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MABEL’S PROGRESS.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ' AUNT MARGALET'S TRUL BLE.""
From ¢ All the Year Round,”

CONDUCTED BY CHARLES BICKEXNH,
Continued from page 287.

CHAPTER ¥IL, THE STORMY PETDEL OF PRIVATS

LIFE.

A day or two subsequent to Mea, Saxelby's
visit to her daughter at Eastfield, the family at
Bramley ) anor was visited by a domestic storm,
which, the gL lea ling to uv serious immediate
result, was the cause of a great deal of pain and
anger, and left behind it an amouut of heart-
burning and soreness, which only a fumily quar-
rel can produce.

The Honourable Arthur Skidley's regiment
being ordercd away from Hammerham, aud that
gentleman’s consequent departure buiug iuumi-
neunt, it became necessary fe  Walter Charle-
wood to reveal to his father the amuunt of the
debt he had incurred, and to prefir 8 reguest
for a considerable sum of moncy. Mr. Charle-
wood wasa very wealthy man, and—as may
usunlly be observed of men whose business ren-

" ders their income morc or less clastic—he spent
his wealth with a liberal hand. Amung the
Juxuries he desired fur himself and his children,
was the society of persons superior by birth or
rank to themselves. And be had an unexpres-
sed but decided notion that this, like othur goud
things, was to be attained by a judicivus expen-
‘diture of cash.  Still, the magnitude of the sum
he was now called on to advance, so far exceed-
ed bis estimate of tho value received, that he
began to discover that the acquaintance ofcven
so dashing and aristocratic a personage as the
younger son of Lord Higsworth might be pur-
chased too dearly.

“ 1 won't puy it, sir," e had said in the first
moment of his anger aud surprise. ' I wout
advance a farthing,”

“Iv's a debt of honvur, father. [ shall be dis-
graced.”

“Then be disgraced,” Mr. Charlewood bad
retorted, adding, in the heat of Jus wrath, a re-
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“ Charlewood was "arsh, 1 cousider. Very
‘arsh,  Of course I know Watty ought to have
spoken sooner.  But law, there! Who can won-
der? Young men will be young men, and Watty
hus never been accustomed 1o think anything
abuut waeney. 'Qwever, ‘i3 futher 'as paid the
debt, and [ suppose he'll come round in time,
A 'undered or two.  Nothing to Cbarlewood,
He'll never miss ‘em,”

Miss Fluke shook her head with much seve-
rity.
¢ Dear Mrs. Charluwood,” she said, “ ought
we not 10 look upun this in the light of a judg-
ment ?”

“ A judgment!  Goodness me, Miss Fluke!”

“Yes, itsbows what comes of worldliness,
and pleasure-seckiog, aud the suciety of the un-
gudly. I have a very interesting Little tract
here which i3 full of precious experiences. Do
sou think Walter would read j, of 1 eft it for
him ?”

4 J—don't—know,” said Mcs. Charlewood,

% Dear Miss Fluke,” said Mra. Chaslewood,
with her hand on her side, ¢ [ declare you've
given me guite a turn, Well, there! 1 should
be awfully sorry if any ’arm 'appencd to Mabel
Earnghaw, She used to bo a great favourite of
mine; and 1 can't abear to drop folks, and turn
my back on’en so coolly as some people.”

Augusta faintly raised her handsome eycbrows,
and tossed her head, but took no further notice
of her mother’s implied rebuke.

“ Well,” said Miss Fluke, * I have to tell you
what you'll hardly credit, but what is truec.
Mabel Earnshaw 15 going——" here Miss Fluke
suddeuly changed bier tone, and uttered the three
last words of her speech very rapidiy in a loud
distinct whisper, * going—oN TUE STAGE.”

Then she sat back in her chair, and contem-
plated her hearers, with her arms folded tighuy
across lier breast.

“ No?" exclmiraed Mrs, Charlewood. Miss Fluke
madeno verhal reply, but nodded five orsix times
with extrrordinary vehemence.

doubtfully, “ How absurd,” said Miss Augasta, “But 1
“Well, there it is, at all events. Tll put it | dou't know that I'm very much surprised. Mabel
on your table.  The incdents relate to a litide { Was getung queerer and queerer lately, and be-
boy of five years old (the (hild of a drunken | sides, you know, she never was quite ke other
cobbler), who got conversion and became quite | people.”
a little saint on earth, It is called The Litde i “ Dear me!l How [ ghould like to have known
Soul's Punctaation, vt A Full-Stop fur Smail 1 her, whoever she was,” cried Penelope, appeaning
Sitners. It applies very well indeed tu Walters | &t the duur, attired for walking, and accompani-
case, and would do bim great guud if Lud be ed by her brotber Waltor.  « How d'ye do, Miss
persuaded to read itin a proper spirit.” j Fluke 2 Do tell me, Gussy, who was that de-
* Thank yoa, Miss Flake,” said Mrs. Clarle- | hghful individual whonever was quite like other
wood, with a shade of uffeuce in her manuer, | people. She—~I think I heard you say she—
“but I thish you make rather tov muach of ; must have been a refreshing creature.”
Watty's Little error.  He hasa lively disposition, * Oh, 1 dace say you'll think ber latest craze
has Watty. Quite livdly. ‘Igh his spirit may j all nght and charming.  Very bhkely. T was
be, and 'aughty. But his ‘art is right.” j speaking of Mabel Earnshaw, and she is going
To do Miss Fluhe justice, slic was no respecter | un the stage , that's all,” rejomned Angusta,
of persons, and had no more idea of sparing the | coolly.
rich Mrs, Charlenoud than the puurest subabit- “ What! cried Miss Chiarlewoud, fainy start-
ant of her futher’s parish.  She therefore ot once I led, for the instant, out of her self-possession (a
opened fire, bringing all Ler big guns to bear | rare circumstance with ber), and dropping into
on her hustess, and sending such a bruadside of | achair.  * Mabel going on the Stagel 1 dont
texts about hier cars, that poor Mrs, Charlewood's | believe it.”
round red chicek grew pale as she listened, and “ I grieve to assure you that itis tov, too, o,
she was thankful when Augusta’s entrance into | too true,” said Miss Fluke. ¢ I know it for n
the room created a diversion, fact, on the best authority.”
* Have you heard,” said Mise Fluhe, turning |« Oh, that of course,” replied Penelope, with

commeadation o Wis sun tu bu sumethiong else | lv dugusta wath a sudden pouscag o cment, | very unceremonivus brusyacrne. * People always

alzo for his folly.  But, of wourse, he hucw vty

" Aave you heard abuat Mabel Earusliaw 2° Miss | know things.on the best autlhunty.  Bat who

well that he must and that he would pay Wal- | Fluke’s eyes were opened to their full extent | told you ?”

ters debts for him. He grumblad to kis wife,
telling hier that Watty's recklessand selfish ex-
tray. sunce was all owing to her wesk odul-
gence. Hescolded Augusta iato a fit of the sulhs,
when she ventured to ask some question as to
the offepce ber brother bad cumauited , he esen
saubbed his fuvourite Penclope, in the extremity
-of his ill.humour and vexation. Iashort, for
‘more than a week, black looks and sharp
speeches were very rife in Bramley Manur, and
Whlter—his jaunty-sclf confidence atturly sub-
dued for once—sncaked abuut the huuse Like a
" whipped schoolboy, avoiding his father’s eyc,
-and creeping surrcplitiously at unaccustomed
bours into his muther's buuduir to be pitted
and consoled, and to have the rufled plumes of
his sclf-love gently smoothed by caressing fiu-
- gers,

It was a peculiarity of Miss Fluhe that she

invariably appeared among her fricnds whenever | things.”

foul weather seemed to be itumincat in tho do-

" mestic sky . scenting the approach of tempest by | Charlewood.

some fine instinct, and luvering vver thc angry
billows like a stormy petrel.

|

and she glared uminvus,y, first at Mee. Clarle- | Well, Miss Charlewood, since you ask me,
wouod and then at Lier daughter. . I am bound to tell you that it was—her own

© Nu,” replicd Augusta, languidly sticking o | mother!’  Miss Fluke brought out tlus last re-
ueedle iuto some woul-wurk, and apparcenily | velauvn asaf it were e wowng horror of the
finding it necessary to repose a while beforo pull- | business.

ing itout again, ' 1 acver hear ang thuag abuut
her now."

“What is it about Mabbl?’ asked Mrs.
Charlewwood. * No bad news, I ‘ope.” |

“ Auwful,” returned Miss Fluke, cuncentrat-
ing an incredible amoant of woral reprubation |
talo ber atieraace of the word, aud purfurmag
an claborate and vigorous shadder: ¢ mosl aw-
ful,”

I wonder why in the worid Mrs, Saxelby
should have thought of telling you sucha thing 7°
said Penelope.

The speech was not a polite ono; but Miss
Fluhe was quuto impervions toits discourtesy.

“ The fuet 1s," she replicd, Jooking roand
with severe grasvity upon her auditors, ¢ Lashed
her.”

Miss Fluke hadasked Mrs. Saxelby as to her

“ Loed Lless my suul " exclasned Mis. Cliarle- | daughter's intention of becoming an actress, and
wood. had, morcover, made a pilgrimago to Hazlehurst
tOb, if it's anything horrid, dun't tell me, , for the cxpress purpose of so doing. Mrs.
please,” said Augusta, putting her jewelled fin- I Hutchins, by dnt of prying and listoning to her
gersan her cars, “ Lian't bune heaning bornd | lodgers’ conversation, had acrrived at somo sus-
{ picion of tho truth. She had discotered from

said Mrs. , Corda thst Miss Earnshaw bad rola (ves on the
stage. She bad concluded at once that the

“ Caless & merciful Providence tacns ber (letter with tho Eastficld post-mark, addressed
heart, Mabel Eacrnshaw is guing to perdition | to Mr. Trescott, was from Miss Earnshaw. And

“ As ans acadent ‘appencd I

Miss Fluke came to Bramicy Manur, and Iad | beadlong,” was Miss Fluhes amrming reply. | paciy for the gratification of her on n cunvsity,
0ot been closeted ten minutes with Mcs, Cuatle-  Tu go headloug to perditiva did avy, buweser, | and parily to curry favour with Miss Fluke, had
“wood beforc the latter bad revealed to hery wah | appeat 1o iong, in Mis3 Augusias esumatvn, | revealed to that lady most of wwhat she kaew and
many lawentations, aud considerable use of her | to the category of * horrid things.” She immedi- § guessed.
pocket-handkerchicf, the stury of Walters trou- | ately touk her fiogers out of her cars, and pre- | . Miss Fluke's account of M, Saxelby s full

bles, and his father’s stern displeasure.

pared beegell to listen with comsposare. - admission of ker daughter's inteation, filled the
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Charlewoods with surprise : though cach mem-
ber of the fumily received the news in adifferent
manner, according to his or her pecaliar charac-
ter. Mrs, Charlewood, as beeame a devout
Flukeite, expressed much grief and horror ;
though the real, kind motherly heart of the wo-
maun oceasionally asserted itselfin such exclam-
ations ag, ¢ Well, [ do ‘ope Mabel may think
better of it in time, and find a good ’usband to
take care of her!” or, « There! 1 don’t know
whether it's wicked, but I can’telp wishing her
success, ’Eaven forgive mel”  Augusta profes-
sed languidly that, though of course it was very
shocking, she for her part was not so much as-
tonished as the rest, and that she had long been
of opininn that such outrageous and improper
conducy must be the natural result of strong-
mindedness, and the setting up of one's own
judgment against that of the people whose legi-
timate busitess it was to do all the thinking.
Walter shrugged his shoulder at his sister, and
lounging out of the room, opined that Miss Earn-
shaw would make a “ stunning actress,” and that
he would certainly go and sce her, if ever he had
the opportunity. Whercupon Miss Fluke groan-
ed audibly

Penclope always found Miss Fluke intensely
irritating, and it scemed as if Miss Fluke's pre-
seace excited her scornful spirit of contradiction
to its highest pitch, Albeit, she remained quite
silentduring Miss Fiuke’s very long and elaborate
description of her interview with Mrs. Saxelby
at Hazlehurst, and ber solemn and empbatic an-
nouncement of the appalling fact that Mabel
“gctually hadan aunt who was a player, and
that she bad been brought up amongst those
kind of people from childtood "

¢ What o shame of Mrs. Saxelby to keep it so
quict! She never used to say & word about her
family,” exclaimed Augusta.  « [ call it getting
into people’s housee on false pretences.”

Peoclope turned on her sister with a sudden
flash that was like the dart of & panther. # Mrs.
Saxelby would probably bave had no objection
to speak of the position of her family connexions,
Augusta, had she not thought it might have
seemed like boasting, to us.”

¢ Boasting 7?

¢ Certainly, Mrs Saxelby was always very
nice and good natured; but she knew perfectly
well that our revered grandfather had carried a
hod.”

Augusta coloured high with spite and vexa-
tion.

¢ Really, Penny,” sho said, flouncing up from
her cbair, ¢ you are too absurd. Comparing us
with—~-—] won't stay to hear such thingssaid|”
Miss Augusta’s rich silk dress trailed and rustled
out of the room.

“ Gmplt” said Penelope, contemplatively
leaning her chin on her band. ¢ How queer it
all is, ain'tit? Augusta is haughty enough for
a duchess, and bandsome enough for two duches-
ses. I'd back her for beauty and impertinence
against Lady Clara Vere de Vere herself.  And
yet, you know, our grandfather did carry a hod,
Miss Fluke!”

At dinner that evening none of the family
alluded to the news. The clond bad not yet
sufficiently cleared from Mr. Charlewood’s brow
to make bis wife and children as much at their
case in his presence as formerly ; and what little
copversation passed between them was carried
on nlmost in whispers. Clement, too, looked
ill and anxious; and Penelope wondered in her
own mind, as she observed his pale face and ab-
stracted manaer, whether he had heard of Mabel's
design and whether his dejection might not
possible be traceable to his knowledge of it, « I
cap't quite make Clement out,” said Miss Charle-
wood to bersclf, as she watched her brotber
across the dinaer-table. ¢ At one time I thought
it was & mere passing fancy that would die n
natural desth very comfortably ; but now—I
don’t know~1'm afraid there's something wore
init. Poor dear old Clem.”

If Penclope Charlewood bad what iscalled o
soft placein ber heart at all, it wag occupied by
her brother Clement. Luterin the evening, when
tes was brought into the drawing-room, and he
had seated bimself apart from tte restin a se-
cluded corner of the large room, with 2 book in

his band, Penelopo brought him a cup of tea,
and then seating herself beside hiw, said inalow
voice

¢ We have heard sume oddd news to-day, Clem.
Perhaps you know it already.  Mabel Earnshasw
iz going on the stage.”

