
About party government in the ab-
stract, it is not worth while to argue,
although its benefits, even when at
the best, seem to be grossly exagge-
rated ; but we did not say that parties
are per se an unmitigated evil, but only
that these parties—the soi-disant Re-
form and Conservative factions of the
day—are nuisances, pure and simple,
have no pretext for existence, and
ought to be swept asvay by the fury
of popular indignation. The Jour-
nal has said the same thing itself
over and overagain,and, to us, it seems
a duty we owe to the public, and calcu-
lated to be of great service in the in-
terests of the country, to urge and re-
iterate it again and again. On the
eve of a general election, no amount
of vituperative rhetoric, muddled sta-
tistics or pic-nic recrimination in every
form can possibly effect an ameliora-
tionin contemporary politics. Nothing
can change the face of affairs, but the
firm conviction rooted in the public
mind, that the greatest foe to Canada
and its progress is not this party or
that party, but both of them together;
and we could quote partizan autho-
rity for every word we have uttered
against them. Lord Macaulay is cited
to establish what no one ever denied,
and what has been insisted upon in
these columns, that the two parties
have never been the whole nation—
“ nay, that they have never, taken
together, made up the majority of the
pation.” But in Canada it is neces-
sary to go a step further, and say, in
addition, that the two parties are so
managed by wire-pulling and scheme
that not even the partizan minority
rules, but an insignificant minority
of that minority. Party is defined as
a combination of men united to secure
the common weal by carrying out some
policy or urging some principle upon
which they are agreed; pray what

policy or what principle can the exist-
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ing factions call distinctively their |

own? Take any subject of vital mo-
ment, the Pacific Railway or the
Tariff; for instance, and does the party
system of the day meddle with it or
B:nything else that it does not muddle
and addle almost before it has chipped
the shell?  One has only to compare
theunpatriotic Reformers who affect to

believe in a national fiscal policy, and
yet sacrifice it at the bidding of party
leaders, with the perverseness of the '

Conservatives in relation to the affairs

of Quebec. Ttis the spirit of ¢ Canada ;

First,” although ¢he Jowrnal sneers at

it, which is gradually alienating the |
mass of the people from these parties |
and gradually sapping their founda-
tions. No one asserts that public men

of any political stripe “ desire the pros-

perity of other parts of the Empire in |

preference to that of Canada.” Our
contemporary is condemning what it
evidently does not adequately under-

stand. Nationalists claim that the |

Dominion shall have a policy suited to
its circumstances, and containing some
promise of a fruitful future ; and, in-
asmuch as the existing parties are the
chief obstacles in the path, they ought
to be swept as rubbish out of the way.
The present system means party first,

with or without principle, the country

and its interests afterwards, if com-
patible with party success.

steed, is quoted as bearing testimony
to the really sincere desire for the pub-
lic good, animating the leaders duringa
long series of years. No one desires
to blur that roseate portraiture; but,
taken in the most literal sense, it does
notinvalidate ourposition. Tt is party-
ism, not Nationalism, which blackens
the characters of public men, denies
their honesty of purpose and impeaches
‘their integrity ; it is an essential fea-
ture in the very system we condemn.
Ministers, and legislators generally,
have, no doubt, patriotic impulses, and
do not wantonly initiate measures calcu-
lated to injure the country ; but then
the good they would do must be effect-

An old |
and faithful public servant, Mr. Wick-
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ed “by the party, through the party,
and for the party.” The organization,
in the end, ceases to be merely an in-
strument to secure desirable eﬁds, and
becomes an end in itself, with which
the public good is at last unwittingly
confounded. Because it seems beyond
dispute that the present factions have
ceased to represent any principle or to
have any aim except their own suc.
cess at the polls, that, in our view,
every patriotic and enlightened elector
is solemnly called upon to aid in their
disintegration to the best of hig power.
If even a considerable portion of that
majority referred to by Macaulay, and
recognized measurably by Sir John
Macdonald, will only do their duty, the
work will be decisively accompiished
in a few months. Tt appears as cer-
tain as anything in the future and de-
pending upon human volition can be,
that neither party will have much to
boast of at the polls ; as in Quebec the
breaking up can hardly be delayed,
and then, hut not hefore, Canada may
expect the reconstruction of its politi-
cal system and an awakening of it
national life, hopeless in the existing
paralysis of sound principle and ener-
getic actfon. Since the Jouwrnal of
Commerce desires the same consum-
mation, why does it causelessly com-
plain ?

Mr. Blake’s Arms Act has been pro-
claimed in the district comprising the
City of Montreal and the County of
Hochelaga. 8o far, so good ; but it
is much to be feared that unless some
more impartial and vigorous a magis-
trate than Mayor Beaudry takes the
matter in hand, the proclamation and
the law will prove a brutum Julmen.
Inthe Council, he stated that it was not
purposed to take any steps to preserve
the peace, on the frivolous pretext,
which appears to be a figment of his
imagination, that the Police Commit-
tee stand in his way. Clearly, the
new Act ought, supposing the step
constitutional, to have contained g
clause authorizing the Government to
intervene whenever there is reason to
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fear riot and bloodshed, which thecivic |

authorities are either unwilling or un-
able to prevent. The public peace and
security to life and property are far
too precious to be jeopardized by the
crafty inertness of Mr. Beaudry and
his friends, who do not appear to care
what blood may bé spilt on the 12th
so long as the Orange procession is
broken up. The action of grand
juries last year in ignoring bills where
there was much more than a primd
fucie case against the accused; the
partizan conduct of petit juries in con-
victing or acquitting according to the
sectarian bias of the accused ; and the
verdict of the coroner’s jury in the
Colligan case afford melancholy evi-
dence that Montreal justice is wretch-
édly one-sided and inadequate. The
poor man, shot on the night of the
Concert, was engaged himself in a law-
less act, lying in wait for a number of
people who had done him no harm.
He was prepared to commit a felony,
and yet, in the verdict, there was no
censure passed upon him or his gang
of cowardly rufians. The jury found
that to be wilful murder, with malice
aforethought, which could not be more
than manslaughter, and might turn
out to be justifiable homicide —that is
to say, in the technical sense of the
term. An Act to put down party pro-
cessions was demanded by thesejurors,
but the death they investigated had
nothing to do with any procession at
all, but was occasioned primarily by the
man’s own unlawful act. Whether the
Quebec Legislature will pass such a
measure this session or not it 1is pre-
mature toask ; it is a step which ought
not to be resorted to, if any less harsh
and arbitrary means can be devised to
preserve Montreal fromthe bloody and
disgraceful scenes which appear to be
imminent.