Clement looked up, and the coluur mounted
to his brow, as hie asked sharply .

% \Who says so ??

& Miss Fluke says so.  She came here to-duy,
fully primed and loaded with the tidings.”

*“ Confound that woman! She i3 the most
intolerable and meddicsome fool in Hammerham.
I wish to God some man would marry her, and
tuke her away ?

# Oh, Clemn!? cried his sister. ¢ What an aw-
ful wish against some man! But is it true about
Mabel 2

“ 1 wish with all my soul, I could say no,
Penny. But I by no means tell you that is a
certain fact.  Will you, to oblige me, refrain
from repeating this tattle—at all events, until it
i3 confirmed past doubt.”

For once in her life, Penelope ciiccked the
sharp speech that rose to the tip of her tongue.
Clement's carnest pleading look went to her
heart, and called up a remembrance of some
childish trouble they had shared and sunmounted
together.  She gave him her band, and watched
him, as he left the room, with eyes that were
veiled with unaccustomed moisture.

« Poor Clem! Poor dear old boy! Heis the
very best fellow in all the world ; and if it could
make him happy, I almost wish !

What Miss Charlewood almost wished, she
did not distinetly tell herself on that occasion,
for she brought her meditations to an abrupt
termination with an impatient shake of her
head ; and, opening the piano, rattled off a bril-
liant sct of variations with a clearmetallic touch
and =a rapid finger.

CHAPTER VIII. CLEMENT COMES FOR WIS AN-
SWER.

A first declaration of love! Whenever Mabel
had indulged in day-dreams, it had always scem-
ed to her that the first utterance of words of love
in her ear, must surely fill the whole world with
a sort of glamour; that some mysterious and
delightful revolution would take place in her
being ; and that, as the poets sing, the sky would
appear bluer, the sun brighter, and all the world
more beautiful.

These marvels were to come to pass of course,
on the hypothesis that she too would love, and
that her maiden affection, lying coyly within ber
beart of hearts, like a shut lily, would give forth
all itg hidden sweetness at the warm pleading of
the beloved one, even as o bud is wooed by the
sunbeams into a perfect flower.

Mabel was only seventeen, and the practical
good sense and clear-sightedness of her character
were oddly blended with an innocent romance,
such has might have belonged to a priacess ina
fairy tale. Poor Mabel!

When she awoke on the morning after her
mother's visit to Eastficld, roused by the toncless
clangour of a cracked bell, she found no magic
glamour on the earth, no deeper azure in the aky,
no added glory in the sunshinc. There was the
wmeanr  bare breakfust room. There was the
moraing p3alm read aloud by Mrs. Hatchett, on
a system of punctuation peculiar to herself, which
consisted in making o full stop at the end of
each verse, whatever its sense might be.  There
was Miss Dobbin; there was the ugly Swiss gov-
erness ; there was the same old dreary round to
toil through, that thero had been yesterday, and
that there would be to-morrow.,

Stay though! Not quite the same, for to-day
was Sunday, and though Mabel had to accom-
pany the children to church in the morning and
afiernoon, the evening hours would be ber own,
None but those who have been subjected, per-
force, to the closo companionship of utterly un-
congeninl minds, can conceive the sense of positive
refreshment that fell upon Mabel when she found
Lierself alone : alone and unmolested, in her bed-
room, with two clear heurs before her to employ
a3 sho would,

¢ I3 it all real ?” she said to herself, as she gat
down on her bed in the chill garret, witha

shawl wrapped round her,
think.”

Her fnterview with Clement had been so
strango and hurried, hig declaration so unex-
pected, and her own agitation so excessive that
at first she had only felt stunned and bewilder.
ed, amel, ag she had told Clement, ¢ very sorry.
But by degrees a clear remewmbrance of what
had passed came into her mind,  is look, his
words, the tonch of his hand—sh- reealled them
all vividly,

“ Ie said, ¢ I love you.
whole heart ¥

She whispeted the words in the silence of the
room; but, softly as she breathed them out,
their sound made the cloquent blood rise in her
cheek, and she put her hands before her face,
a3 thongh there were a prying witness pre.
sent.

If she believed Clement’s words, she owed it
to him to examine her own heart and give him
the innermost truth that it contained. But to find
thiat trutht Ab, that was difficult. How differ.
cnt it all was from any love-story she had ever
pictured to herself.

Suddcnly a thought pierced her heart like o
swift sharp knife, What would Mr, Charlewood
say T What weuld Penelope say? They would
accuse her of having sought Clement, or laid
traps for him, or of steoping to scheme and plot
for the honour of an alliance with the Charle.
wood family. Mabel sprang to her fect, and
paced up and down the room.

“ I will go to mny own people. I will follow
my own path. I will show that I can reject
vulgar wealth, and despise vulgar pride. Thereis
a world outside theirnarrow limits—a world of
art and poctry and imagination, which they can
none of them conceive or comprehend, e is
good and kind, but he canno! understand me?
Tho'hot tears were streaming unchecked down
her face. ¢ I do not love him. I am sure now,
that I do not love him. I will work and strive
for mamma and Dooley ; and, if I fail, they will
not love me the less.”

Penclope had been thoroughly right in her
judgment, when she counselled her father to rely
on Mabel Earoshaw's pride as his surest ally.

Mabel stopped at length in ber restless pacing,
and, going to her trunk, unlocked jt, and drew
fortb & dingy, battered, precious little Shake-
speare.

At firsty she could scarcely fix her attention
on the words before her. But soon the spell
mastered her.  She yielded herself up to it with
all the enthusiasm of a nature peculiarly sus.
ceptible of such influences. And the spirit of
poetry bore ber up ou its strong wings, above
the dust and clash and turmoil of this work-a-
day world., She came back with a mind re-
freshed and strengthened, as a healthy intellect
must ever bo by the legitimate exercise of its
imaginative facultics, and with a spirit calimed
and braced. She wrote 10 her aunt Mary, and
despatched the letter to the care of the person
mentioned by Mr. Trescott, and then wwaited
with what patience she might for the result.

A week, whichscemed to Clement the longest
he had ever passed in his life, went by before he
was able to return to Eastfield. But at length
onc morning Mabel twas summoned from ber
post beside the jingling superannuated piano-
forte, to Mrs. Hatchett's private parlour, She
knew perfeetly well who had come 1o speak
with her; and though she bad been preparing
herself for the interview, and bad conjured up a
hundred times in her own mind the words that
she would say, yet she felt as she approached
tho parlour that her thoughts were seattered,
and that her spirits were as much agitated as on
that memorable night.

% Come in, Miss Earnshaw, if you please.
Hcrc” is a gentleman who desires to speak with
you.

Mr. Hatcheit waved her band towards Cle-
ment Charlewood, who stood beside the fire-
place.

Mabel was whitc, but betrayed no other sign
of cmotion, and greeted Clement quietly, .

' Mr. Charlewood,” continued Mrs. Hatchett,
referring ostentatiously to a card sho held in her
hand, “tells me that he is an old fricnd of Four

¢ Is it real ? Tmust

I love you with my



1867.)

THE SATURDAY READER.

303

family. I have told him that as & general rule
1 do not approve of young versons in iny em.
ploy receiving visits from genilemen. However,
in this case——"Mrs, Hatchett finished her
specch by a dingified inclination of the head, and
walked slowly out of the room. The good Indy
was, in fuct, considerably impressed by Mabel's
receiving o visit from a member of the rich
Charlewood family.

Mabel sat down by the round centre table
covered with tawdry books, and Clement te-
mained standing opposite to her. For a minute
or two, neither spoke. At length Mabel snid :
“ Have you been to Iazlchurst lately, Mr,

Charlewood?  IHave you seen mamma and
Julian ??
“No. Had I gone to Hazlehurst, [ could not

have refrained from speaking of—of you ; and
until I had seen you agein, I resolved to keep
my sceret in my own heart.”

There was silence again for a space.

“I have come for my answer, Mubel. But
before you give it to me, let me repeat my solemn
promise to be your friend through all chauces
and changes. It may be that ] shall never have
the power to serve you, but at least believe that
I shall ever have the will.”

She raised her head and thanked him by a
look.

« Tell me, “fabel, that you have thought of
the words I s¢ d to you that night.”

« 1 have thought of them; and I wish to
apswer them kindly and—and gratefully. I
know I ought to be grateful for such words, so
spoken. Butl cannotauswer them asyou would
have me.”

« There is no question of gratitude, Mabel,
Why should you be grateful to me ? I could not
help loving you.”

« Mr, Charlewood, I am very sorry.”

« Oh, Mabel, dMabel I cried the young man,
passionately, ¢ you cannot know how it cutsne
1o the heart to hear you say so©  Mabel, dear
Mabel, IKnow that in many waysI am uot
worthy of you, but 1 beliove that I could make
you happy, if you could bring yourself to love
and trust me. I spoke too suddenly tuc other
night, but I was hurried away by the thought of

iosing you, and by the prospect of your going
away to cmbrace the carcer you conterplate. 1
kaew for the first time how dear you were to
me, by the pang of my heart when your mother
told me of your project. Let me save rou from
it, Mabel, my beloved I

e had taken ber hand, whichsho bad suffered
to lic unresistingly in his ; but at bis last words
she withdrew it, and looked up at him,

« Save me, Mr. Charlewood ?  Ido not under-
stand you.”

« Forgive me, Mabel, if I offend you, but
this is too serious a matter for polite common-
places that mean nothing. God kaows I am
actuated by no selfish motive , If T knew I never
were to sec your dear face again, 1 would still
urge you to abandon this schetne.”

« And I would still reply that on this matter
your mind and mine are as far asueder as the
poles. We cannot see it in the same light, Mr.
Charlewood, How should you, who havebeen
born and educated in the midst of Hammerbam
millionarics, be able to conceive the true life of
an artist? Pardon me; but you have rightly
said this is not s matter for polite common-

taces.”

Clemeut had fallen back a pace or two, and
stood regarding her with a look of surprise.

« \abe), you are 20gry, and your anger makes
you a littic unjust, I thiok.” )

« [ am not doing injusticc to your motive,”
she answered, quictly. I know you speak the
truth exactly as you sceit, and in all singleness
of mind ; but do you not perceive how impos.
siblo it would be for us ever to agree on this
matter 77 . .

4 Be my wife, Mabcl, and the questivn willbe
sct at rest for over.”

« That question , y¢s, perbays,” she angwercd,
with a vivid blush, * but there would bo a
thoasand other questionson which we should be
atissuc. And then your family—-"

“ My family ¥ .

# Yes; do you think they would be willing to

receive a penniless teacher out of Mrs. Hate: ett's | right to take Mrs. Hatchett by surprise, she had

school, and welcome her as your bride ?”
Clement’s fuce brighiened suddenly.
¢ I3 it possible that you have been allowing,

given hier notice of her intention to leave Eust-
: field at Baster.  “I am cutting myself adrift,”
she thonght; “hut, come what may, I will not

such 2 thought to weigh with you? My eluld, | remain heee. I would rather wear out my mus-
you would notsurely saerifice my happiness, and | cles than my hieart-strings ; if the worst comes to
perhaps your own, to a foolish pride? You are ! the worst, and Aunt Mary docs not answer iny

proud, Mabel ; very proud. I did not know it
might say is troubling you~~"

It is not at ull troubling me.”

« Well—if it is present to your mind—dismiss
it. My people love you very much, Mabel ; but
even though it were otherwise, I say not only
that I donot think you ought to heed their disap-
proval, but that I am very surc you ought not
to do so. Iftuat is the only obstacle—="

« No Mr. Charlewood, that is not the only
obstacle. 1—do not love you.”

“ Mabel 17

“ Hear me out, I have thoughtof the words
you eaid to me very deeply. 1 have tried to
tind the truth of my own heart. It was due to
you that I should so try. I aave told myself
that if I loved you—loved you with such love
as a girl should bear towards her future husband
—~surely I should be willing and happy to give
up all other plans and projects for your sake,
You wouid be the dearest thing on carth to me
W.l! Thatisnotso. 1 love my motherand
my brother better. I love my own people who
were good to us when we were helpless and de-
solate, better. I love my pluas and dreams, the
path that I can cleave for myself, the chances
of it, the hopes of 1t, the ricks of it, if you will
—1I love all these with independonce and fice-
dom, better than I love you. You, whoare true
and good, will not tell :e that I ought, so fecl- |
ing, to accept your love.”

She had spoken rapidly in herexcitement, and
now paused almost breathless, with her flushed
face raised to his, and her clear child-like eyes
bright with Iatent tears.

He looked at her for a mowent, and then,
turning away, dropped bis face upon his hands,
and leaned against the mantelpicce, When be
raised his bead after a while, be was deadly pale,
and his fuce wore a look of suffering that touched
Mabel's heart.

1 am trying to do right,” she said, in n softer
voice. I am grieved, sorely grieved,if I give
you pain.”

@« If you give me pain! No matter, Mabel;
no matter for my pain; but can nothing.turn
you from this accursed project? Good God! it
drives me almost mad to think of your leaving
lowme, friends, everything, to cast m your lot
with a set of strolling players.”

The change in her countenance, as he said the
words, was as though & mask of stone had becn
placed over it

s« ] think you forget, Mr. Charlewood, that
you are speakiog of my father's nearest and
dearest relatives. It is useless to prolong this
interview. We only dnmft further and further
asunder. Good-bye, Mr. Charlewood. Forgive
me, if you can, for the sorrow I have inno-
cently caused you. You will forget it—and
me,”

She held out her hand, but he did not take
it.

“ Are you so obdurate? Muast we part so,
Mabel 77

« It is better. Some day—years hence, per-
baps—we may mect as fnends. I shall always
be grateful for your goodness to us. Good-bye.
God bless you 1"

She still held out ber hand, but he did not
seem 1o sco or heed it.  In another moment the
door was gently closcd, and she was gone.

ROOK 11.~~CIIAPTER 1£.—A LETTER FROM AUNT
NARY.

The steady-flowing stream of time, that will
neither hurry oor slacken its course fur any
mortal of us all, brought, ia duo season, the
spring to carth, and the Easter holidays to Mrs.
Hatchetts cstablishment.  Mabel bad been 1ook-
ing and longing for an answer to her letter to
her aunt, but it was not until about o week
before the breaking up that the wished-for letter
artived. Ag, however, Mabel did not deem it

) i “it lettery T can take Betty's place at Hazlehurst.
ill to-day ; but ifthe thought of what my family !

It is better to do honest work with one’s hauds
than dishouncest work with one's head,”

From which itmay be scen that Mabel wag
quite insensible to the advantage of Mrs, Hat-
chett’s school being conducted on the strictest
principles of gentility.

Mrs. Hatchett, on the other hand, was suffi-
ciently alive to her own interest to regret Ma-
bel's departure, and even threw out, in 4 rumi-
nating way, which recalled the old grey pony
more vividly than ever, vague hints of a possi-
ble rise of satary and dimitution of labour, if
she would consent to remain.

At last came the letier from Aant Mary.
And here it is:

% Dublin, April 9th.

“ My darling Child. 1 cried with joy to get
your letter, and with sorrow over the news it
contained. Weall feel very mech, dear Mabel,
for your mother in her bereavement, and for
you, and for the little boy. You know very
well that Mr. Saxelby never quite understood
us, but we have never felt any rancour against
him, I'm quite sure he was & good conscien-
tious man, who tried to do his duty, and some-
times [ fear that I may have been a little bard
upon hunin wy thoughts. God forgive me, if
itisso. Your letter was forworded to here by
my old friend Richard Price, of the York Cir-
cuit. It followed me from place to place for &
long time, so that will account for the delay in
answering it. You ask a great deal about our-
seives, but I must first speak of you, darling
Mabel, and get that off my mind. You say
you have firmly resolved to go on the stage.
Uncle John and [ have talked it all over to-
gether very anxiously. If your prospects were
better, or if you thought you could make up
your mind to your present life, I would say,
* Don't try a theatrical Ife. Not that I ought
to speak iit of the bridge tbat has carried
me safely over.  God knows I have many times
thanked Him with all my heart that 1 had the
power to earn my bread by wy profession, but
then, you see, my dear child, I know all the
ins and outs of it; all the litlle troubles—and
sometimes the big troubles too!—and trials,
and heart-burnings.  However, Uncle Jobn
says that no calling ia life 1 free from them, and
that the rcason why professional men so often
wish their sons to follow any other profession
than their own is, thatevery man knows his own
troubles much betier than he knows his neigh-
bours, and I dare say that's very true, Mabel.
Shogg that look very pretty pinch very hard
somcumes; but who can tell that, except the
wearce 7 Well, now, I mustn't scribble on all
day, but come to the point. Urcle Jobn and I
seud you our dear love, and if you will come to
ug, Mabel, and share our home, n3in the old
days—happy days they were, dear, in spite of all,
at least they were 8o to us—=we will try to put
you in the way of making & beginning. I sup-
pose you don't expect to come out in Lady Mac-
betb, or anyihing of thatsort? And then, you
know, dear Mabel, it remains to be proved whe-
ther you hare any real—I was gowmg to say
talent, but Uncle Jobn, to whom I am reading
aloud what I bLave written, makes me say—
aplitude for the stage. You were always very
clever and sensible as a chuld, But so many
clover and sensible people ate so very stupid be-
hind the footlights, Not thatI thiuk you would
be stupid anywhere, only, you know, itis not
quite as casy as some folks fancy it to be. For
my part, [ have always been very glad to know
that acting docs not quite ¢ como by nature,' as
Dogberry says reading and writing do.  Uncle
Joha says that is the real artist's feeling, but [
think 1t is only because I hike to bo sure that I
carn my money honestly. I don't express my-
self very clearly, dear Mabel, hat I dare say you
will understand what I mean, My poor child,

how I cricd over the picture of you sitting upin



304

that lonely garret all the holiday time, studying
Shakespeare ! By-the-by, yourstudymng witl be
of hardly avny uso to you, becauso the acting
cditions are quite diffcrent.  As to ourselves,
you will sce by the date of this that we are in
Treland. I have been settled here now for three
scasons, and Jack is engaged as second scenc-
puinter, nnd wo are doing well ard are very
comfortable. Dear me, I hive not told you the
great news of all.  W¢ have spoken and thought
of you soconstantly, that I forget how far apart
you have beea in reality from me and mine all
these years. Polly is married! Married very
well, indeed, to & teacher of music here, and she
has one little girl, and is very happy. Janet is
at home with us still, and grown stich a sweet
creature.  Not pretty, Mabel—at least they say
not. [ think sho has the loveliest faco in the
world. We have not lct her do anything, be-
cause, a8 perhaps you remember. she was always
rather delicate from a baby. But she is such a
comfort to her father! Hce often says that he
forgets his blindness, 3o thoroughly docs Janet
make her oyes bis own.  Ob, Mabel, Lhave cov-
cred cight pages, and have not yetsaid half I
wanted to say. I must, however, before I con-
clude, explain that during the summer vacation
here we always go to Kilclare, in the south of
Ireland, for a short season. The manager i3 an
old acquaintance of ours, and we think it would
be a very favourable opportunity for you to
male a beginning. It'sa little out-of-the-way
nook—very pretty, very pleasaunt, and the people
are so aice and kind. Wo leave Dublin for Kil-
clare in about two months from this date. But
come to us as soon as you can, There will be
much to do, and many things to settle. Of
course you bave no wardrobe or anything of that
sort; but—sec how lucky it fallis out'~—there
are nearly all Polly's stage dresscs just as she
left them. You won’t mind using them, dear,
just at first. Give my Kind love to my sister-in-
law, and uncle Jobn’s too, Kiss your dear lit-
tle brother for me My dear child, I long to see
you again. I suppose I shall bardly know you.
But whatever olse is changed, there will be our
own Mabel’s loving heart ; that, I found by your
letter, is unaltered. Ever your affectionate Aunt,
“3any WaLToN Eakssnaw

“PS. The enclozed is to help your journcy.
You won't scruple to take it from Uncle John.
He says you must consider that he stands in the
placz of a father to younow. If you will let us
know when you are coming, Jack shall meetyou
at Kingstown. I wish he could go across and
bring you all the way, but I'm afraid we can't
manage that, MW

When Mabel first opened the letter, there had
dropped out of it a five-pound note.

SCOTLAND FROM AGRICOLA'S
INVASION TO 148s.

HE following notice of Mr. Burton's work is

taken from Chambers's Journal :

The four volumes now published of Mr, Joho
Hsll Burton’s work® arc so mnny-sided that
they furnish food for tho taste of nuinerous read-
ers to whom ordinary * lustory " offers httle at-
traction. The author is & powerful, though not
a pictaresque writer; and on whatever portion
of his wide-ranging and comphicxted subject he
is cwployed, he compels the attention and the
interest of his readers to bis labours. In the
well-trodden ficld of national controversy, he
¢ sets lus foot down ” with vigorous insistance :
he is not, indced, violent or mpetuous, but he
relies confidently on the strength of the testi-
mony he Las to support s opinions withal, and
uses 1t stroogly. Thet Scotland was peopled
from Ircland—that the Scoti were Insb, and
Scotia a name imported from the civihized West
to the wild regions Iying withina little distance,
casily traversed by the adventurers in their
boats, are, ho holds, proven; and le finds it ag
difficult to understand reluctance i the adms-
sion as it 15 wwpossible to shake the evidence of
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the fact, Ilis patriotic zeal, thongh it does not
outrun discretion——though 1t is not extravagant,
is very decidedly outspoken, and he denounces
Bdward L. with & candour and force which will
surprise that bloody-minded, vindictive, and
treacherous monarclh’s admrers not a little, cs-
pecully it, as is generally the cage, they have
earned Scotch history from an Euoglish point of
view. The Union has been for so long a hap-
pily accomphished fuct, that it i3 not easy to re.
gard, m a furr and dispassionate spivit, th  his-
toric ages throughout which England and H.ot-
Iand were not only separate, but bitter and de-
termined eneunes. The long and animated story
of the contests between the two countries, and
the alliances between Scotland and Irance
against their common and detested foe, bas never
been told with such deotail and sequencg ag by
Mr, Burton ; aud the period of Scotland’s glory
while England dechined from her position of
power and majesty, under the fecble son of
the Black Prince, is cbronicled after & faghion
which must arouse cxultation in cvery truly
Scottish breast. The intensity of the writers
national sympathics, while so governed by jus-
tice and prudence as not to take from his trust.
worthiness as a historian, lend his work a char-
acteristic literary charm which is all-pervading.
The history of the war of independance which
ensued on the disputed succession caused by the
extinction of the lino of Alexander IIL, by the
death of the *Maid of Norway,” i3 one of the
wost exhaustive narrativesever produced by any
chronicler, and no less remarkable for the ela-
boration of its details, and its close reasoning
on resulis, than for the salient distinctuess with
which certain individuals are brought before the
mind’s eye, with reality all the more remarkable
because, as we have said, Mr. Burton is not a
picturesque veriter. There is no pictorial group-
ing in his style, a deficiency peculiarly notice-
able when he has to deal with the great tragedy
and mystery of Scettish story, the reign of Mary
Stewart, but Lo picks out certain individunls,
and forces the reader to sce them Bruce, Baliol,
aud, in particular, Wallace and John Knox, are
examples of this faculty

When the author enters upon the task of tra-
cing theoriginand condition ofthe several popu-
lations  inhabiting Scotland ahout the time
when Honuring wrote bis celebrated letter to the
cities of Britain, telling them that in future they
must look to themselves for protection—that is,
in the year 410—~he comes at once into the area
of the Pict and Scot controversy, which he
bandles most fully, most ably, and with the re-
sult before mentioned. He maintains that the
Picts were simply the independant northern
tribes, not included in the Roman province of
Britain, and so called because they retained the
custom of painting themselves, long abandoaned
by the South Rritains - and that the Scots, or
Scoti, were immigrant Jrish tribes, far in ad-
vance of the Picts in civilisation, and who rapid-
ly gained all the advantages which such supe-
riority would naturally secure. In the time of
Columba, the [rish colony of Scots did not
spread beyond Tona, and the country northward
was still part of the dominion of the king of the
Picts. How the colony grew—how its language
spread, and absorbed the Norse tongue—how
group alter group of Norse invaders were absor-
bed into the Irish-speaking population—how
Scottish Dalriada became a powerful state,
while Irish Dalrinda  became divided and
disintegrated—how the term Scotia gradually
loosened its hold on the old country, and at-
taching itself to the new, gave it the namo by
which it is kuown in lhistory, is all eloguently
and convincingly told.

Mr. Burton is sceptical about Druidism, which
he considers is fa. too easily accepted as a solu-
tion of the difficultics attending a proper com-
prehension of the ante-Clhristian history of Scot-
land and England. His sketch of the discre-
pancies between the plentiful statements which
aro made concerning the Druidical system, and
the very little that is reully known or proved
about it, is one of his most remarkable nchieve-
ments - he points out the briefpess and upcer-
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other ancient references, and the highly signif.
cant absenco of any organised opposition to tle
carly saints and Christian missionaries on i
part of any priesthood which can be identifieq
with that of the Druids. ¢The contest of cop-
version,” suys the author, ¢ lasted from the days
of Constantine the Great till Jong after the days
of Charlemagne,

¢ The larger features of the contest are told Ly
the ecclesiastical historinng; the individual
trinmphs of the missionaries are to be found iy
the ample volumes of the Lives of the Saints,
If, then, there had been a heathen hierarchy holg.
ing spiritual rule over tho greater part of £y.
rope, 1o find nothing about it in the aunals of
the early church, would bo as anomalous as to
read a Ilistory of the Reformation which says
nothing of the popedom, tbe Romish hierarchy,
and the Council of Trent  Yet on Druidism, it
hicrarchy and creed, these annals of the early
church are dumb, It has yet to be discovered
that they speak of heathendom as represented
by any general hierarchy or system. A locg]
idol, the temple in which it i preserved, and o
heathen priest, or Magus, taking charge of the
temple—such are usually tho nature of the in.
pediment with which the early saint has to dea)
when he penetrates the territories of the nncon.’
verted ?

Tho national history of Scotland, properly so
called, begins at the period when the Britons
continued to maintain an independent territory
in the west, from the Solway to the Clyde; and
northward, the country was divided between
the Picts on the north and east, and the TIrisy
Scots on the west.  Stirring, wild, and romag.
tic is the story of the strife between them, ang
the constant war waged by the savage and dos.
perate Norsemen on both, The story reads Jike
pages from some grand old epic, until, beween
840-860, the superior civilisation of the Irig).
derived race, their literature, and their language
finally prevailed, and the union of the Picts and
Scots took place. To the inteiligence and clear.
ness with which the author puts forth the con-
clusions at which he has arrived must be added
their novelty, He has enriched histors with o
chapter as novel as it scerns incontrovertible,

The legends of the carly kings, some of whicl
are aceepted, some rejected, bring us 1o the re.
lations of the Scots and Saxon kings, to the
reigns of Duncan, Malcolm, and MacBeda, o
Macbeth, important, not alone in regard to the
character of the king, but beeause with his reign
coded the mixed or alternative shecession, and
the rule of bereditary saccession was esmbli:;hcd
Just nine years after the accession of Malcolm
Camore, came the Norman Conquest of Eune.
land.  No section of Mr. Burton's work ghews
more remarkable ability thau that in which he
discusses its nature, its results, its collateral
effects on Scotland, and the marvell vus system
of organisation which served to make the con-
quest so complete.  The marriage of the her of
the Suxon kings to King Malcom’s sister, made
Malcoln the natural enemy of the C<aqueror,
an enmity from whick much misery resulted |
but when Edgar, his son, and the son of S,
Margaret, bad fought his way to his fathers
throne, be married his sister Natilda to Henry
king of Englang, in the year 1100. Until the
Wars of the Roses terminated in the marriage
of Henry VII. with Elizabeth of York, no more
important alliance than this, which united the
heir to the conquest of the Normans with the
daughter of the old Saxon hivgs, cver took place,
With prospects of peace, and the death of King
Alexander I, Edgar’s brother, in 1124, the first
volume terminates.