The Toronto Orangemen represented
their case to Mr. Mackenzie ; but as
they probably knew before, the Premier
can legally do nothing, save upon re-
quisition from the municipality. It
seems likely that a disingenuous at-

8
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tempt will be made to get party capital
out of any riot on the 12th. The Do-
minion is called upon to do an unlaw-
ful act—to transcend its legitimate
sphere in order to protect the proces-
sion in spite of the Mayor. Thereisno
doubtthat if he listened tothe tempters,
they would be the first to denounce his
course, as ‘‘unconstitutional,” and if
he persists in his refusal, they can, of
course hold him responsible for the
Jfracas and the bloodshed he is power-
less to prevent. It is Mayor Beaudry’s
duty to preserve the peace, and if he is
determined to shirk it, there ought to
be some means of inflicting exemplary
punishment upon him, proportionate
to the gravity of his offence ; but, as
Mr. Mackenzie remarked, it will not
make the discharge of that onerous
duty any lighter, if some thousands of
Ontario Orangemenrepair to Montreal,
armed to the teeth, and flaunt their
flags and sashes, or play offensive airs
before the exasperated Roman Catholic
Irish. It should be clearly understood
that every man who enters the pro-
claimed district with a revolver on his
person breaks the law ; and if, as their
leaders urge, the Ontario Orangemen
cannot walk there in procession, un-
armed, it is quite plain that they cannot
legally walk there atall. To go without
weapons is not to add anything to the
fighting strength of the Order; to
carry them is to be a transgressorof the
statute ; why then go thither, when it is
necessary either to beofno use as allies,
or to be effective only by defying all
law and authority ? It is easy to un-
derstand the difficulty the Orange
brethren have in saving their pride
and yet acting as Christian men ought
to act; and it may readily be admitted
that they have not met with any show
of fair play or conciliatory temper.
At the same time, they ought to feel
that there is nothing disgraceful in
concession where the result of per-
severance in enforcing an alleged right
may lead to fearful scenes of violence
and bloodshed. Insuch cases, to yield
gracefully, and from a conscientious
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regard for the public peace and wel-
fare is a proof of that religious temper
and influence Orangemen profess to
cherish. But let them remember that

the spirit of Christ admits of no com- |
promise with the spirit of Belial, and |
that the value of a zeal or fervour .

which delights in ripping up old sores
and perpetuating the enmities of creed
and race is more than questionable.
These annual party demonstrations,
menacing and often gratuitously of-
fensive as they are, appear to us an
unalloyed mischief; and where the
tone and temper of mind displayed in
them as well as the incalculable mis-
chief wrought to youths, and even
children, by training them up in an

atmosphere of bigotry, uncharitable- |

ness, and pugnacity are considered, it
is impossible not to deprecate firmly
and earnestly this sinister feature in
Canadian society.

in the City of Toronto, although the
difficulty has been tided over, will pro-
bably lead to an amendment in the
Municipal Act. TheProperty-Owners’
Association has been the victim of un-
measured abuse ; but if there be any
fault at all, it is in the law which puts
excessive power in the hands of a class,
and does not rest with those who are
legally entitled to exercise it. The mo-
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abroad. Moreover, the combination
of property-holders had too much the
appearance of a ‘ring,” formed to ad-
vance class interests, without the
slightest regard to the risk of injury
to the public reputation, or even to the
trade or everyday business concerns of
the people as a whole. And when
these gentlemen, whose motives we do
not impugn, laboured under the mar-
vellous hallucination that they, and
not their tenants, really pay the taxes,
their singular course seems to be the
result either of ignorance or the ab-
sence of reflection. Something very
absurd was said about Communism,
and about the people being allowed to
mortgageproperty-holders’ estates,and
such nonsense really appeared perfect-
ly sound sense to men who ought to
know better. What is mortgaged is
not the landlord’s houses but the

© people’s industry for the next genera-
The defeat of the Exhibition by-law

tives of the freeholders were no doubt
laudableand honourablein themselves; |
for it was certainly full time that some

drag should be applied to the reckless
down-hill pace of the municipal coach.
But this stand was made at the wrong
time, and in the wrong place. The
credit of the city had been doubly
pledged, first to the Agricultural As-
sociation, and secondly to the Gov-
ernment, when a lease of the Com-
mon was obtained. It was altogether
too late to question the propriety of
entering into these obligations; the
honour and good faith of Toronto were
solemnly plighted and to reject the by-
law at the last moment was to tarnish
the city’s reputation, and to injure

tion—the industry which has given
value to the property, and made pro-
perty-owners a present of “the unearn-
ed increment,” which they have neither
worked nor paid for. The present
law may foolishly foster the economic
delusion which possesses these people.
1t rests upon the untenable notion that
no tax-payer has an interest in keep-
ing down civic expenditure, unless he
is a freeholder or a leaseholder for a
term of years. The owner of a shanty,
thirty or forty years old, whose in-
come has been yearly increasing
through the labour and enterprise of
others, is supposed to be superior to
the man who, because he does not hap-
pen to have a lease, although he may
have paid twenty times as much to the
revenue during a quarter of a century,
the law disfranchises. A leaseholder
may be here to-day, assign his lease,
and off to-morrow ; and therefore, that
qualification is equally sophistical and
fanciful with the other. It would be
well if this matter were brought pro-
minently before the people at the next
local elections, if the Government fail
to deal with it during the next and

most seriously its credit at home and | final session.
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The Quebec Legislature has met,
and M. Joly has so far held his own;
and although it is not yet clear how
the debate on the Address will termi-
nate, it is tolerably clear, from the un-
bounded rage and intemperate lan-
guage of the Opposition, that all is
over with the old rédgime. Three of
the five old Ministers were ignomini-
ously defeated at the polls, and in the
present House, Messrs. Chapleau and
Church alone remain to mourn and
scold over their untoward fate. The
former is certainly a host in himself,
so far as mad passion and impotent
vituperation goes; but it is vain and
foolish for a man to make so vile a
use of his unruly member when caged
in the pillory. Certainly coarser vit-
uperation was never before vented in
a deliberative assembly than that in-
dulged in by the ex-Provincial Secre-
tary and some of his supporters. The
closeness of the division on the Speak-
ership does not by any means fully
express the state of public opinion.
By a very large numerical majority
the country has undoubtedly sustained
the Joly administration, indirectly
approved the Lieut.-Governor’s action,
and given the reckless and extrava-
gant party their coup de grace. It is
a matter of very slight importance
whether this Government shall endure
or what is to succeed it; the great

and valuable issue of the struggle isa |

cleansing of the Augean stable and
the inauguration of a new political
era in Quebec. Messrs. Turcotte and
Price have been loaded with abuse be-
cause they have resolved to give effect
to the popular verdict, and to extend
fair play to the Joly Cabinet. They
are consigned to “eternal infamy,”
<« dishonour,” and so on, through the
copious vocabulary of party vindic-
tiveness. It is all in vain, because
most men know both the real meaning
and significance of abusive langnage
of this sort. The De Boucherville
Government was all that its oppenents
alleged, according to the Opposition
Jjournals, and even more; and yet
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they are now raging, like Laffled con
spirators, because Messrs. Turcotte,
Price, and Lovell will not aid in giv-
ing them another lease of power, ar-
other opportunity of abusing the trust
committed to them. Thespeech from
the Throne has the true ring ahout it,
and makes a courageous attempt to
grapple with the mischief at once by
vigorous and sorely-needed retrench-
ment. The abolition of the useless
Legislative Council and economy in
other directions form a preliminary
policy which cannot fail to work the
best results. If the entire Dominion
will only deal with parties at the next
elections on the Quebec plan, insure
the return of men who will consider
their country first and their party af-
terwards, there will be some prospect
of an end to scandal and a healthy
and patriotic tone in the conduct of
public affairs.