A period, long in duration, and of vast im-
portance, is containcd ju the sceond volume,
which carries the parmtive of Scottish history
from the accession of King David, the thitd son
of St Margaret, in 1124, to the death of Brace
in 1329, after the grand achicvement of the
famous Treaty of Northampton, asd includes
among its chapters several treatiscs, according
to tho lucid and compreliensive arrangement
adopted by the author, which supply a complete
statement of the moral, material, aud economical
condition and progress of the kingdom during
the lapsc of two centuries, This volume js the
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most brilliant and tke most instructive of the
four, containing, as it does, several personal
<ketches of consummate interest, and dealing
with the most momentous periods of the politi-
eal and nationul history of Scotland, The plan
of the work is so thorough, thut as the historical
narrative progresses, as its larger, bolder out-
lines take form, and its great events of war,
conquest, victory, dynastic chagges, and politi-
cal relations are detailed, the building up of the
lody politic, the internal conditions of life, the
progress of the state, its statistics, its material
prosperity, the advance of Inw and liberty, the
growth of it institutions, all its interior inter-
ests and characteristicsare as carefully nareated.
They are kept apart, but the recital of them fol-
lows the nar ative of the great events which are
formally denominated history; and the two
«treams of information are combined when re-
sults have to be told, the rateof progress stated,
or epochs measured and defined,

The year 1309 saw Scotlind so far consoli-
dated as to be gotting into & place in European
diplomacy.  From that time forth, the distant
northern kingdom has a history whose events
have extraueous importance, and whose results
re-act upon the course of atfairs in the larger
and wider avena of the continent. 'The internal
condition of the country has been claborately
explained, the power and position of the church
tully defined, the spread and consolidation of so-
cial institutions and political nghts made clear,
before we reach the stirring narrative of the
glorious battle of Bannockburn, The following
passage is one of the most eloquent and spirited
in the book :

¢ Besides the inferiority of the victorious army,
Bannockburn is exceptional among battles by
the utter helplessness of the defeated. Thero
seems to have been no rallying-point anywhere.
There was enough of wmaterial 1o have made two
or three armies capable, in strong positions, of
making & troublesome stand, and at all re-
sults, ot good terms. But none of the parts of
that mighty host could keep together, and the
very chaos among tho multitudes around scems
to have perplexed the orderly ariny of the Scots.
The foot-soldiers of the English army seem sim-
ply to have dispersed at all points, and the Little
sl of them is painfully suggestivo of the wan-
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From the accession of David Bruce, when a
child of eight years old, to the accessivn of the
ill-fated Hougo of Stewart, the history of Scot-
land is complicated, momentous, and full of ro-
manticvicissitude, Mr. Burtow’s narrative,though
rapid und concise, is full, and eminently lucid
and satisfctory,  The Buliol drama succeeds
that of the Bruce, and we have the story of his
claimg, bis invasion, the battle of Duplin, the
English invasion, the battle of Halidon Hill,
Baliol’s successes and reverses, his homage done
for Scotland, the English invasion, and the re-
lief afforded to Scotland by its connection with
France, and the opening of a new field to the
restless English enterprise in that direction, A
portion of this stirring narrative over which the
reader feelg inclined to linger long, is that which
tells of the battle of Neviile's Crose, the capture
of King David, with its signal political eflects,
his ransom, and the sacrifices by which it was
effseted ; the swiftly following English inva-
s.cn, the desecration of the rehigious houses, and
the proceedings of the parlinment at this mo-
mentous period  King David died in 1370, and
was succeeded by his cougin Robert Fitz-Allan,
the High Steward, from whose office his dynasty
took the famous fatal name. Now Mr. Burton
is on better-trodden ground, and onc follows
him not indced with diminished interest, but
with less sense of strangeness, as he tells of a
splendid period in Scottish history : of the fa-
mous league with France, and the obstinate gal-
lunt strife with England—of the Percies, and
the Douglas—of the battle of Otterburn ; as he
rapidly sketches the history of the Highland
clans, and the battle of the North Inchof Perth;
as he tells tho story of the Duke of Rothesay
and Sir John Ramorey, and how the old king’s
younger son was taken by the English on bis
way to the protection of the French court, and
Albany’s ascendency was complete. In ths por-
tion of the work may be found a very interesting
and able sketch of the unfortunate Richard II.
of KEngland, and the notion popularly cntertained
that he was alive in Scotland long after lus re-
puted death, ¢ We must be content, says Mr.,
Burton, ¢ to accept of the affair as ono of the un-
solved mysterics of history. The populace of
L,ondon were, we know, invited to behold the
body of King Richard, publicly shewn to them

derers having to face the alternatbves—starva-
uon in the wilds, or death at the bands of the

in St. Pauls Cathedral,  Thus the statecraft of
the times leaves as the alternative, either that

peasantry., The cavaley fled right out towards | Heury of Lancaster produced a spurions dead
Fngland. Why men with English manhood | Richard in St. Paul's, or that Albany kept a

should have dono so, 18 & mystery. 1t was like
we Scripiero saying, that the wicked flec when
no man pursueth; for the little band of Scots
mounted men were far too small for pursuit, and
wuld not be let ioose by any prudent comman-
der among the vast mass of cavalry breaking
away. Perhaps this helplessness in flight may
be attributed to the command being taken oy
the king himself, with his utter incapacity for
the task. The only little gathering, out of the
dispersal of that huge army, scems to havo been
a body of five hundred knights whomitied round
the king, but it was only to attend bim in his
headlong fhght. To the Lothian peasant, the
mighty king of England galloping past like a
criminal flecing from justice, must have been o
sight not to be presently forgotten. The ki“!ﬁ
reached Dunbar, a fortress still in his o

hands, aund took shipping for Berwick. The
camp-npparel left behind by the fagitives made
a booty 80 extensive and so costly as to astound
its captors. Scotland, as we have seen, wag not
an abjectly poor country at the commencement
of the war, there cvidently was a considerable
body living in comfort; but the splendour then
coming into vogue in such countries a8 those
of France, Burgundy, and England, scems hard-
1y to have beca known in the land. The coatly
staffs and valunbles of many kinds found in the
English camp became long a tradition in Scot-
land ; indeed, the very articles themselves turn
up centuries afterwards, as remarkable posses-
sions,” Thero are records of many battles in
this book, but none to match with the great
victory of Banunockbarn, with which, the Scot-
tish dealings with the papal court, the death of

King Robert, and that of Douglas, while carry-

_purious live Richard in Scotland.’

The accession of the captive child-king, James
I., did but establish the power of Robert of Al-
bany more firmly, He really ruled Scotland
antil lug death, & period marked by the first be-
ginnings of the cruel religious persecution which
so Jong disgraced Christendom and belied Chris-
tianity, The history of the strfe between the
Highland and Lowland populations 13 very in-
tercsting, and Mr. Burton puts the famous battle
of Harlaw, largely celebrated in northern mins-
trelsy ana tradition, in a very new and striking
light. ¢TIt will bo difficnlt,” he says, ¢ to make
thosc not familiar with the tone of fecling in
Lowland Scotland at that time believe that the
defeat of Donald of the Isleg was felt as 2 more
memorable deliverance even than that of Ban-
nockburn. What it was to be subject to Eng-
land, the couutry knew, and dishiked, to be
subdued by their savage cnewmies of the moun.
tains, opened to them sources of terror of nn-
knowo character and extent.' One of the most
touching of historical romances is the story of
the young king's captivity in England, of the
training of him there, to be the chivalrous, poc-
tic, and yet practical man be was, of his mar-
ringe with Jane Beaufort, the fair White Roese
of Somerset. Of this marniage, in which policy
and inclination alike concurred, Mr. Burton
says: ¢ It was adestiny uncommon among kings
to fall in love with a fair anknown damsel ca-
sually scen, to wed her as tho one whose des-
cent marked her to the politicians as the proper
queen to bring with him to his kingdom; and
finally, to tell the story of kis love in sweet verso
worthy of a true poet.” So the young king, con-
cluding a seven gears truce with England, and
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his maintenance, of which they remitted a fourth
part as Jane Beaufort’s modest portion, took his
wife home, and was crowned at Scone with great
pomp in 1424, Very great internal progress,
in laws, in socinl usages, in military organisa-
tion, and in tho treatment of the poor, marked
the reign of James I. The Highlander: ~ere
again troublesome, and this time thoy defeated
Mar, the conqueror at Harlaw; bvt the king
made a great progress amongst his ¢ rebellers,’
and they submitted, and did him homage. Tho
Scottish alliance with France was cemented by
the marriage of the baby princess, first-born to
King James, with the Dauphin, afterwards Louis
Xi. The penceful and prosperous portion of
this reign contrasts strangely withits disastrous
and cruel end, With the murder of the king,
and the horrible fate of his slayers, the sad des-
tiny of their House, which so often placed 2
sceptre in baby fingers, and struck itby violence
from a strong man's grasp, was thencetorth upon
the Stewarts, and the history of Scotland, like
thut of France in the days of the Valois, is buta
succession of scenes in a long tragedy, some-
times brilliant, sometimes pitiful, but always
melancholy, '"I'he histors of the little king
is for some years rather that of cthers than
his own, but as it includes the story of the
risc of Crichton, the treacherous murdes of
the Douglas, and the grand story of the ele-
vation to power of thut superb House, told
in a tone of unusual warmth for Mr. Burton,
it does not lack individual interest. The re-
newed strife with England is doubly memorable
at this time, from the king’s accidental death at
the siege of Roxburgh. He was killed by the
explosion of one of the monster guns, bought in
Flanders by James L., but scldom used. Thus
ho ¢ dree’d the weird,” dying young, by a violent
death, and being succeeded by a child.

#1is noble widowed mother brought James11l.
to the spot, and urged on the sicge, which was
successful, and so Berwick was the last of the
English possessions on the north side of the
border. It is strange to think how, as tho years
were going over, and the blows of fute were fall-
ing heavily upon the Stewarts, as Scotland was
driviez away English encroachments, or reluct-
antly admitting Fnglish alliances, events were
steadily marching to the solution of it all, to the
tume when the crown of England was to fall by
night to a Scotush prince, 2nd the destiny of the
Stewarts was to cross the border in his train.
Unly a short chapter is devoted to Jawmes I1.;
but a glance at its contents reveals its impor-
tanc . Tha fate f the king's brothers, Mars
murder, and ath~ /'3 flight to France, the Eng-
lish intrigues, the tragedy of the Bridgo of Lau-
der, and the fight at Sauchicburn between tho
king and thie barons, which ended in the igrionsi-
nious murder of the king, fill up & story which
does not differ in strain or hue from those which
had preceded, or were destined to follow it.
Telling of the murder of tke king, Mr. Burton
says: ¢ Tins wretched business came to pass in
a place crowded with heroic memories. The
king fled over the field of Bannockburn, and
through his flight vonid ook upon that in which
Wallace had conquered Warenne.

The first years of the rcign of James IV, be-
held the Scottish monarchy in a position of
muct security. The king was married to an
English princess, Margaret Tador (a lady in
cvery way worthy of being sister to Heary
VIIL.), the league with Franco was maiatained
unbroken, Spain sought the alliance of Scotland,
and as Mr. Barton justly remarks: ¢ Heary VII.
was n pretty safe neighbour. Though he reign-
ed till tho natural end of his days, and founded
a dynasty, few reigns were mora precarionsand
uneasy than his. He had been glad, whea the
powerful Scotish king took up Perkin War-
beck’s cause, to secure his friendship by giving
him that dubious present, his daugbter ; and he
had enough to do to mind his own affairs after-
wards. Dauring tins period, tho ccclesiastical
history of Scotland is of the Gecpestinterest and
importance. With theaccession of Henry VIII.,
the face of affairs changed ; Henry went to war
with France, and Scotland must back her
ancicat atly. Besdes, Albany was ‘there, o

ing with bim the sovercign's heast, the second | paying that sharp pracusing na.on L.40,000 for | bullinnt intriguer, full of the spirit of lug adopt-

volume ends,
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cd country. Henry robbed Lis sister, the queen !
of Scotland, of jewels that were her right, and

James cunld not stand that tumely | su Scotland !
armed, and the spitits of the great League were
sgsured and buoyant, - How hard and sad it is
to read the story of Flodden Field, with all its
ghastly purtents, with all its gallant, uscless
deeds, with its grand seury of the splon lid hing,
who fell fighting in the front, happier than lis
fathers, though in fuilure and calnmity, sur-
rounded by the flower of Lis nobles, all hewn
down like him, and the hest and bravest of his
gallant army.  1le had brought trouble on his
kingdom by his fully, he wus a libertine, and
unwise ; he was eccentrie, nud not very royal in
his ways betimes, but there were none to remem-
ber all this when the gallant king of Scuts fill
a3 hie did in the hopeless battle. ¢ O what a
noble and trimnphant cournge wis thiy' says
the English chronicler of that fatal day., Mr.
Burton gives wmost interesting detaits of the life
and character of James IV, and cuncludes the

wards to tefuse a safescunduct to the queen ol“

Scuts.  The third volume terminates with the
estublishment of the queen-mother as her daught-
er's regent.

A liege purtion of the fourth volume i- de
voted to the history of the Reformation in Scot-
land, a subject which the wiiter treats ludidly,
labutiously, and in claburate detail, as he subse-
quently treats the material cunditivn of the
nation, literature, the universitics, the cconomi-
cal progress of Scotland, and the conditivn of the
arts.  When e bas bandled all these matters
in his exhaustive style, hie takes up the story of

her alungside the Havock. Our movements had
not been unnoticed in tho creek, Tuo Braves
were literally howling with rage, trumpets wero
braying, and the men, stripped for fighting,
were rushing about for their arng in the wildest
hurrs and confusion. Meanwhile no time was
lust in bringing our guns to bear; the ponder-
vus siaty-eight pounder trained slowly rouund,
received its charge, axd the Havock showed her
teeth,

We waited for the fieat volley, but our ugly
appearance seemed to damp their courage very
considerably, I have always noticed that ¢he

the queen of Scutlaud, queen-duwager of Frauce.

ool, deliberate way in which our gung are run

He tells it plainly, impartially, peclaps coldly, | out and loaded has an astouishing influence on
bat as it is o case in which alinust every readir | the Celestial miand, it is so different from their
is a partisan of one side or the uther of the many | furivus, bombastic way offighting, It was, per-
questions which it raises, never to be answered | haps, just as well for us thatthey did cool duwy,
to their true svlution or silencing, eacl will find | for there would have been more than eight hun.
in lis tone and temper what cach secks in it. | dred upposed to our forty men, whilst we had the
¢ at least points the wretdhod yneen's enemies | additional inconvenience of having just captured
asfairly as he paints herself, and dves not gluss | a larger number of the cuemy than our own

story of Flodden Field thus ¢ From other bat- | over their brutality. Tudced, the character of
tles, Scotland has suffered more unhappy politi- | Darnley has never been so well or faicly set
cal results, but this was the wost disastrous of | furth by any writer, nur has Mary ever had a
all in immediate 10s3.  As a calamity rather | more candid expositor of her wronga, Ile be-
than as u disgrace, it has ever been spoken of | lisves in the authenticity of ¢ the casket letters,
with 2 mournful pride for the unavailing de. | and therefore in the queen's guilt, which they
votedness which it called out. It was reported | gro tu prove, but hie places them apart, as it is
to the court of England, that of the Scots army | fuit tu do, and lets the reader see them in what
but one man of note—the Lord Home—remained | Nght his reason shews them in, not bringing
alive; and long afterwards it waa said that you | them in as aduatted evidence, after the fashion
could net point to a worshipful family in Scot- | of sume writers whu claim to be impartial,
langd that did not own a grave on Brankstoue | Only Buchauan, the most inveterate of those
Moor ' This time the heir was unborn, aud for | whu hunted down the queen, could have forged
many years Scottishindependence was lost. The § the letters, says Mr. Burton, but le did not.
des inies of the couniry under the nominal rule | Whu can assert that?  Is it outrageously im-
of e king®s posthumous child, James V', Lim- | possible, secing that he was of o sufliciently ua-
self des*ined to be the futher of a danghter whom | serupulously inventive turn, to furnish history

ship's company. Failing to perceive their ad-
vantage, they released the trading junk and
pushed her out into the stream, and our buats
soon towed lier alongside,

A boat was then sent in with a gentleman
named Doyle, who acted as interpreter for
Messrs, Dent and Company, to ofter to exchange
the mandarin junk and crew for the men who
had scized the trading junk, This they refused.
As it was now near suuset we shifted our posi-
tion farther out into the middle of the river, fur
it would have been most imprudent to have re-
mained withip pistol-shot of so numerous and
skilful an enemy throughout the darkness of the
night. The mandarin's retainers and crew now
transferred from their vessel to ours, and a search
was commenced for the mandarin himself, whose

!

hie wag never to see, the most hapless of her | with a whole gallery of mythical kings? Mr. | euphopious nawe, Wang, was emblazoned in
doomed line, were continually swayed by the | Burton dees nut sulve thie mystery , he does not,; huge charactors on all the banners and cvery-
Englishking  Queen Margaret's hasty marriage | silence the dispute, but lis stury of Queen thing else in the vessel, It scemed thatthis
with Angas—the Regency of Albany, whose | Mary's life is deeply interesting, and the suc-, Wang was the very gentleman that wo most
chicef anxiety, whenever he was out of France, | ceeding volumes ot his work will In lovked for ; wanted, for Le was the general in command of
was to get back there as soon as possible—the | with impatient expectation. this division of the army.

unserupulous villainy of Henry VII.—the — All the doors of the cabin were strongly bac-
strange, but, on the whole, estimable character red up from the inside, and for atime defied our
of the Scottish king —tbe gallant and patriotic attempts to cnter. ‘¢ Now, we have you, Ge-
resistance of the Scottish lords to the robbery i peral Wangt " ag the door burst open, and, ac.
aud guile of Henry and the English party (con- companied by another officer and Doyle, I tushed
duct in which Mr~ Froude discovers truc states- | in. Judgo of our astonishment when, instead
manship, as clearly as he espies enlightenced | QYOME five years ago 1 wus serving in Her | of the old mandarin skulking in a corner in a
morality in the king’s domestic relations)—and Majesty’s gunboat Havuch, stativued un the | state of abject terrur, as we had expucted, we
the carcer of Beaton, handled by Mr, Burtun | coast of China. We had been sent to Hanhow, | found two of the loveliest girls and  the
with scrupulous fairness, contrasting remarkably | an important trading-place some six hundred | ugliest old woman that it is pussible to imag-
with the English historian's metbod, bring the | miles inland on a large river, 1o protect the mer-| jue-

reader to the verge of that portion of Scuttisl | chants resident there from the incursions of the The elder girl stood up boldly, her fine face
history which has the same sort of irresistible, | Celestials, who regarded the ¢ fureign devils, ” | white with rage, and her lustrous black ejes
inexbaustible interest which attaches to the first | as they called us, with considerable disfasour. | flashing and giving full eflcct to the volley of
French Revolution,  When James V', ¢ weary | No sooner bad the gunboat been absent fura few | cucses that she hissed at us through her whits
of spirit and iufirm of mind," died at Cacrlave- | days, settling some disturbances further down, and firmly  elenched teeth,  She  was
rock, after the affair of Solway Mess, 14th De- | the river, than the Hankow merchants got into | indced a beaatiful girl—such a profusivn of
cember 1542, the people grieved for him as ¢ the 'trouble. It appeared that an army of cight | glussy black bair, such firmly pencilled cyebruws
King of the Comnnnns,” and ¢ the People’s Puet,” | hundred Braves, or Imperial soldiers, had pass- | strougly arched, and, in her calmer muments,
and the nobles and statesmen, the churchmen | ed down the river in a fleet of bouts, and, fiudiag | such a sweet little red mouth. Her figuro was
and the army, looked gloowily into the future, | themselves inconveniently crowded, had seized good, her bands, too, were of the smallest, and
charged with the destinies of a girl-babe, cne | and made off with onc of Messrs, Dent and; fingers the most delicately tapered, whilst ber
week old  Tn her perean, the traditional alli- | Company's large roomy trading junks. Having, feet must bave been to a Chinaman something
ance was donbly nssured ; the blood of the Guises | been put in possession of these facts, we, maddening, they were so incredilly small. The
was io her veios, and she was an obje_1 of great | immediately gt up steam and weat in pursait. | dress that she wore suited her admirably , it was
political importance at home and abroad. Henry | Two bour's bard steaming with the swift cur- i of a rich dark purple satin, lined with white fur,

MRES. WANG.

—

AN ADVENTURE IN CHINESE WATERS,

would have betrothed the infant queen to his
son Edward; but the determined hatred of
England eptertained by the Scottish nation vut-
did all bis craft, after long negotiation, and an
elaborate, ineffective treaty. Then came more
fighting, but no great result, and then we bave

rent brought us up with them. The fleet had
anchored in the mouth of o creck and there,
sure enough, was the trading junk towering
above thum all. \We came to an anchor off the
mouth of the creck in such & position that noth.
ing could escape us.

and embroidercd round the edges with gold and
bright colours. .

Cluse behind her stood the other girl. She
was apparently a year or so younger, and wasa
faint reflcction of her companion. She in the
bud was the promise of as fuir a flower as the

l

!
|
|
]

Just at this time a very stately-looking man. ' other, and was wounderfully pretty. Her dress
darin junk was coming dowa the river with great | was not so magnificent as her sister’s —for they
parade, and making for the entrance of the, evidently were sisters—but was still exceed-
creek. A crowd of men were rowing hier vcry‘ ingly bandsome. She, though in very great
swiftly, avd enormous banners floated from her terror, seemed to have unbounded confidence in
mast-head, whilst a profusion of gaudy flags' lier elder sister, to whom she clung as though
ing, with Freachassistance, the English off their } trailed in the water from the spears that were | for protection. The old woman sat muttering
soil ; and the little queen, despite an English | thickly planted around her bow and stern The ! in the corner, and groaned out the direst impre-
attempt to kidnap ber, was safely conveyed to; gong that bad been clanging furiously suddealy | cations on us and our fathers before us, but of
the country in which she was to pass the only ; ccased as our two boats dashed alongside a.udl these, since they amused her without affecting
happy years of her doomed, persecuted life. | wo boarded her. After a short scuflie we were| us, wo took no notice.  She would have been at
Mary of Guise made one visit to France, and | in full possession of the vessel, almost before the | any time ugly enough, but her impotent rage

the story of Arran's Regency, during which the
author turns aside from the weary, ceascless
chronicle of armed strife, to the more momen-
tous tumult of religious disturbance, and the
fierce influx of the Reformation movement into
Scotland  Still, the Scotch were busy in driv-

saw her young daughter once more, when Ed | crew had recovered from their fiest surprise.
ward VI. did ber great hor--=: as she passed | We now torned the junk's head round, and made
through England, where Ehzabeth was after-, the rowers get their long sweeps out and pull

I

now rendered her doubly hideous, Wesearched
overy part of the vessel but were unable to find
Wang. It appeared that he had indeed como
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down in the junk, but during the hurey and
confusion of the capture, had managed to jump
overboard aund get away,

As I have said, wo were accompanied by
Doyle, and by his aid we began a conversation
with Mrs, Wang, with a view to pacifying her
and the other ladies. At first she was frantic,
and would listen to nothing, but gradually she
becamo more reasonable,

Here it is necessary to digress slightly to say
a little about Duyle, for otherwiso his interpreta-
tion of the conversation would appear eccen-
tric,

Duyle was & man why had been educated for
a missionary, had mastered the Cliinese language
solely with that object, and had commenced his
duties in China. He was a good fellow on the
whole, but a very peculiar one, and his storics
savoured strongly of the Munchausen school.
Every one in China knew Doyle and his storics.
Bat the peculiarity with which we bave to deal
was somowhat amusing. In iuterpretating or
relating any conversation, ho invariably repre-
sented overy one as producing sentences with
“ Look here,” and it was droll to hear him inrest
overybody with this his idiosyncracy. As, for
isstance, in our couversation with this lady,
which ran thus :—

« Now, Doyle, tell her not tou be afrawd, for
she shall not be molested in any way."

After & deal of talking e manages to muhe
her understand this, but she evidently does nut
believe & word of it, autl so we ask Doyle what
shie says.

«Oh,” he replies, “ she says, « Lok bere, why
do you come here, yout red-haired barbarians ?
You will not dare to touch me, the wife of s
Excellency Wang. Thers are my handmaidens,
take them if you will, but immediately quit my
centro chamber. ”

 And so then,” satd Duyle, ¢ I replied, « Louvk
here, we respect your ladyship’s must excellent
greatness, aud we will do nothing that shall Le
uapleasant to you nor to your ladies, ”

¢ Well Doyle, and then?”

“YLook here,” he answered. ¢ She is still very
abusive, for this is what she said to me in reply :
¢ Look here, you white-faced dog, who alone ap-
pear to understand the flowery language.  Say,
what further insult will you offer me ? Teil
me, where is my Lord Wang?  Have you killed
him, or do you reserve bim for the tseen tsee ¥
Tiissigmfies  tbe thousand cuttings,” the mode
of executing state critninals. They are tied to
stakes, and slowly backed to preces he execu-
tioners contriving, with lorrible ingenuity, to
defer the fatal stroke as long as possible.

« And s0,” he continued, “ I said to her, ¢ Look
here ; we do not fight with pretty women, and
ag for Wang, he has deserted you and escaped,
but you will doubtless sce him befure the end of
this moon.’ ?

Tins conversation continued for some time,
much 1n the same strain, but occasionatly inter-
rupted by & prolonged howl from the old woman
in the corner.

Having thus endeavoured, with bat little suc-
cess, to reassure these unbappy ladies, wo re-
turned and attended to our other prisoners.
They wero huddled together on the quarter-
deck, vanly trying to keep themselves warm, for
the night wind was very cold. At first they
were 10 & great state of terror, but now scemed
more resigoed to the horrible fate that they had
no doubt was to await them.

Sails were brought to cover them, but these
they vigorously rejected, thinkiog that we meant
to smother them. With great difficulty, and to
their vast astonishmeat, they were made to un-
derstand that our only object was to make them
comfortable and not to torture them. Treat-
went such ag this they bad never heard of cap-
tives receiving, still less could they believe it
possible at tho hands of the West devils, who
are naturally consid .re o be seven times more
raalignant than devi’ sz wont to be.  When at
last they did uaderstand our motives, it was
pleasant to see how gratefully they stowed them-
sclves away under tho sails.

1then sens fora stiff glass of grog and offered
1t to thom, telling them that it was the ¢ yung
8hoo,” the foreign twwine. Until they saw mo taste

] ]
it no onc would touch it, and then ono ventured, | refused to work, and the ladies could get no-

He wasdelighted ; his little black eyes twinkled
and opened wido with astonishment.
was passed round, and they all said,
goud, it is good , his Foreign Lxcellency's wine
13 very good.”

About this time a buat was seen approaching |
through the darkness.  The seatries haled, and
the men ia the boat aunswered, according to |
Duyle, # Look here; we want to come along- I
side, wo have sometbing of importance to com- §
municate.” Three or four miserable-looking i
Chinamen came on board, and this is Doyle's
account of his conversation with them. .

¢+ Look here,’ said I'; ““what do you want?' |

“ And they said, * Louk here; we are the men |
who took the furcigners' junk, aad we have come |
tu give ourselves up to you in vrder that the
geueral's vessel way be released.' " {

“¢ Look here, Ireplied, ® you are not the
men. [ don't believe a word you have said.‘
Why have you endeavoured thus to deceive lus
Foreign Excelleacy ? l

« ¢ Ql, great teacher, bo nut tvo angry with
us,' they answered. ¢ For lovk here, we are not
indeed the nien who stole the junk. We are
simply poor rice-planters who live on youder
bank, and the Braves came to us and said, Look
here , if you will nut go on board that barbarian
ship we wall kill you and your wives and child-
ren, and burn your furms and lay waste your
ficlds., And sowe touk counsel together amongst
ourselves, and we said, Look here; it will be
better for us to trust ourselves in the hands of
the chicfs of the grent English nation, for they
can but take ourlives, and if we refuse to go
our wives and children will be murdered too.
Nouw, therefore, we bescech you, Ob, ever-to-be
venerated teacher, ask his Foreign Excellency
not to deal too hardly with us.’

& And so I said, ¢ Why, luvk here, as you
certaunly are not the men who took the junk,
you may go. Whenr you get on shore, go to the
chicefs of the Braves, and say to them, Liook here;
these foreiguers are wise beyond measure, their
cyes are as hawks' eyes, and it is useless to
practice deceits.  Send oft no more false messen-
sengers, for it will avail you nothing.'”

These poor fellows were overjoyed at their
escape. The Braves could hardly have been a
blessing to them.  In about an hour some more
men came with the very samestory.  They were
soon found out, and allowed to return with a
simtlar message. Durning the night & third came,
with n like result, this ume, however, the story
had been varied a little.

On the foltowing morning & fighting boat wus
coming down the niver to join the fleet. It was
determmed to intercept her. With this object |
we weighed anchor aud stood in close to the
mouth of the creck, where we stupped, aud man-
ned and armed boats. We remained close along-
side hudden by the gunboat, untl the repurt of
onc of the huwitzers gave us the signal to start,
The fighung jank then being wathun easy dis-
tance, we were quickly alongside her, and with-
out much dafficuity we made vurselves masters
of the vessel. She was brought alongside, her
crew transferred, and o search of the vessel was
made, Wo were in luck again, for there was
haif-a-muliion of copper cash on board. Thus,
1t appeared, was for the pay of the army.

W then returncd to Hankow with our prizes
1 tow, and restored the merchant's juk to her
owners; the other tivo, with the prisoners, we
kept for about a weck. ] )

Every morning and cvening we visited the
ladies to ask if they wanted anything. At fiest
they were as wild as possible, and Mrs. Wang |
used frequently to stact up and call out 1 a
commanding tone, * Yo, there, guards, tako
away these barbanans!® but by degrees they
got tamer, and a circumstance occurred which
made usall great friends.  After thus we nsed to |
supply her with wine, lond ber illustrated books, |
and amuse her with our cpaulettes, gold lace,
swords, and everything clse that wo could think
of.