The attempts made upon the life of
the Emperor William of Germany,
both, we most fervently hope, ineffec-
tual, have sent a thrill of horror and
sympathetic feeling through the heart
of the civilized world. That an octo-
genarian monarch, during whose reign
so much has been achieved for the fa-
therland, and who has always striven
to be the affectionate father and friend
of his people, should be marked out
for destruction by a band of fanatical
and reckless assassins, shocks the moral
sense of humanity. A deed so gratui-
tously wicked and useless, even had
it proved successful, passes and puz-
zles the understanding. Unhappily
all the mischief is not confined to mere
nervous alarm in high quarters, or
the panic and shock public confidence
has so rudely encountered. The bu-
reaucracy of Berlin can comprehend
but -one method of dealing with the
disease of which these insane attempts
are but symptoms. The centralized
system will tighten its cords, the mili-
tary spirit will grow more imperious
and exigent, and liberty of speech and
opinion, with all other liberties, will
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be trodden under foot. That will be,
in short, the net result to Germany
of the brutal deeds of Hoedel, No-
bling, and their set. It is impossible
in the fever of exaggerating alarm
which prevails on the Continent to
judge how far the Socialist conspiracy
may have spread its odious toils. That
its ramifications are traceable from
Moscow to the Atlantic there can be
little doubt, and, unfortunately, its
real character, now that it gets to be
better understood, shuts out the hope
that it is amenable to any considera-
tions to be urged on grounds of reli-
gion, morality, or the interests of so-
ciety. Tt is ostensibly based on a de-
nial of God or a hereafter ; it opposes
and would overthrow the institution
of marriage, the rights of property,
and the entire social fabric. It recog-
nises no duties, acknowledges no moral
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responsibility, respects not law, order,
decency, life, or human rights—it is
nihilism, blackness, and blankness,
rapine, lust, and murder incarnate.
It is singular that to the French in-
fluence of the eighteenth century, fos-
tered by Frederick the Great, Prussia
owed its bureaucracy and its military
spirit; and now again the revolt
against that order, which is the com-
plement of freedom, was drawn from
the Parisian frontier. Both were
thoroughly irreligious in their essence,
and this generation groans under the
load heaped up from Voltaire and
Rousseau to the diabolical creed of
the Commune. Who shall say, in the
lurid light gleaming from Germany,
that a decline in religious belief does
not menace the very foundations of
morality, of order, and of society ¢
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TO thoroughly appreciate all the
advantages which Mr. Davenport
Adams’s Dictionary of English Litera-
ture* possesses one must consult it
frequently. It is, beyond all question,
one of the most satisfactory works of
its kind ever issued. It is a perfect
mine of information about everything
connected with English literature, and
as its usefulness becomes known few
editors and men of letters will find
themselves able to do without it. Its
pages may be consulted on almost
everything bearing on literature, and
with, generally, gratifying results.
‘While not aiming to be a biographical
dictionary, it goes pretty fully into

* Dictionary of. English Literature. By W.
DavENPORT ADAMS. London : Cassell, Petter & Gal-
pin ; Toronto : G. Mercer Adam.

such details in an author’s life as are
considered pertinent or necessary. In
almost every instance where an author
has published several books, the dates
of their issue are given in chronologi-
cal order, as well as such facts about
themn as are likely to prove interesting.
First lines of poems, obscure as well
as noted names in fiction, odd phrases,
noms de plume of literary persons,
little scraps of criticism, familiar quo-
tations, definitions of some of the
things one finds in literature, notes,
short articles on the drama, novels,
poetry, newspapers, &c., with number-
less facts and fancies interesting, use-
ful, and necessary have all a place in
this exhaustive work. The dictionary
is comprehensive and particular, and
fills a place peculiarly its own. Mr.
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‘Adams has exercised great care and has
aimed at accuracy and thoroughness.
Almost every literary man and woman
of any prominence who writes in the
English language receives mention
here, and the names of translators of
foreign books are also noted and their
work described. In only a few cases
have we found errors and omissions
made, but these are of very little mo-
ment. One cannot have perfection in
a work of the extent to which this
one goes, and the volume before us is
as near perfection as possible. Great
diligence and care have been exercised
by the editor, and a want which has
long been felt is at length supplied.
After all, perhaps, the best way to
describe Mr. Adams’s Dictionary, and
the uses to which it may be put, is to
make a quotation or two from it.
“MaUD, a ‘ dramatic poem,’ by Alfred Ten-
nyson, published in 1855 ; the section begin-
ning ‘ O that ’twere possible’ having been
published in The Tributein 1837, ¢ Maud,’
says EQbert Buchanan, ‘is full of beauties ;
it positively blossoms with exquisite expres-
sions. It is invaluable as revealing to us for
a moment the sources of reserved strength in
Tennyson, and as containing signs of passion
and self-revelation altogether unusual. Ina
hundred passages we have glimpses that star-
tle and amaze ns. We see what a disturbing
force the Laureate might have been, if he had

not chosen rather to be the consecrating mu-
sician of his generation.””

And again.

““PDRGENERATE DouGLAS ! O THE UNWORTHY
Lorn !’ First line of a sonnet by William
Wordsworth, composed at Neidpath Castle,
in 1803.”

“ PoUNCE, MR. PETER, figures in Fielding’s
novel of The Adrentures of Joseph Andrews.”

WE must confess that powerful and
interesting as the Earl of Desart’s
new story* undoubtedly is, it is by no
means a desirable book for the average
reader. It teaches a healthy enough
moral, but the story as a story is most
vicions, We hope the Earl has largely
exaggerated the phase of London so-
ciety which his pencil so glowingly de-
picts, and that crime is far from being

* The Children of Nature. By the Earlof Desart.
“Toronto : Rose-Belford Publishi~g Co.

I
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the glaring and popular thing which
Lie describes so vigorously and so well.
It is not agreeable to read of the ad-
ventures of roués and gamesters and
titled blacklegs, nor are the morals of
the community benefited by stories of
the intrigues of fast women and faith-
less wives. There are several minor
plots in the book, all conceived with
more or less dramatic skill, but the
turning point,or rather thedenouement
in each, develops into a first-class case
of social dishonour narrated with care-
ful regard to detail. The book is by
no means dull, nor at all uninterest-
ing. Indeed, it is very interesting and
clever, and the author strives to show
the evil and folly of crime, and de-
nounces rather strongly feminine and
masculine flirtations, and looseness
among the sexes. And he tells us,
after the approvéd manner of the most
gentle Sunday-school book, how wrong
it is to do ill and how good it is to do
well, and the good young man dies
and the bad but amorous lord marries
a fair and opulent bride, after break-
ing the hearts of an army of young
women. And yet the ¢ Children of
Nature ” would not make a good Sun-
day-school book. Lord Desart is an
interesting writer, and combines the
characteristics of Bulwer and Thack-
eray. Indeed, bis satiric vein is mo-
delled after that of the author of
¢« Pendennis,” and he has much in
common with him in another way.
There are bits of description and cha-
racter-drawing in the story which are
ably and strikingly formed, and many
of the scenes and bright conversations
are managed quite skilfully. The cari-
cature of the Eccentric Club is an ex-
cellent piece of humorous descrip-
tion, the burlesque on a certain style
of literary criticism, too palpably co-
pied, however, from Burton’s Cyclo-
pedia of American Wit and Humour,
israther neatly sketched, and the poetic
parody after Walt. Whitman is very
good indeed. The scene which ensues
before the funeral of Jack Chilling-
ham is repulsive and disgusting, and
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the interview between Spencer Chil-
lingham and Alice is revolting, horri-
bly unnatural, and shocking to all
sense of feeling. The death of Jack,
after the accident, is a powerful piece
of writing, and fully equal to any-
thing we have seen in English. The
fétes, and balls and parties, incidents
of club life and gossip, and matters
associated with a gay life in the great
metropolis are described with admir-
able spirit and taste. No one will be
disposed to quarrel with the Earl of
Desart’s art. He is a novelist who
gains the ear of the public at once.
We are only sorry that he should have
added to the race of Lord Steyne’s a
Windermere and a Sir John Glorme.

OF a slightly different character from
the Children of Nature is the trans-
lation from the French of André
Theuriet*, which forms the ninth
volume of a new collection of foreign
authors. The Godson of a Marquis
is & dull and insipid story. It is cha-
racteristically French, but there is no
snap to it. We miss the spirit and
movement of the true French novel,
the dash of Gautier and the dramatic
vigour of Daudetand hisfollowers, We
have not seen the original, but the
translator of this romance has done
his work like a Frenchman. Tt is full
of queer expressions and curious sen-
tences, and reminds one of the odd
phrases in Ollendorf. The language
is sometimes stilted, and there is a
good deal of sentimental twaddle in-
troduced, which is dwelt upon with
painful minuteness. The story, almost
wholly devoid of plot, is a simple nar-
rative sketch of the career of a
wronged woman and her son, the
natural child of a proud Marquis of
France, whose facilities for getting
into ditliculties, and troublesome ones
atthat,seemsufliciently boundless. This
young offspring, the result of Sophie’s
unwise love, conceives a hopeless

* The Godson of @ Marquis, from the French of
AxpRE TUEURIET. New York: 8. Appleton & Co.
Toronto : Hart & Rawlinson,
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passion for almost every woman he
meets, and, of course, frequently
comes to grief on that account. Pos.
sessing a handsome person and being
quite attractive in many ways, this
godson amuses his leisure hours in
falling in love with engaged women,
to the intense chagrin of the lovers,
and the rapturous delight of theirloves,
But the author’s genius does not seem
to lie in taking advantage of such for-
tuitous characteristics of his hero, for
he lets such stirring incidents drag,
and they soon became wearisome. The
translator, perhaps, is to blame for
this, though we fancy the author Lim-
self has a good deal todo with it. In
the course of the story we are intro-
duced to a number of vulgar people, a
few high-born members of the French
aristocracy, 'and some of the wmiddle
classes, who are rather tiresome in
their way. As an attempt to write a
French novel on an English model,
this story may safely be pronounced a
failure.  Of course, the tale is sugges-
tive, and readers of delicate appetites
will find some pages, and even chap-
ters, quite offensive, not to say shock-
ing to their sense of modesty and
propriety.

Mg Eumc Burritr, in the preface
to his latest book,* refers very plea-
santly to Canada and her literary
activity and spirit, and indulges in the
hope that her intellectual development
will be as honourably recognized by
the world as her material prosperity
and political progress. His volume
is made up of stray papers treating
severally, in a sincere and delightful
way of a variety of subjects, many of
them covering awide range of thought,
and all of them specially interesting
and valuable at this time. The veteran
author will find many old admirers to
agree with him that “ Chips from
many Blocks ” is by all odds his best
work, while readers who take up Mr.

* Chips from many Blocks, by ELtiu Burritr. To-
ronto, Rose-Belford Publishing Company.



CURRENT LITERATURE.

Burritt’s words for the first time
will be pleasantly surprised at the
scope of the book, and the vigour with
which the different topics are dis-
cussed. Mr. Burritt writes with free-
dom and a certain fearlessness of tone.
His words are earnest words. His
language is simple. His thought is
suggestive, and he is never theoretical
where he can be practical. His life
has been one long and useful lesson
to mankind. He has not been waste-
ful of his talents, but with both his
voice and pen he has laboured hard
for the hetterment of his fellow-man’s
condition. In his way he is a philan-
thropist, and his kindly word has
often been a cheering word, indeed, to
suffering mortals. There are more
brilliant writers than Mr. Burritt, but
few as sincere and truthful. Heis
not one who reasons out his subject
and develops it until there is nothing
left of it but a shadow. He is sound,
practical and honest. His views on
public guestions are made from no
false stand-point, nor based on ficti-
tious premises. On this account his
utterances command and receive the
respect which is due them.

Several of the papers in this volume
have appeared in print before, and
have created considerable discussion.
They have been re-edited and re-
written for their publication in book-
form. The Canadian reader will be
interested in reading Mr. Burritt’s
opinion on several pertinent interna-
tional questions, as well as his solution
of the Rastern difficulty-—which places
that great enigma in an entirely new
light. Every class of people will find
some thoughtful and well-considered
advice in the chapters devoted to eco-
nomical and industrial topics, and the
educational and religious problems of
the day. A very charming chapter is
composed of fireside talks with school
children, which will interest children
of almost any age, from ¢ eight to
eighty,” while the little talks with
small children on the law of kindness
are well calculated to do a world of
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good. These talks are written in
words of one syllable, and will no
doubt prove extremely helpful to mo-
thers in instructing children at home.

The book is dedicated to the people
of Canada, and Mr. Burritt’s kindly
words should ensure for his first Can-
adian book a warm welcome in the
homes of our people.

THE trite quotation, *infinite riches
in a little room,” may be applied with
much reason to these popular little
books.* One wishing to become fami-
liar with the Greek poets, dramatists,
and philosophers who have from time
to time charmed the world, can find
in the brochure before us all that he
requires in a preliminary way. Ina
small space the beauties of their works
are shown, the character of their
writings are explained, and much that
is valuable about them is discussed in
an easy and intelligent manner. The
hooklet is not only useful to Greek
scholars and to those who do not know
Greek, but also to students, who, like
Tmerson, never read the original when
a good translation can be had. The
contents embrace a wide range, and
treat of epic poetry, lyric poetry, the
elegiac and iambic poetry, the drama,
prose history, oratory, philosophiecal
prose, and the literature of the deca-
dence. The companion volume is a
sound digest of the principles of poli-
tical economy. It is oneof the ablest
résumeés of the subject published, and
while not quite as thorough as we
could wish, it is a safe manual for the
beginner who wishes an incentive to
commence the study of one of the
foremost sciences of the age. It is
written in earnest but simple lan-
guage, and by a master of the subject.

Numpegs three and four of a new
seriest of pamphlets destined to be-

—

* Primer of Greek Literature, by R. C. Jeps, M.
A., and Primer of Political Hconomy, by W. 8.
Jrvons. New York : D). Appleton & Co- Toronto :
Hart & Rawlinson. .

+ A Vigion of the Future: a Series of Papers on
Canon Farrar's Eternal Hope. Toronto . Rose-



120

come very popular have just been
issued. The first of these is the second
series of articles on Canon Farrar's
notable book— Eternal Hope—andthe
question of future life is discussed from
various religious standpoints, and with
marked ability. Six of the most emi-
nent divines in England enter the lists
with the reverend gentlemen who have
preceded them in the former pamphlet
on the same subject, and combat or
accept Canon Farrar’s views as the
spirit moves them, and the humour
takes them. Professor Plumptre leads
the debate and the Rev. Prof. Gracey
closes it, while Dr. Allon, Dr. Rigg,
Rev. 8. Cox and Canon Birks uphold
theargument in itsintermegiatestages.
Each writer advances his special views
with fine catholic spirit and a total
absence of intolerance or bigotry. It
is refreshing in this day to find dis-
putants so wide-minded, and while dif-
fering on many side issues, continue
to preserve an even temper and a po-
sitive gentleness of manner towards
each other. Tt cannot be denied that
the question opened up by Canon Far-
rar, and believed in by Canon Kings-
ley before his death, has awakened
much enquiry throughout the civilized
world, and led many earnest men to a
new line of thought. Of course the
whole question is shrouded in mystery,
and the argument at its best is but
speculation. On the whole, however,
if the material hell of the unopened
future can be disposed of by the cleri-
cal brethren in a satisfactory way,
one’s belief in that ‘something after
death’ will be somewhat more comfort-
able than formerly. A new pamphlet
closing the discussion would be in
order.