The circumsiance to which I bave alluded was
this : One day the ladies complained that they
were very unwell. It scemed that since their
lord and master had deserted, the sarvants all ]

y mongy 1 this way from the ladics.
mistaken, however,

disposed of by sending for them and explaining

thing cooked, and they were consequently in a

The glass | very low condition simply from want of food.
‘1t i3 | This deficieney of course was speedily remedied,
and then wo set ourselves to find out all the cir-

cumstances of the case. The servants evidently
thought that they would cxtort large sums of
They were
The matter was summarily

to them that in consequence of their gross mis-
bebaviour we had determined on beheading
them all,

It astonished us no hittle to see their calin re-
signation when they received their sentence.
They sunply saud, ** Well, if you will, you must 1
or sometlung of that sort, I never could have
behieved theirstoicism to bo possible, and should
always bave thought that they doubted the sin-
cenity of our purpose, had I not seen their frantic

Joy when they wero told that they would be

allowed another chanco of life, provided they
returned to their duties; they were as though
tuey had veritably arisen from the dead, and we
hiad been the authors of the change. Suffice it
to say that their gratitude knew no bounds, and
there were 1o more complaints,

When it was reported that the men who wero
unplicated in the junk’s scizure had been deli-
vered up and punished, the two imperial vessels
and their crews were released.

Uur men had fraternised very considerably
with their Celestial brother-sailors—so much
80, indeed, that on leaving the ship they were
so drunk that their efforts to row their vessels
to the land were truly ridiculous.  *

We parted from the ladies with much regret,
for I, for one, had learned the truth of tbe old
adage, ** Dum capimug capimur.” They took
with them many rementoes of their captivity
mongst the fierce Western barbarians, and with
other things, [ bope, tholesson that the ¢ foreign
deval 7 15 not so black as he is painted.

THE IRON SATE.

' Qur Burgumaster needs a safo to koep
The charters and the archives of the city,
Like that I finished for tho emperor,
When he went forth on his Italian wars,
To hold thoe rare insignia of the crown.
Though 1 am old, and thrift hath made mo rich,
Yet for the honour of our noble craft
1 gavo my word to undertako the work.
Hark, Kaspar, stout of heart, but weak of will,
I kuow that thou canst do it woll as I,
And I would prove thiee as I provo my locks;
A month I give thee—if 'tis deftly doue,
She shail be thine, aund thou sbalt be my son.”
Thus spako the master-smith of Nurcmburg—
Hans Eisenfest—well-skilled to mako and break
All save a promiso to a customer,
But yesterday a fair Franconian kmight,
Iiarl, son of Romadin von Hohenstein,
I1ad pressed her father for his Lottchen’s hand;
And though he rodo away with angry spur
To fecl ns graco trumped by & guildsman’s pride,
He sworo he would return with noxt now moon.
Jiaspar, tho journoyman, was dumb—2a lad,
In days when towns and baroas had their wars.
As strong as Vulean, and as straight as Mars:
But better loved ho sword-aund-buckler play,
And shooting with the cross-bow at the butts,
Ang, less for liquor than good-followship,
Tho Golden Eagle, than his jron trade.
So Kaspar idled, but as time woro on,
Better than cross-bow, sword-and-buckler play,
Or Golden Eagle, golden Lottchen pleased,
Tho child who onco had sat upon his knee,
\Vhen she would sit upon his kneo no more.
Aud i{aus loved Kaspar well, nor trusted all,
So waen he pleaded, met with banter cold,
That locks of steel must win the locks of gold,
And he would give bis daughter safo to keep,
Alone to bim who could make treasure safo.
Tho wecks passed on, but Kaspar mutely wrought,
All day, save measurcd minutes, lost to sight,
For with the first morn ¢ 10 Lenten fast
His term of graceshouldend. Shrovetide was come,
The folk was merry with the carnival,
And he and Lottchen kept tho houso alons;
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It was the hour before the midnight elume
Whon Lotchen hea:d his voiee, ** Come, see thw
work!"”
e led hier down a stair to where beneath
‘tho workshop lay a vault,—the work was there, —
A goudly press, with front of polished steel,
Without a chink, save where a canning tongue
(iave entrance to the key. They scanned it well—
‘The lanternight revealed nor fault no tlaw
In back or front; * but I will look within,”
Suid Kaspar; ‘¢ for tho master never slurs
Tho hidden work, nor may one cheat hiseye.””
And then hie stepped within and searched it o'er
wWath raised or lowered light, and shut the door,
L'roving tho hasps and springs; fond Lottchen
turucd
The key it sport-=too witling shot tho bolt—
 Ah, 1 have limed my roving bird at last! "
‘I'hen struck with sudden fear, she woule unlock,
BBut could not move the Key; then trembling more
She passed a filo as lever through the rivg,—
The key broko in the wards. * Help, tather, help?*?
sheshrieked, ** or Kaspar dies—1"ve killed my love,”
HBut Kaspar muemured low, * Quick, Lottchien, run,
And seek thy father mid the carnival,
Aod bid him bring his tools and ope tho door,
He only can.”  She durted to the street
And wildly sought her father to and fro
Among the masks and mumners; when she looked
At Turk, or Greek, or bright-cyed Blachamoor,
er gace was paid with compound interest.
Or from the muzzle of some moustrous beast
Strango compliments came gruflly to her ears;
At last o Sultan caught her in tus arme,
« Bismillab, thou art mine, and by tlus kiss,
‘Flie loveliast odalisque in my serai!”
Felled by the hugo paw of a Polar Bear,
‘The Sultass loosed the maid,
“My Lottclion here,
Barefuced among the maskers?”
* Father, dear,
Come home this instant! Come, or Kaspar dies!”

Meanwhile to Kaspar in that airless shirine

Minutes were years; i vain he groped and peored.
s Mocked by tho creature of my hand! poor fool!

The lock’s a miracle of workmmanship,

‘Thoe screws as fast as deatl; oh, horrible!

Thus at thoe threshold of my heavento die!”

Then bent s brawny back against tho door;

But weight and force could move it not a line,

And then his breath came hard, and on his brow

Cold damps broke out,—low burued the lamp and

10w,

Thon fluttered futo darkness. Now he plies

Flint, steel, and tinder. There's a spark! a match!

‘Tho sulpi.or kindles into jets of blac,

But on the dead wick powerlessly expires,

And leaves tho vold Infect with breath of hell.

And then he gasped and swooned.

¢ Say, dost thou live,
My Kaspar?” heard he true? then she 13 there,
Her father surely follows with his tools.
" 1fc comes, my Kasper: oh, that lie were hiero?”
Sho had not seen that wien shie broke away,
‘That Sultan, by the sudden buffot stunned,
Had come to ife, and gained the Yolar Bear,
Aad in a moment bareed his path with steel.
Then thero was parry, thrust and counter-thrust,
Tatl the impatience of the veteran smith
Struck down his guard and pinned him to tho wall.
'« Ho* lights, and help to lift a wounded man.
1 ¢t not 60 fast—he groans—straight to mny house!"

* My Lottchen, 'twill be over soon. I choko

In brimstone fumes. The foul fiend—"'
* Kasper, fi. !

‘Thou art not wont to pray, but pray with me,
As [ to Mary, thou to Mary's son,
That help may come, or if not help, that I
May dio with theo in prayer, and sav *by soul.”
So she knelt down without, and he w.hin;
But as lie dropt on his right knee, he felt
The blunt impression of an inplement
‘That lay upon the floor. **Olt! Heaven be pratsed,
A chisel!* ho cried. Fcar lent him sieight of hand,
Hope just enough of lifo to drasw tho screws,
Down dropt the lock, the door wide open flew,
And Lottchen caught him fainting tn her arms,

What mean those lights and volces in the house!
The master meets them,— Safe andsound, 'tis woll,
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Lottchen with Kaspar tell your tale anon;

But here's a mask who would not let me pass,
And much 1 fear I've pricked him in the hmg."”
They laid that Sultan on a bed, and then—
Unmashed tho Junker KKarl von Hohenstein,

The 2:amo who sworo 10 come with next new mouvn.
They sprinkled his wan face, then came the leech
And felt the pulse; the hurt wan oped his ¢y es,
And sadly smiling, * 1 have kept my vow.

1 swore I would return with the new moon,

1 thougl t o win hier by fair means or foul,

And in that thought I tonlly wronged the fair.

1 was unworthy,—but tho leech may go,

And feteh the priest, and when tho priest is come,
He may perform two oflices in one,—

Shrive my poor soul, and jolu their loved hands,”

Thus Lottehen came to keep her Kaapar's keys,
But never trifled with bis locks again.
GEORGE CARLESS SWAYKE.

TIE GOLDSMITII'S APPRENTICE.

A (ALE OF ST. PETERSEURG IN 1796,

NT. PrreasuurG was in consternation; for the
Czar had that morning degraded his fuvou-
rite Cabinet Minister, and sentenced him to exile
in the mines of Siberia.  Connt S——had been
the emperor's most honest adviser ; and, with the
esception of a few persons who detested him for
his sincerity and his improviousness to a bribe,
was universally beloved by the people.  His fall
therefore came on them like a thunderbolt ; the
more so, as no assiguable cause for his degrada-
tion could be hazarded.

Even the Count himself was astounded. Accus-
tomed as hic had been to the wayward caprice of
a despotic ruler, and knowing that in the eyes
of such, even the honestest action may be con-
structed into a treasonable design, hestill felt the
consciousness that he had everserved his country
faithfully, and to the best of his ability, and
therefore felt that bis degradation was as unjust,
as his sentence was crucl, But it was not so
much for himself that he grieved. He bad been
a widower many years, and of all his children
none were left to him save one daughter, Katinka,
the flower of his old age, It was for her that he
felt heart-broken.  She was tue cause that his
tears flowed fast down his furrowed cheeks, and
that his silvered head was bowed down to the
ground.

« If I were guite alone in the world, it would
matter little; there are not so many years in
store for me,” he muttered to himself,

 But, dear father,” said a soft veice in hisear;
« you are not alone, and wilt not be alone. Sce!
there is even yet a bright spot among the dark
clouds overhead ;" and with these words, his
daughter placed in his hand a royal mandate
which empowercd the cxile to take with him his
daughter and a servant into baoishment.

¢ XMy child ! what have you done ? you sacrifice
your young days amoug those bleak and barren
steppes! No—no, it cannot be.”

But we will draw a veil over the out-pourings
of the fathor's and daughter’s hearts.  Suffice it
only to say, that Katinka by her tears and en-
treaties at last wrung a reluctant consent from
heyl father that she should accompany hua into
oxile,

¢ But whom shall we take with us?" she ask-
ed presently, in & cheerful and confident veoice,

¢ You may well ask, whom ?” ho answered
sadly—* you will not find on¢ among all my
dependants who would follow in my service. No
—no," be added, with 2 tinge of sarcasm, ¢ they
will prefer to quaff the tokay of my rival succes-
sor, to drinking the icy cold water of Jemsei.”

With o confident step Katinka sped away on
her errand, feeling sure that some one at least
among the numerous dependants of the family,
who owed fortunc, fame, and may be life to her
father, weuld now be willing to show his grati-
tude by accompanying him in hig dreary exile.

In a humble cottage on the outskirts of the
city an J1d man was knecling before an inago of
his patron saint. But his devotions were distur-
bed by alond knocking at the door, which he
arose from his bended kunecs to open, It was his
only child—his son Feodore.

{(July D)

—_—

“ I it then teue, my father, that our beloved
master s sentenced to banistment; nad that he
iz to set ont to-morrow 7°

© Alazx 1 my son—it is too true!”

« Aud will the city, the nobility, the towns.
people, look on in silence while the beneluctor
of their country is cast out from home and
hearth 7” inquired the youth impotnously. ¢ And
what is to become of his duughter " he resumed,
not waiting for any answer, * and who is to ac-
compauy hit into his banishment?’

Just then the door of the cottage opencd, and
Katinka herself stood before them.

« Guod Nicholas " she vegan, addressing the
old man, “are none of my futher's servants here 7

¢ None, noble lndy ”

¢ Alas! then are wo forsaken indeed ! But to
chink that not onc of those who used to kneel
down before him, and call him their suviour, can
te found ready and witling to ofter hiw this lasy
service b

% What!” interrupted the old man, ¢ do you
mican, noble lady, to say, that they could {ollow
him but witl not?”

¢ Fven so,” was the sad reply.

¢ Then will 11" and he knelt down oefore the
young girl, and respectfully Kkissed her hund,
« Then will I, old as { be, with the help of my
patron saint St. Steplien, share evil nud good
with him, For twenty ycars have I lived under
him in this cottage. Here I married, and hence
[ carried ont my wife when strack dowa by fever.
Yes! I will follow him '"®

¢ Nay, good fricnd,” replied Katinka, ina tone
of gratitude ; ¢ you are too old—too infirn to
undertake sucll a toilsome journey. I did not
refer to you. No! your age and fuiling strength
would prove o burden rather than a comfort te
myj father.”

“ Truc! lady, I forget that,” interrupted the
old matt; * but [ will go out myself and spenk
with the ungrateful hinds.”

i [t scems derogatory to my fathee's honour
to have to ask twice,” auswered the lady, proudly.
 Maybe, I yet may beable to find one, suflicient-
1y miserable to consider it no further addition to
his misery to follow my futher, thougl it be into
exile.”

# Yes—surely you will find one,” now cried
Feodore, emerging frow the corner of the room
where he had been standing, unperc:ived by
Katinka. ¢ 1 will go! you do not remember e,
lady, but he,” pointing to his fathor, ¢ will bemy
guaranteo that [ speak truly and from my heart.”

¢ I not know youn, Feodoro!” exclaimed Kat-
inka; ¢ think you I can so readily forget bim
who saved my life from drowning when but a
child? And you will accompany us?”

% Yes, lady, that will he,” said Feodore's father,
answering for him, ¢ Io will discharge his new
duties as faithfully as he has his old ones.”

 Then may God and all his saints bless you
both!” exclaimed Katinka, as hier tears fell fust
down her cheeks. A hectic blush passed over
the young mau’s face as he knelt down on one
knee and fervently kissed the hem of the lady’s
dress.

¢ My son,” said the old mau, when the two
were once more alone; ¢ you havo said you will
go with him, and you havesaid welland nobly.”

¢ With bim, father?" isterrupted Feodore.
¢ Did shonol say ¢withus’? Docs pot sho then
accompany the Count into exile 2”

“ Yes, truly | but it is a great sacrifice you
have made ; and yet my loss is ten times great-
er;” and the old man wept bitterly,

“Us! yes, shosaid ‘us'i” continued Feodoro,
beedless of his father’s tears.

Just then a man entered with a request that
they should at onco repair to the palaco of the
Count, & request which they immediately oboyed.