The other brochure before us is likely
to intevest the more general reader,
for it contains a well-written account
of that marvel of the nineteenth cen-

Belford Publishing Co.-—The Phonograph and its
Future. By Tnos. A. Episox.—1 he Auriphone and
its Future. Anon.—On the Hypothesis that Ani-
mals are Adutomata., By Proressor HUXLEY, To-
ronto : Rose-Belford Publishing Co.
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tury, the Phonograph, by the inventor,
Thos. A. Edison; an attractive des-
cription of the Auriphone ; and Pro-
fessor Huxley’s able disquisition on
the hypothesis that Animals are Au-
tomata. The first two of these topics
exhibit the wonderful scope which
Mzr. Edison’s inventions will ultimately
reach, and the stage to which they
have already come. The author he-
lieves that they will together, when
perfected, revolutionize the whole so-
cial, moral, and political economy of
the universe. His argument is inge-
nious, and even now much that he
predicted a few weeks ago have be-
come verified. The Phonograph ioes

[ give back the human voice at will, no

matter how long after words have been
spoken into it, and it will do this as
often as required. The Auriphone is
amusingly described by an anonymous
writer, and if only one-third of what
is said about it is ever realized, it will
eventually prove sufliciently startling
to satisfy the most sanguine tempera-
ment. The paper by Professor Hux-
ley which follows, is a masterly article
on the scientist’s favourite subject. It
is enlivened with anecdote and expe-
riment, is exhaustive in its treatment,
and cannot fail to create a stir in the
scientific world. The publishers are
acting wisely in issuing this capital
series of pamphlets. They are ably
edited, and the reader gets at a small
cost the masterly utterances of the
foremost thinkers and philosophers of
the age.

Mr. J. M. LeMoine, of Quebec,
promises in time to become fully as
voluminous an author as Balzac. His
books appear with startling rapidity,
and we no sooner digest one portly
volume than a new one comes quickly
on the scene. It is only the other day
since we turned the pages of his valu-
able and interesting ““Quebec : Past
and Present,” and now we are called
on toread a fresh contribution* to the

* Chronicles of the St. Lawrence. By J.M. Le
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increasing pile of books on subjects,
particularly pleasing to the native
Canadian. For eighteen years and
more Mr. LeMoine has devoted his
time and energy to the study of our
early history, and from 1862 he has
regularly given his fellow-countrymen
the benefit of his labour.

The early days of Canada were
marked by a web of romance, as de-
lightful in its way, as the legendary
things which obtain in old European
countries and some places in the dis-
tant Orient. Mr. Le. Moine’s soul is
full of romance. He naturally loves
the picturesque and the beautiful. He

l
l
|
|

has an eye for the poetic and a mind |

overcharged with the things in which
a historian takes delight. He is a
liberal Frenchman, confined by no
narrow prejudices, and a man dis-
posed to give and take opinions. He
does not adopt the sober style of Hal-
lam but rather inclines to the eloquent
and highly coloured manner of Macau-
lay. His books are full of stories of
early Canadian life and character, and
while his facts may be relied on as
indisputable, he frequently enlivens a
page now and then with some charm-
ing Indian tale, which he is careful to
tell us in the context, is a purely
imaginative sketch, and is only added
to his work because it is interesting
and likely to prove attractive to some.
He reminds us of Thackeray, some-
times, by the half confidential way in
which he forgets the rdle he is per-
forming, and comes down for a pleas-
ant ten minutes’ chat with his reader.
It is in these places that he relates
some quaint legend of life on the
Canadian border during the time of
Frontenac, the Intendant Bigot or the
great Bishop Laval. His industrious
research has brought him in contact
with thousands of old books and
musty manuscripts, and he has made
splendid use of his opportunities. He
writes fluently French and English,

MoINE, Montreal, Dawson PBros.

Toronto, Rose-
BLelford Publishing Co.

.

‘ goodly supply of articles.
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and has given us nine books in the
latter tongue and six in the former,
besides furnishing the magazines and
literary papers of Canada with a
His Eng-
lish books are tinctured by the flavour
of his mother tongue, and this rather
adds a certain piquancy which makes
them all the more delightful read-
ing. Perhaps Mr. LeMoine is bet-
ter known among literary men by
his excellent series of Canadian an-
nals, entitled “ Maple Leaves,” of which
three volumes have already appeared,
and a fourth, doubtless, would be
warmly welcomed.

Chronicles of the St. Lawrence is
a rather ambitious work. It isa se-
quel to “Maple Leaves,” “ Quebec ;
Past and Present,” and an English
companion to the “ Canadian Album.”
It is really a very agreeable guide for
the tourist who contemplates making
a trip through some of the more
striking parts of the Dominion. Ttis
full of gossipy anecdote, traditionary
lore, light legends, glimpses of travel
and observation, and here and therea
bit of historic description and fact. It
is written in a happy narrative style,
light, sketchy and bright. It is divi-
ded into two parts. The first is devo-
ted to the round trip which Mr. Le
Moine made a short time ago, and the
details of that journey are given with
great originality and a certain natu-
ralness of description which are emi-
nently enjoyable.

The traseller-historian in this vol-
ume confers a hoon on the tourist.
He tells us what to see along the
journey, how to see it, and where to
go. Every stopping place is described
with a loving hand, and the amiable
character of the inhabitants pointed
out and their frugality commended.
The voyageur who has a taste for
things possessing an ancient smell,
will be especially enraptured with the
account of the oldest country curé in -
Canada, and the curious legends which
figure in almost every chapter. The
visits to the cities, notably those of the -
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Maritime Provinces, are invested with
peculiar interest. Mr. LeMoine’s
sketches of St. John, N.B., and of Ha-
lifax, N. 8., are fair specimen bricks
of his independent style, and exhibit
quite a faithful portraiture of the
rival sister cities as they appear to-
day. In the smaller places along the
route he has had ample scope for his
pen, and the pictures which he gives
us of the lazaretto at Tracadie, the
graphic story of the survivor of the
shipwreck, and a hundred other ac-
counts of scenes, incidents and adven-
tures, cannot fail to interest the most
indifferent reader.

Part second is formed of even lighter
texture, and our author skilfully makes
us feel at home in the kingdom of
herring and cod. Here we have a well-
considered description of the Lower
St. Lawrence, the Enchanted Isles,
Gaspe, Rimouski, Bic, St. Fabien,
L’Islet au Massacre, &c., &c., and many
traditions of more than ordinary in-
terest. But the cream of the whole
work is the delicious account of the
cruise of the “Dolphin,” which exhi-
bits our author in a totally different
character. This part of the Chronicles
will be read first, after the manner,
perhaps, of Mr. Emerson, who, it is
said, begins new books by reading the
last page first, and then skims the
foregoing ones. Few can read this
humorous account without being pleas-
ed, and the story of the whale and the
difficulties into which that monster of
the deep plunged its umfortunate
owner, is certainly an incident of keen
dramatic power,and very entertaining.

The Canadian tourist and the visitor
to Canada cannot get along very well
without a copy of the * Chronicles
of the St. Lawrence.” No carpet-bag
is complete without it.

WiTHOUT being a great writer, Mrs.
Stowe has succeeded in becoming one
of the most popular novelists of her
time. She has written one celebrated
book and many thoroughly enjoyable
In one particular field she has

f
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no rival—no successful rival at least.
In the delineation of “ Yankee” life
and character, she holds a position en-
tirely her own. Her descriptions of
New England almost equal some of
the robust things which John Wilson
wrote of Scotland, while her charming
pictures of domestic life endear her
books to thousands of readers every-
where. “ Old Town Folks,” “ We and
OurNeighbours,” “My Wifeand I, are
all volumes of pleasant reading. rich in
a certain flavour and piquancy all their
own. Mrs. Stowe seldom gets bevond
her depth, and never attempts those
severely intellectual types of character
which appear in the fashionable novels
of the day. Her puppets do not speak
by the card in the drawing-room, nor
talk meagre philosophy in the kitchen,
nor chop logic on the lawn. Her books
always please even if they fail to in-
struct ; they amuse if they do not
teach.

“ Poganuc People ”* is a story with-
out a plot. Itsframe-work isslightand
sketchy. It is full of incident, and
some of the situations are dramatic
enough. There is fine scope in it for
Mrs. Stowe’s peculiar powers, and she
is artist enough to make the most of
her position. It is full of humour of
the shrewd and quaint kind, and when
not too ¢ goody,” the story is clever
and interesting. There is, of course,
some “ padding” in the book, and this
is sufficiently tiresomewhen it darkens
the page, but, happily for the reader,
this only occurs at intervals. The
character-drawing is on the whole
quite attractively done, though it is
by no means new nor much out of the
common. ‘‘Poganuc People” isa book
which will attract many readers. It
will please, particularly, those who
enjoy light, sketchy writing, while
admirers of a quiet narrative style
will find something very much after
their own heart in these bright pages,
even if they do not always sparkle

¢ Poganuc People. By Mrs. HARRIET BEECHER

Toronto : Rose-Belford Publishing Co.
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with very great brilliancy. The chap-
ters are bound together by a thin
thread, and they tell the story of life
in a Connecticut village sixty years
ago. The reader will find his sympa-
thies awakened at the start, and
Dolly, the eight-year-old daughter of
the Parson, Nabby, Hiel Jones and
his mother, Dr. and Mrs. Cushing,
old Zeph Higgins and his helpmeet,
Deacon Peasley and Deacon Dickin-
son, the colonel, the judge and young
"Piscopal Sim Coan, and the village
boys, their haps, mishaps, their ad-
ventures, the drives, courtships, part-
ies and nuttings are characters and
incidents which many will recognize
and appreciate. The moral which the
story teaches is healthful and good,
and there are several bits of clever
description throughout, which must
render the narrative doubly interest-
ing to those who admire that sort of
writing, Mrs. Stowe’s last work shows
no falling off in her powers and we
predict for ¢« Poganuc People” a very
wide popularity.

No more dainty collection of poetry
exists than the charming series of
“ Poems of Places,”* which Mr. Long-
fellow is editing in so scholarly and
pleasant a manner. Already, some
eighteen or twenty volumes have ap-
peared uniformily printed and bound
in the  Little Classic” style which,
however, unnattractive and slight it
may be for essays and tales, is just the
desirable shape for neat books of verse.
The paper and binding are excellent,
the type legible and clear, and the
matter comprises the very cream of
English and foreign poetry.  Mr.
Longfellow is a most judicious and
painstaking editor. At great sacrifice
of time and labour, he has personally
attended to the getting out of this
novel collection. The scope of the
work is very wide, the material is

* Poems of Places, Greece and Turkey in Hu-
rope, Edited by Hexmy W. LnxerPELLOW. Boston :
James R. Osgood & Co. Toronto : Rose-Belford
Pubtishing Co.
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really stupendous in its magnitude,
and the nicest critical skill has been
employed in making suitable selec-
tion. It has been a labour of love
with the poet-editor. His reading is
varied and extensive, his library is
well stocked with treasures from every
clime, his taste is admirable and Ca-
tholic, and his capacity for book-mak-
ing so excellent, that the reader is sure
of a precious volume whenever any-
thing bearing his name as author or
editor falls from the press. The idea
of these “ Poems of Places” is a happy
one, and affords in a pleasing way an
opportunity of publishing the songs
and sonnets, and poems, which the
poets of the world have from time to
time written about the nooks and cor-
ners of strange lands, the legendary
waters of vast continents, the great
cities and the peaceful hamlets every-
where. Mr. Longfellow is a traveller,
and he has seen much of the places
which are described in quite melli-
fluous words in these books of song.
He has carefully and happily selected
only the best, and has drawn liberally
from the stores of the old world poets,
as well as from those of the new land.
Even from our own Canada he has
taken an occasional bit of verse, Mr.
M. Sabiston, of 8t. John, N. B,, and
the late Dr. F. K. Crosby, of the same
place, furnishing four or five pleasant
poems for the volumes on Germany
and Spain. The series are now nearly
completed, and when finished no finer
or more attractive set of books can
ornament the shelves of the library,
or while away the hours of the lei-
surely reader. The ingenious plan
of the collection, the taste of the poet.
which is displayed on every page, and
the perfect beauty of every poem, can-
not fail to secure the admiration of
all lovers of artistic and genuine
poetry. The volume before us is de-
voted to the poetry of Greece and
Turkey in Europe. In it we find a
number of old favourites and we feel
constrained to say that in their new
guise they have a more gorgeous glow
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and setting, and a renewed freshness
which make them all the more delight-
ful. Byron’s “Maid of Athens,” in the
pretty page which liesopen on our table,
wearsagreater charmthan it did before,
and it is the same with Bryant’s Greek
Boy, Keats’s elegant ode on a “Grecian
Urn.” Milton’s Athens, Swinburne’s
two poems on the same topic, Thom-
son’s ditto,and Lord Houghton’s verses
on the same, the Mar’s Hill of Praed,
“the Town and Harbour of Ithaca,” by
L. E. Landon, Byron’s vigorous “Isles
of Greece,” Wordsworth’s ¢ Corinth,”
Thomas Gray’s Helicon, Halleck’s
Marco Bozzaris, and several others de-
scriptive of spots and streams in old
Greece. Besides these we have trans-
lations by practised hands from the co-
pious works of Pindar, Homer, Ovid,
Seneca, Catullus, Aschylus, Sopho-
cles, Virgil, the German Schiller and
others. In the seventy pages devoted
to Turkey in Europe and the Princi-
palitics, we have the very choicest
gems from Longfellow, Byron, Edna
Dean Proctor, Lady M. W. Montagu,
Sam Johuson, Trench, Houghton, Ten-
nyson, Keats, Gautier, Schiller, R. H.
Stoddard, Leigh Hunt, and some other
tuneful singers. At this time the vo-
lume possesses a fresh interest, the
troubles in the East adding largely
thereto. Some five or six more books
will complete the series, one or two of
which, we believe, will be devoted to
North American subjects.

Ix these hot days when the railroads
and steamboats are packed with tour-
ists, and everybody is going to Europe
or to Niagara or to California or to
shoot the rapids or visit Quebec, it is
a relief, perhaps, as well as a change
to stay at home and read the impres-
sions of travellers who know how to
write. A good book of travel possesses
a fascination for the reader, and this,
perbaps, is its own best recommenda-
tion. One feels a natural repugnance
towards a stupid book of travel, anda
certain hesitancy about turning the
leaves of such a work as the recent
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volume written by Dr. Fields, A book
of travel should be bright and lively,
and full of colour. It should not be
too minute or too superficial either.
Besides, the traveller should give us
something more than mere glimpses
of what he sees. He should show an
intimacy with the region he describes
and a proper knowledge of the subject
which, for the moment, occupies his
attention. He should give us his own
impressions,and avoidthe guide-books.
The traveller must have a poetic eye,
a natural taste for colour and art, a
certain genius for description, a spirit
of humour, and a mind capable of
appreciating Nature in her various
moods. A book by a traveller having
these requirements is sure to find ap-
preciative readers.