¢ My children,” said the Count a3 they onter-
ed tho apartment, *I have seat for you to learn
from your own lips whether it is truo what my
daughter bas just told me. For no one ghall
sacrifice himself for me against his own will.
Let mo then hear, good Nicholas, firat from your
lips, whether your son's determination to accom-
pany wme into exile meets with your sanction 77

¢ Yes, gracious master, the lad is but discbarg-
ing his duty; and oven though nono aro left to
tend my dyiog bed, I bless him for it
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“ And you, Feodore,” resumad the Count, turn-
ing to the young wman, “pause, refloct well,
Youare leaving life, a good position, wealth, an
aged and beloved father, for a living death, o
miserable existence —for slavery. Better stay
with him! What, no! Then accept my thanaa
—my blessing—for your noble conduct. See,
my fricndg, lot us drink together, us three, a part-
ing goblet,” and with theso words he filled & sil-
ver beaker with sparkling wine, and handed it
to Nicholns,

“To the duefulfilinent of your dutics, my son,”
said the old man, turning towards Feodore, as he
drained the goblet to the dregs,

Again the Qount filled it, and handed it to
Feodore ; who, sinking on his knees and raising
tho cup aloft, said in solemn tones—.

% [n the name of tho Ioly Trinity, I swear to
be o truo and faithful secvant to you and your
daughter.”

“ Then to-morrew at day-break I rob you of
your dearest treasure & earth, old friend,” said
the Connt, nuck moved at the aflecting scene,
“ Till then, farewell! I have much to arrange.”

When the father and son had onece more re-
turned to their humble dwelling, Feodore, who
bad been wrapt in deep thought, suddenly ex-
claimed—

# You are witness, iather, that [ consented to
follow them before sho said fus did I not ?”

¢« Doubtless; but why this question? it was
not the daughter surely you would follow 7"

“ BEnough, enough! you are witness that I
pressed the thorn to my bosom before T perceived
that there was a rose budding on its stem.
Alas, futher, I love hert?

% You dream, Feodore,” replicd his father,
amazed ; * remember, though in Siberia, she will
still be n countess, and you but a goldsmith's
apprentice. Beware, lest you chango her father's
blessing into a curse; yours she can never be.”

 Mino!” answered Feodore, amazed; ¢ how
can you think I ever presumed so far? To live
for her, to die for her, will be my highest hap-
piness.”?

» * . .

A strange and awful occurrence took place
that night in St. Petersburg. When the sun
aroso the next morning, its rays shono on
Emperor Paul's murdered body. Of course, in
the tumult that ensued but little hiced was given
to the fulfilment or revocation of the late Czar's
commands. There was a new master to please
now ; even Count S—— forgot his own sorrows
in the whirl of cxcitement. That very day he
was summoned to appear at court: he obeyed,
and to his surprise, instead of finding that his
sontenco of banishment was to be carried into
cffoct, the Emperor bade him draw near, and
graciously offéred his hand to kiss. The Count's
colourless lips trembled as they touched it, for
1t geemed just as if a bloodstain were upon it.

" You will remain in my service, Count??
asked Alexander, courteously.

¢ Gracidus sire, I trust you will pardon me.
Yesterday [ was an old man; but the last night
has added many years to my age. With one
foot already in the grave, my only wish is to
seal¢ for peace. I would fain, with your royal
permission, rotire to my country estate, there to
await the bour which cannot bo far distant.”

¢ Your wish:is grauted. But i3 thero naught
else I can do? you have but to ask.”

« If 1T might venturo, to ask a boon,” replicd
tho Count, I would beg your Majesty to sanc-
tion the union of my ddughter with—Feodore
Solkow, the—the goldsmith’s apprentice.”

The Ewperor raised his eyes in astonishment,
as ho regarded the Count, who still remained
kneeling.

« A strange request, Count. Reflect on the
different conditions of the young people 1"

& Pardon me, gracious sirg,” interrupted the
Count; ‘though of ‘hurible origin, he is noble
at heart, and ddservos this, aye, and moro than
this, from me. When »*¥ the world turned their
backs on me, when the batterflies of fashion
that had fhitted in my 3dlons, and had professed
thef¢ willingneds to go thtdugh fire and water
to gain if It were but an approving word from
my deughters lips==whtn amongst all my de-
pendants inot- onerwas willing. ‘to- shhro: thejr

macstor's fate, this youth came forward ; he gave
up all for me, What I had thought to sce ac-
complished on tho banks of the Jenisei, I now
pray your Majesty may ho cclebrated in this
your royal city.”

“ Bo it so,” nuswered the BEmperor, waving
his hand,

Next day Katinka and Feodore kneeled to-
gothier at the altar of the Orthodox Cliurch of
Russia as man and wife.

“WHO HATII BEGOTTEN TIIE
DROPS OF DEW ?”

JOB. XXNViff, 28,

1.

Wno hath begotten the drops of dow?

Tell, if you can, tho talo of their birth;

Have tho starg from heaven come down to woo

Tho flowers, the beautiful children of earth?
1.

Who hath begotten tho drops of dew?

Hiavo angels oponca the pearly doors,

Aud, leaving their streets of golden hue,

Blessed with their footsteps our grassy floors?
I,

Who hatls begotten the drops of dew?

Doth not each orb in its bosom bear

Ruby and topaz and sapphiro bluo

Aud all thecolours that angels wear?
v,

Who hath begotton the drops of dew?

Are thoy thie tears of the saints abovo,

Returned to visit tho scenes thoy know,

And to whisper in droaws to the fricnds they love?
v.

Who hath begotten the drops of dow?

Who, tho gooid that in all things lics?

Who, the primal beauty that grew

Into myriad forms jn Paradiso?
VI

Who hath begotten the drops of dew?

Tell, If you can, tho talo of thofr birth;

Are they not, children of men, like you,

Sons of the Lord of Heaven and Earth?

Joux Reave.

CIVILISATION.

R. FROUDE has just published two
volumes of what he calls * Short Studies
on Great Subjects.” Sowme of them are lectures,
somo review articles, and all of them arc exceed-
ingly interesting—in {-et, what we might have
expected from so aceom-.ished o writer. They
arc not only intercsting, but they seggest agreat
many practical questions which it weould be bet-
ter for all of us to try to answer. Among the
rest, thoy suggest these questions: Are we real-
ly any better than our fathers? Is the progress
of which we are constantly boasting, a real pro-
gress, or only & sham progresa? Are we in
fact, and ou the average, a3 brave, or even as
clever, ag the people who lived in the time of
Queen Elizaboth? Some of us, no doubt, are,
in some respocts, agroat deal cloverer. Nobody
in Queen Elizabeth’s reign could have sent &
telegraphic message from London to Dublin, or
travelled from Liverpool to New York in a fort-
night. The troops of Queen Bess were notarm-
ed with necdle-guns; and even her cannonw-
what tho Scoteh called the # Queen of Englaud's
peacemakers ”—would be considered mere oys
in modern warfare, But it is surely obvioas
that, though it needsa very clever man to invent
a telegraph, a very commonplace man may
work it; and whon you have once got your
steam-engine, a coward may get to New York
as quickly as a hero.

Mr. Froude seems to think that we are a poor
degencrate race ; that we are not at all brave;
and that our boasted progress congists chiefly of
a great increase of material comfort, For this
he thinks that wo have had to pay a very heavy
price.  So much is done for us that wo scarcely
kaow how to do anything for ourselves. Ifany

of us were thrown upon s desert island,we should

————

die of starvation, becauso wo should never bo
able to light a fire for want of a lucifer match,
All our self-reliance, having been rendered un-
necessary by the innumerable sppliances of me-
chanical skill, has becorme starved and dwarfed,
liko the wings of those virds who never take the
troubte to fly,

Pe:haps we are bettec than Mr, Froude thinks
we are, but it is most certain that the growth of
civiiisa.'on i3 by no meane an unmixed good.
it may increase the general average of comfort;
it may even obliterate the grosser forms of vico;
it will unquestionably lessen thoso cruolties
which arc loathsome and disgusting; but, on
the other hand, it will leave far less room for
individual superiority—for the force of personal
character. The commerce of Euglaud now is
probably immeasurably greater than any human
being dreamed of in the time of Elizabeth; but
where are tho great captaing that can match ler
heroic adventurers ?

To compare, for instance, the adventurous
spirit of our own seamien, and the captains e..d
mariners ot Elizabeth’s roign. Sir nuraphrey
Gilbert sailed from Dartmouth in June, 1583,
with comnission from the queen to discover and
take possession from latitudo 45 to 50 degrees
north. IHis fleet consisted of five vessels—it would
be ridiculous to call them ships—of which the
Iargest, the Raleigh, 200 tons, deserted off the
Land’s End, Sir Humphrey’s own ship, the
Squirrel, was called  the frigate,” anc was ten
tons. The expedition reached Newfoundland
safely, took possession of St. Johw's, and left n
colony there; and then Sir Humphrey himself
went exploring southwards along the American
const in his little ten-ton frigate.  Now compare
this little ten-ton vessel with the Great Eastern ;
tho difference indeed is enormous, but scarcely
altogether to the advantage of modern civilisa~
tion. The superiority of the Great Eastern is
materinl and mechanical; the chances of loss
are reduced to their very lowest; and, in a word,
the humaan ¢lement also is reduced to its lowest.
There are many men who would be proud to
command the Greut Eastern; but is there one
man left in 8ll England who would be willing
to take the command of tho little ten-ton Squir-
rel from Dartmontl, to St, John's? We have
big steam-engines and big ships, but have we, in
the same proportion, great men?

Modes of warfare are so much altered, that
the difference between a coward and a brave
man seems of much less importance than the
difference between an old musket and & breach-
loading rifle. But if we did happen to need
courage, aré we quite sure that woe have not got
out of the way ofit? Of course, itis no use
fighting cannon-balls with your fists, But take
another of the Elizabeth stories. s there pluck
enough 1eft in all England to do the like of this?

“It was a deed,” Mr, Froude says, which
“ dealt a more deadly blow upon the frame and
moral strength of the Spanish people than the
destruction of the Armada itself.”

A small fleet of twelve Englishships was sur-
prised, while lying it anchor uader the isla:ud
of Florez, by a Spanish fleet, consisting of fifty-
threo men-of-war. Eleven out of the twelve
were able to make their escape. The twelfth,
the Revenge, was, for the moment, unablo to fol-
low. She was commaunded by Sic Richard Gren-
ville, of Bideford ; her crew consisted of 190
men, and ninely of these were sick on shore, and
there was somo difficulty and delay in getting
them on board. Nevertheless, with only 100
men left to fight and work the ship, ‘Sic
Richard,” says his cousin Raleigh, *utterl; re-
fused to turn from tho enemy, alleging -that he
would rather choose to die than to dishonour
himself, hig country, and her majesty’s ship.”
Tho fight began at three o'clock in theafternoon
and lasted all that night. ¢ At last says Mr.
Froude, following Raleigh’s narrative, ¢ all the
powder in the Revenge was spent. all her pikes
were broken, forty out of her 100 men killed,
and a great number of tho rest wwounded. Sir
Richard, though badly ‘hart early in tho battle,
never forsook the deck till an hour before mid-
night, and was then shot thtought the bedy
while his woundgwero being dressed, and sgain,
in the héad. His’surgeon ‘was-kiiled whilente
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tending on him , the masts were lying uver the !
side ; the rigging cut or broken, the upper parts !
all shot in picces, and the ship herscdf, unable |
to move, was scttling slowly in the sea; the

vast flect of Spaninrds lying round her in a ring,

like dogs rouzd a dying lion, and wary of ape

proaching hiw in his last axony. Sir Richard,

seeing it was past hope, having fought fpr fifteen ‘
hours, and having by estimation 800 shot of

greatartillery through him, coniunnded the mas-

ter gunner, whum hic knew to be o most nusolute

man, to split and sink the ship, that therdy

nothing might remain of glory or victory tv the

Spaniands, seeing in 50 mauy hours thyy wae

not able to take her, having had abwove fifteen

hiours® time, aboie 10,000 mun, and fifiy thea

men-ofswar to perform it withal, and persuaded

the company, or as many of them as e could

induce, to yield themselves unto God, and to the

mercy of noncelse, butas they Lad, ke valiant

and resolute men, repulsed su tany cuctuivs, they

should not now shorten the hunour of thoir na-

tion, by prolonging their owa live for & few hours

or & few days.

This however was not to be.  The little ship
was surcendered ; and imuncdiatddy afier the bat-
tle & fleet of merchantmen Juindd the Aruiady,
making in all 140 sail. A graat storm acuse,
and of those 140 only thirty-two were saveld,
4 The Revenge herself, disdaining tu sarvive hier
commander, or as if tu complete it ovwn last baf-
fled purpore, like Samson, busicd horself and her
200 prize crew uuder the ruchs of St. Michadls.”

Sailors, howerer, are always a brase and lac-
dy race, and not even the biggust ship in the
world can take the terror and dunger vt of o
storm at sea. But scamanship is now aather o,
matter of business than of adventure.  Meu wath
ships just as other men enlist fur soldiers, not
for glory but for pay. But in other regions one
finds a similar disinclinativa to auy thing like an
adveaturous life We are su used to icnume-
rable comfurts, that even the must muderate self-
denial, or the slightest chaage in vur ciccum-
staaces, is becoming more and mure repalsive,
Hence it fullows that whea the spitit of adven-
ture might fairly hope to be steengilicned by the
sery highest motives, or perhaps we should say ra-
ther, whea the noblest of 11l works requires for its
performance an adventurous spirit, the work can-
not get done at atl,

This scems to be the reason, though nut per
haps the only reasom, why it is becuming daily
more difficult, and, in fact, almost impossible, to
obtain missionarics, not only for new ficlds of la-
bour, but for the superintendence of these which
have already been brought under Cliristian cul-
tivation. All missionary socictiesare complain-
ing, not so much for want of funds, as for want
ofmen. Such missionarics as Moffat and Living-
stone will always be brilliant exceptions, even
whea the avemge of merit is much higher than
it is now. But the average itsclf has been low-
cred of late years, and still the men are not forth-
coming who can rcach even that lower stan-
dard. The fact is, that the contrast between
home life and missionary life is enormously
greater then it ever was before; and even the
less wealthy of the middle class are every day
in the enjoyment of inoumerable comforts, which
Queca Elizabeth hierself would bave been un-
able to purchase with the whole wealth of ber
kingdom.