One of the acutest observers of her
time is Mrs. Helen Hunt—a true poet
and an author of much refinement and
culture. Her simple verses in a ma-
gazine, written under the pseudonym
of H H. first attracted attention a
few years ago, and since then several
small prose volumes bearing her name
on the title page, have been issued.
These books, Bits of Talk about Home
Matters, Bits of Travel and Bits of
Talk for young folks, have steadily
won their way into the hearts of the
people. This was accomplished by
the sheer genius of their author. The
subjects treated were homely and un-
likely to awaken enthusiasm, certainly
not excitement. But the author’s
charming style and spirit claimed
first attention, and finally ad-
miration from almost every class of
reader. Her humour was delicate and
neat, her diction picturesque and
faultless, and her fancy was poetic and
artistic. Add to this a grace of ex-
pression unlike that of any other
modern writer. In 1871 her volume
of ¢“ Verses ” appeared, and these soon
became world-wide, and admirers com-
pared her to L. E. L. She became
the Mrs. Browning of America, and
this was all the more surprising for

| she was unknown then, and the great
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army of readers only knew her by the
initials H. H. Her book was an-
nounced simply. There was no osten-
tatious advertising or pushing. The
“ Verses by H. H.,” came out n a
modest unpretentious little volume,
printed and bound in the square 18
mo., cloth, red edges style. In this
age of poets and poetry, and of so much
good poetry, too, one must have genius
to enlist attention and find readers.
Mrs. Hunt gained both. Her book
contained her best things and as new
editions were published fresh poems
were added. Her verses held a place
distinctively their own, among the
poetry of to-day. In pathos, in ten-
derness, in sweetness, and in delicacy
they are unequalled by any living
Ammerican poet of her sex.

Her prose writings enriched our
literature.  Bits of Travel was issued
in 1872, It is an account of a year’s
tour on the continent of Europe, and
its gossipy and quaint description as
well as subtle colouring, impart to it
all the charm and beauty of a romance.
It was followed in 1873 by Bits of
Talk about Home Matters—an ad-
mirable book for family reading. The
picture of children in Nova Scotia,
that “country of gracious surprises,”
and fertile meadows, is written with
rare power and freshuess, and exhibits
Mrs. Hunt’s pleasant manner very
strikingly. The other chapters in the
book discuss, with more or less vigour,
home life and character, home affec-
tions, home rulings and home matters
generally.

The latest volume of Bits is entitled,
« Bits of Travel at Home,” and it is
a worthy companion to its fellows. We
are not quite sure that it is not the
better one of the series. It is fuller in
description and more complete in nar-
rative. Itis richer, too, in that quaint
humour, which first shone through the
chapters in the former book devoted
to European travel. It is riper. in fun,
not loud and boisterous, but that quiet
fun which brings the smile to the face,
and is all the more enjoyable, because

] the eye can see.
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it is not bold and noisy. It is more
picturesque, and the traveller dwells
more lovingly on the spots she des-
cribes so well, because perhaps, she is
describing the characters and charac-
teristics of her own country. She is
describing the undeseribed. She is
painting new pictures. The wonderful
scenery which rises up before her at
every turn is new and startling, and
beautiful and grand. Her fancy is
enlisted. Her eye searches out the
gorgeous things which nestle on the
waters, repose in the valleys and ra-
vines, and lie almost hidden on the
tops of mountains. No flower is too
tiny to escape her watchful gaze, no
incident is too trifling for mention in
her chronicles. She takes the cars at
Chicago, and the account of her jour-
ney is a new revelation. It is full of
surprises for the reader. All along the
journey to Ogden, she finds material
worthy of print, and one is astonished
and amused at the range of her powers
and the terseness of her narrative. Salt
Lake City is described with a fresh-
ness, which is positively delicious. The
Tabernacle with its huge, weird dome
and the great lake are also effectively
portrayed. Letus quotea passage here
of clever description:

« Fancy a roof, smooth, glistening,
gray, and of a faultless oval, large
enough to shelter seventeen thousand
persons, comfortably seated. If it
surmounted anything that could be
properly called a building, it would be
as grand as St. Peter’s; but it is
placed on’ low, straight brick walls,
and the whole effect, near at hand, is
like nothing more nor less than half of
a gigantic egg, split lengthwise. How-
ever, into all the distant views of the
city it enters well, and seems strangely
in keeping with the long slopes of the
mountain bases. Beyond the gray
alkali plains lies the shining lake, full
of mountain islands ; beyond the shin-
ing lake and the mountain islands rise
snow-topped mountain ranges, running
to the north and to the south as far as
The sun sets behind
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these. It turns them to purple mist,
then to golden, then to pale gray, and
sends their vivid shadows away across
the lake and plains. It rises beyond
the Wasatch range, and then that
shadow also is flung out bheyond the
city and the plains, till it quivers on
the lake. So the mountains might
almost be said to clasp hands over the
city’s head. At noon, when the sun
was hot, I looked out through the tops
of the green locust-trees, and saw the
whole eastern range blue as sapphire
—s0 blue that the blue sky above
looked white ; and the snow on the
summit was so white that the clouds
above looked gray. The air is so rare-
fied that the light shimmers dazzling
along all outlines, and the sense of
distance is deceived. Peaks thirty
miles distant seem near at hand ; hills
five miles off seem within a few
minutes’ walk; and the sunshine
seems to have a colour and substance
to it which I never saw elsewhere,—
no, not even in Italy. It takes up
room ! ”

The book is divided into three
parts. The first is descriptive of Cali-
fornia and life on the Pacific, with an
account of the Geysers, and a lively
description of a day in the Wilderness
at the close. The second portion is
occupied by a characteristic sketch of
New England, in four minor parts,
taking up Hide and Seek Town; the
miracle play of 1870, in Bethlehem,
N.H. ; a glimpse of country winter in
New Hampshire, and a Morning in a
Vermont Graveyard. These sketches
are delightful reading, Hide and Seek
Town especially so. The latter part of
the volume is, perhaps, the more at-
tractive portion of the whole. It

ffords fine scope for Mrs. Hunt’s play
of emotion and feeling, and her
Colorado trip must certainly take very
high rank as a bit of descriptive writ-
ing. Cheyenne Canyon is a strong
paper, and we may be pardoned for
making one more excerpt.

¢« As I'looked up from the ford to the
mouth of the canyon, I was reminded of

someof the grand old altar-piecesof the
early centuries, where, lest, the pictures
of saints and angels and divine beings
should seem too reméte, too solemn
and overawing, the painters used to
set at the base rows of human child-
ren, gay and mirthful, leaping and
laughing or playing viols. So lay this
sunny belt of sparkling water, glis-
tening sand, and joyous blue blos-
soms, at the base of the picture made
by the dark mouth of the canyon,
where two great mountains had re-
coiled and fallen apart from each other
leaving a chasm, midway in which
rose a smaller mountain of sharp rocks,
like a giant sentry disputing the way.
Forests of pines fill the rift on either
side this rock, and their dark lines
stretch high up, right and left, nearly
to the top of each mountain. Higher
and ruggeder peaks rise beyond, look-
ing as if they must shut the canyon
sharply, as a gate closes an alley;
but they do not. Past them, among
them, in spite of them, the creek took
its right of way, the mountains and
rocks yielded, and the canyon winds.
“ Entering it, one loses at first the
sense of awe, of grandeur. It might
be any bright, brook-stirred wood.
Overhead a canopy of fir and willow
boughs, with glimmers of sky coming
through ; thickets of wildroses,spirzas,
glittering green oak bushes, and my-
riads of lovely lesser things on each
hand ; tiny, threadlike streams lapsing
along gently between green, grassy
paths and sandy rims ; great boulders,
however, and bits of driftwood here
and there, telling a tale of glides and
freshets ; and presently, even while
looking back, we can see glimpses of
the wide distances of the plain; and,
almost before we know that we are in
the canyon, the path narrows, the
walls grow high, and the brook has
become a swift, leaping, white-foamed
torrent, which we must cross carefully
on a slippery, dead log. In a few
moments we cross again. The path
seems a caprice; but there is small
choice of footholds in the sides of this



CURRENT LITERATURE. 127

canyon. This time we cross on a
superb pine-tree, fallen, still green,
with every bough on the upper side
waving. and those on the lower side
dipping and swaying in the swift water
Lelow. Here we come to a sheer rock
wall on the right, and on the left
three high, jagged red-sandstone rocks,
hundreds of feet high, marked, and,
asit were, mapped, with black and
green lichens. Tall firs, growing in
the edge of the creek, reach one-third
of the way up these walls. Tall firs,
growing on their very tops, look like
bushes.  Climbing a little further,
now in shadow, now in sun, now in
thickets of willows close on the waters’
edge, now in bare and gravelly slopes
higher up, we come to the third cross-
ing. This is a more serious affair.
Stones and driftwood. Tlat is all
It is a species of dam. It would give
way if the water hurried much.
Around every stone is a white line of
foam. Above the dam, is a smooth,
clear space—so clear that the shadow
of the upper edge of the rock wall,
with the shrubs waving there, is
marked distinct and dark on the shin-
ing gravel-bed. Tiny tufts of fern
nod from crevices, and one brave
strawberry vine flings out its scarlet
runners in the air far above our heads.
The path grows wilder ; fallen- trees
cross it, piled boulders crowd it ; the
rock walls are hollowed, hewn, piled,
and overpiled; they are scarred,
seamed, lined with the traces and
records of ages, of glaciers and
avalanches, of flood and perhaps
of fire. Surely the black seams
and lines look as if they might
have been burned and branded in.
Still the firs, and pines, and willows
make beautiful shade along the brook.
1t is still a flowery, spicy, sunny sum-
mer wood through which the path
climbs. Clematis and woodbine tangle
the trees together. Up the whole
length of the tallest pines races the
woodbingd, and flings out shining
streamers at top ; while the tlematis,
as much humbler as it is more beauti-

|
|

1

\

ful, lies in long trailing wreaths on
the lower bushes, even on the ground.
Again and again the path crosses the
brook, we forget to count how many
times, Each crossing is a new pic-
ture. Now sharp stone peaks, seem-
ing to wheel suddenly across the can-
yon, if there could be no going further;
now the walls widening and curving
out into a sort of horse-shoe shape,
with a beautiful little grove of pines
in the hollow ; now, turning a sharp
corner and springing, for a rod or
more, from boulder to boulder, in the
widest part of the creek, we come to
a spot where, standing midway in the
stream, we look down into a huge
stone fortress half-filled with pines,
and up into another stone fortress
halffilled with pines. Just above
these close-walled fortresses comes a
wider space, where the rocky sides
take gentle slopes, with here and there
soft grassy spaces, even to their very
tops,—grassy spaces where yellow
columbines and white spireas wave,
gafe from all touch save that of winds
and birds, and insects. What an es-
tate for a lark or a butterfly, such a
little grassy bit as this, a thousand
feet up ou arocky wall, with Colorado
sun to keep him warm, and all Che-
yenne creek to drink from ! Below
these pine-tufted, grass-tufted walls the
brook runs slower. Shadows of every
thing growing on the banks flicker on
its bed, and the flickering shadows on
the bed are thrown back again in
flickering lights on shelving rocks
which overhang it. A lovely mer-
tensia, with its tiny pink and blue
bells, hangs over the edge of the water,
and a great yellow daisy stands up
triumphant in a sunny corner, giving
the one bit of strong colour needed to
make the picture perfect. To make
the picture perfect to eye, and to
make it perfect to the heart, two
babies lie cooing in the shade. A
German family—father, mother, chil-
dren—friends, and neighbours are
dining just here, between services.
They are poor people, but the table-
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cloth spread on the ground is snowy
white, und the babies look fresh and
clean. 'Who can reckon the good
which such a day may do in the
labouring man’s life? Soul, body,
heart, all refreshed, stimulated, puri-
fied. The very canyon itself seemed
glorified in our eyes as we passed this
cheery bit of home in it.”

The chapter entitled, The Procession

|

of flowers in Colorado is most valuable '

apart from its originality and bril- ; genious compilation, and shows not

liancy, and every lover of flowers and
of nature will be pleased and edified by
reading it. The Cradle of Peace and
A Calendar of Sunrises in Colorado,
will also delight the reader. Indeed
the whole book from cover to cover, i
most interesting and delightful. We
have not pointed out one-half of the
beauties which a careful perusal of the
book will develop. Bits of Travel at
Home will bewarmly welcomed every-
where, *

STARTING out with the idea that sen-
timents unite men and opinions sepa-
" rate them, Mrs. Lydia Maria Child
collects into a small volume?t a number
of specimen utterances from various
sources, old and new. Her motive is
to show how generally mankind agrees
upon certain fundamental rules, and
without presenting the theological as-
pects of any particular religion, she

accepts the view that the “rules of mo- |

rality are the same with good men of
all ages and countries ; the idea of im-
mortality has been present with them
all ; and all have manifested similar
aspirations toward an infinitely wise
and good Being, by whom they were
created and sustained.” From these
points, of course, there are diverging
paths; but in them Mrs. Child does not
look. She merely attempts to show
that the first impulses of the human
soul have been the same everywhere.

® Bity of Travel at Home, by B. H. Boston :
Roberts Brothers ; Toronto : A, Piddington.

+ Aspirations of the World: A Chain of Opals,
collected, with an Introduction by L. Maria CHILD.
Boston : Robert Brothers ; Toronto : A. Piddingtun.
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The introduction is simple, and plain,
and earnest. Tt is written in an ad-
mirable tone, unselfish, and in all sin-
cerity. After this conies the Chain of
Opals. This chain consists of quota-
tions from every class of authority to
illustrate certain ideas of the supreme
Being, praises of the supreme Being,
prayers, immortality, worship, inspira-
tion, truth, temperance, personal pur-
ity, &c., &e. The book is quite an in-

i only wide culture and extensive read-

ing, but much honesty of purpose,

THE death of Mr. Bryant has created
a fresh demand for his works, and
many will be glad of the opportunity
which is presented of getting the new
part book,* which bears his name on
the title page as editor. This new

i edition of a popular collection of poe-
. try, is sure of a wide circulation. Mr.

Bryant’s taste and liberality of senti-

. ment, his scholarship and extensive
© reading, admirably fitted him for his

task. The success of the previous
editions may be accepted as a good
omen, and the many improvements
which have been made in a book
hitherto deemed almost faultless, will
ensure for the new Library of Poetry
and Song, a fresh lease of popularity
and value. Some twenty steel portraits
of distinguished authors have been
added, together with thirty autograph
manuscript fuc stmiles of poets, twenty
finely executed silhouette title de-
signs, and twenty well engraved illus-
trations on wood. ‘The book, when
completed, will contain fully two thous-
and of the choicest poems in the lan-
guage, culléd from the literatures of
all countries, on every variety of topic
and illustrative of almost every age in
history. The publishers promise to
complete the work in twenty parts,
When finished, it will be one of the
handsomest gift books of the year.

* A new Library of Poetry and Song, edited by
WiLLiaM CuLLes BRYANT. New York : J. B, Ford &
Co.; Toronto : Rose-Belford Publishing Co.