Another cffect of our modern civilisation, or
at any rate of the form which it bas assumed, is
that uad race after rickes which is cliatacteris-
tic of the English and Amcrican people, com-
bincd with the excessive dislike of coming into
personal contact with the miscries and misfor-
tuncs of our fellow-creatures. MHeace it comes
to pass that, while England is the wealthicst
country in the world, it is also disgraced by the
glastlicst poverty that the world has ever
known. Such men as Mr. Froude and Mr. tus-
kin secm often inclined to blame even political
economy itself as being the cause of so dreadful
a mischief. Jafact, we can no more cscape the
laws of political economy, than we can escape
the law of gravitation. If & man hasonlya
certain amount of wealth to spend upon labour;
if, for instance, he bad £10,000 to lay ont in

wages for a single year, and if 200 workmen
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applicd to him for employment, he might give
each of them £50 a year, aud cmploy them all,
but, if he fancied that £50 a year was not enough
for n working man and his family, he might of-
fur £100 a year to each of those whom he em-
ployed ;) but be could not by any chance divide
£10,000 into 290 portions of £100 cach. The
workmen who got £2 o week would, of course,
be ddighted with the Yibeeality of their employ-
i, but, inorder that they might receive such
Ligh wages, half the 200 worhmen would gt
nuthing at all,

What Is true on this stwall scale is cqually
1 un A Jaege seale, and so lung as the people
who want employment are so exceedingly nunic.
ruis, Ye awount of remaneration which each of
them will receive must necessarily be small,
When the effiet of civilisatiun Is to produce au
cnormous amount of wealth, and at the same time
to distritute it so uncqually that gigantic for-
tuuts shall secm, at any rate, to be secured at
the cust of beggary aud starvation, there will al-
ways be the deepest discontent, and we shall
always be un the verge of u social war, in which
no quarter will be given.

It is obiluus, alsv, that the mechanical inven-
tivus of vur time—the inpumerable applications
of chemiatry to the ordinary purposes of life, and,
indeed the atilisativn, of almost all the physical
sciences,—~all this has rendered casy an infinite
amount of shatn and make-believe, which even
in the Last gencrativn would simply have been
impussible. Tu a certain extent, no doubt, the
wide-spriad sudial deception that scarcely any-
budy will be found to deny, is no more than the
wbuse of wlhiat is really goud and genuinely use-
fal. Ludead itis by au means a crime to secure,
as far a5 we can, that our common cvery-day
Life shall as much as pussible be made beautiful
aud geaceful.  There is no moral nccessity for
fastening a shawl with a shewer; and if a girl
cannot affurd & very costly brouch, there is no
seasun why she could not have her cheap brooch
made as pretty as possible, Sham jewellery,
and gold lever watches that can be brought for
thirty shillings, must certainly be considered
fullics, bat aay, pechaps, also be considered
harmluss fullics. At the same time, it should
not Le furgotten that cverything you pay for the
prettincss of an article must be deducted from
its_strength or solidity. But, apart from the
silliness of wasting money upon mere appear-
ances, there is often a dishunesty, which is even
worse than the silliness.  Pcople imitate & their
betters"—by which they gencrally mean those
who arc richer than themselves—with the deli-
berate intention of deceiving., They want to
appear rich, when they knotw that they are not;
and it is impossible to imagine a mcaner ambi-
tion, Itisalso impossible to imagine a morc
gatling slavery. A lady may have pinched and
saved for months to buy, for instance, & showy
pair of bracelets, ot whatever other kind of va-
nity may chance to be in the fashion ; the brace-
Iets may be very good of their kind, very
showy, and not without an appearance of soli-
dity. But suppose, after all the wearer should
chance to hear onc of those amiable whispers,
that arc by no mcaus uncommon, even among
the most intimate fricnds. * What a lovcly pair
of bracclets Annic as on to-night? somebody
must have made her a present of them.” 4 Yes,
my dear, they do look well; donlt they? but
1happencd to cxamine one of them up stairs,
and tey're not real.” That is the sort of mor-
tification for which innumerable ©* Annies® are
sacrificing the solid bappiness of life.

Well, well, it's no use grumbing. If people
chioose 10 be fools, of course they will be fools;
aod if people think more of & silver fork, than
of thc meat which itis to take to their mouths,
well and good. Bat, after all, it's a pity ; we
roay reach & point of effeminacy which can bear
no rough handling, not even that vigorous res-
torative treatment which might restore a man-
Iy tonc. We may become like hardy plants
grown in hothouses; and by the unnecessary
indulgence bacome 30 weak that the first frost
will kill us.

And in spile of all our modern civilisxtion we
bave not yet attained the power to control the
weatber.

BIRDS OF PREY.

BT TIIR AUTIIUR OF *! LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET,” &cC.
Continued from page 296.

Book the Jixtl.
THE HEIRESS OF THE HAYGARTHS.

1 asked if thero was any official in the way of
a registrar to be found in the village, and
fuund that there was no one more important
than an old man who kept the keys of the
church, The registers were hept in the vestry,
my landludy believed, and the old man was
cilled Jonas Gorles, aud lived half a wile off) at
the homestend of his sou-iu-law, But my land-
lady said she would seud for him immediately,
and pledged lierself to produce him in the course
of an hour,

I told her that I would find my way to the
churchyard in the incan time, whither Mr., Gorles
could fullow me as soon as convenient.

The autumnal morning was fgesh and bright
a3 spring, and Huxter's Cross secmed the most
delighitful place on carth to me, though it is
only a cluster of cottages, relieved by one farm:.-
house of modcrate pretensions, my hostelry of
the Magpic, & general shop, whichis also the
post-office, aud a finc 0ld Norman church, which
lics away from the village, and bears upon it the
teaces of better days.  Near the church there is
an old granite cross, around which the wild
flowers and grasses grow rank and high, It
matks the spot where there was once a flourish-
ing market-placc; but all mortal habitations
have vanished, and the Huxter's Cross of the
past hias now nv other memorial than this crum-
bling stonc.

The charcbyaré was unutterably stili and
solitary, A robin was perchicd on the topmost
bar of the old wooden gate, singing his joyous
carol. Aslapproached, be hopped .com the gatc
to the low moss-grown wall, and v cat on sing-
ing as I passed him. Iwas in tb. humour to
apostrophise skylark or donkey, or to be senti.
mental about anything in creation, just then; so
I told my robin whata pretty creature. he was,
and that] would sooner porish than hart himk,
so much as the tip of & feather,

Being bound to remember my Sheldon even
when most scutimental, I endeavoured to com-
bine the meditative mode of a Hervey with the
busincss-like sharpness of a lawyer’s-clerk ; and
while musing on the common lot of a man in
general, I did not omit to search the mouldering
tombstones for some record of the Meyuells in
particular.

1 found nonc; ard yet, if the daughter of
Christian Meyncll had been buried in that
churchyard, tbe name of her father would surely
have been inscribed upon her tombstone, I bad
read all the epitapbs, when the wooden gate
creaked on its binges, and admitted a wizen
little ol@ man—one of thoso ancient meanderers
who seem to have been created on purpose to
fill the post of sexten.

With this elderly individual I entered the
church of Huxter’s Cross, which bad the same
mouldy atmosphere as the church at Spoiswold.
The vestry was an icy little chamber, which had
once been a family vault; but it was not much
colder than Miss Judson's best parlour; and I
endured the cold bravely while I earched the
registrics of the last sixty years.

I searched in vain, After groping amongst
the names of all the nonentities who bad been
married at Huxter’s Cross since the beginning of
the century, I fouud myself no nearer the secret
of Chatlotte Meynell's marriage, And thenl
reflected upon all the uncertanties surrounding
that marriage. Miss Meynell had gone to York-
shire to visit her mother’s relations, and had
married in Yorkshire; and the place which Aa-
thony Sparsfirld remembered baving heard of in
connection with that C was Haxter's
Cross. But it did not by any means follow that

marrisge bad taken place at that obscure
village. Miss Meynell might have been married
at Hall, or Yor’:, or Leeds, or atany of the pria-
cipal places of the county. With that citisen
class of people 3 Was & grand eveat, s
wlemn festivity; and Miss Meynel and
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frlends would bave been likely to prefer that so
festive an occasion should be celebrated any-
where rather thau at that forgotten old chiurch
among the hills.

« [ ghall have to search every register in York-
shiro till I light upon the record I waunt,” 1
thought to myself, ¢ unless Sheldon will consent
to advertise for the Meynell marringe cerlificate.
There could scarcely bo dunger in such an
advertiscment, us the connection between the
name of Meynell aund the Haygarth ustate is only
kuown to ourselves.” Acting upon this idea, 1
wrote to George Sheldon by that afiernuun’s pust,
urging bim to advertise fur descendants of Miss
Charlotte Meynell.

Charlotte ! dear name, which is 4 kind of music
for me. It was almost a pleasure to write that
letter, because of the repetition of that delight-
ful noun.

The next day Idevoted to a drive round the
neighbourhooud in a0 smart little dugeart, lured
on very moderate tertus frum mine host, 1 had
acquainted myself with the geography of the
surrounding country ; and I coutrived to visit
every village-church within & ccrtain radius of
Huater s Cruss. Bat my inspection of mildewed

old books, and wy hervic endurance of cold wnd |

damp in mouldy old churches, resulted in no-
thing but disappointinent. -

I returned tomy ¥ Magpie” afler daik, « Little
disheartened aud thoroughly tired, bud otill very
well pleased with my rustic quarters and my
aqopted connty. My landlord's horse had shown
himself a very model of equine perfection.

Candles were lighted and curtains drawa in
my cosy little chamber, and the table creaked
beneath one of those luxurious Yorkshire teas
which might wean an alderman from the conrser
dclights of turtle or conger-eel soup and veni-
sun.

At neon the following day a very primitive
kind of pustan brought me a letter from Shel-
don., That astute individual told me that he
declined to advertise, or to giveany hind of pub-
licity to his requirements.

«If1 were not afraid of publicity, 1 saonld
uot be obliged to pay you a puund a weeh,” he
remarked waith pleasing candour, - sincs adver-
tisements would get me more information ina
week than you may sceape together in a twelve-

month. But I happen to know the danger of pub- |

blicity, and that many a good thing has Leen
snatched out of a man's hands just as he was
working it into shape. I don't say that this
could be done in my case, and you know very
well that it could not be done, as I Liold papers
which arc essential to the very first move in the
business.”

1 perfectly understand the meauing of thesc
remarks, and Iam inclined to doubt the existence
of those importiant papers. Suspicion is & fun-
damentat principle in the Sheldon mind. My
friend George trasts me because be is obliged to
trust me,—and only so faras he is obliged,—and
is tormented more or less by the idea that I may
at any moment attempt to steal & march upon
him,

But to return to his letter:

« 1 should reconmend you to examine the re-
gistries of every towa or village within, say,
thirty miles of Huxter’'s Cross. If you find no-
thing in such registries, wo must fall back upon
the larger towns, beginoing with Hull, as being
nearest to our starting-poiat. The work will, 1
fear, be slow, and very cxpensive forme. I nced
scarcely again urge upon you the necessity of
confining your outlay to tbe mininum, as yon
know that my affairsare desperate. It couldn’t
well be lower water than it is with me, in & pe-
cuniary sense ; and I cxpect every day to find
myself agroand.

@ And now formy news. I have discovered
the barial-place of Samucl Meynell, after no end
of trouble, the details of which I needn't bore
you with, since you are now pretly well up in
that sort of work. [ am thankful to say I have
secured the evidence that settles for Samuel, and
ascertained by tradition that be died unmarried.

% The orut probasdi woald fall upon any one
purpoctiog to be descended from the said Samucl,
aud we know how uancommonly difficult said
person would find it te prove anything.

% Sov having disposcd of Samuel, I came back
to London by the nextmail; Calais in thewmonth
of Nuvember uut beieg vne of thuso wildly gay
watering-places which tempt the idler. I acriv-
ed just in tiwe to catch this afternoon's post ;
and nuw [ luck impatiently to your Miss Char-
fotte Meyuell of Huxter’s Cruss.—Yours, &ec.

G. 8

I ubesed my cmployer to the letter, biced iy
landlord's dugeact fur anuthier day s exploration,
and went fucther ateld s search of Miss Char-
lotte’s marcinge-lines. I camo home Jate at
night,—tlus time thorvughly worn vut,—studied
arailway-guide watha view to my departure, apd
decided ou starting tor Hutl by « teain that would
leave Hidhing stativa at four o'cluck un the ful-
lowing afternoun,

I went to bed ured 1n budy and depressed i
spirit.  Why was I so sorry to leave Huxter's
Cruss ? What subtle wustiuct of the braian or
heart made me aware that the desert region
amungstihe hilis held earth's highest felicity for
me?

The neat worning was bright aud clear, 1
heard the guus of sportsmen popping merrily in
whe otall aic as I breaktasted befure an upen wine-
duy, while a nuble sea~coal fire Luzed on the
hicarth opposite me,  There is no stnt of fuel
at the Magpie, Everytlung i Yorkshire scems
to be dune with & lavish hand, I have heard
Y urhsburemen called mean. As ifmeanuess could
exist in the heacts of my Charlotte’s couutrymen ?

Ay own cxperience of the county is brief , but
1 can only say that my friends of the Magpie aro
liberahity itself, and that a Yorkslure tea s the
very acme of unsopbisticated bliss 1n the way of
cating and drivhing. 1 havediucdat Plulippes;
1 koow every dish 1n the menu of the Maison
Durée ; but if I am to make my lLfe a burden
beneath the dark sway of the demon dyspepsia,
let my destruction arrive in the shape of the ham
and cgys, the crisp golden brown cakes and uo-
defiled honcy, of this northern Arcadia.

1 told my friendly hostess that I was going to
teave ber, and she was sorry. She was sorry
fur we, the wanderer, 1 c¢an picture to myself
; the countenance of a Lendon landlady if 1a-

formed thus suddenly of her lodger's departure,
I and her suppressed mautterings about the ill-
| cunvenience of such a proceeding,
After breakfast I went out to take my own
i Pleasure. 1 had done my duty in the matter of
mouldy churches and mildewed regisiries ; and
1 considercd mysclf entitled to & boliday during
the few hiours that must clapse before the start-
ing of the hybrid vehicle for Hidling.

I sauntered past the little cluster of cottages,
admiring their primitive aspeet, the stone-crop
on the red-tiled roofs, that had sunk under the
weight of yearss All was unspeakably fresh
and bright; the tiny pancs of the casements
twiokled in thc autumn sunlight, birds sang,
and hardy red geraniums bloomed in the cottage
windows. What pleasure or distraction had
the good housewives of Huxter's Cross to lure
them from the domestic delights of scrubbing
and polisking? I saw youag faces peepiug at
me from between snow-white muslin curtains,
and felt that 1 was a personage for once in my
life, and it was pleasant to feel oneself of some
importance even in the eyes of Huxter’s Cross.

Beyond the cottages and the post-office there
were three roads stretching far away over hill
and moorland. With two of those roads T bad
made myself thoroagbly familiar; but the third
remained to be cxplored.

#So now for ¢ fresh fields and pastures new,”
T said to mysclf as I quickened my pace, and
walked briskly along my unknowa road.

Ab, surcly there is some meaning in the fluc-
tuations of the mental barometer, Wbhat butan
instinctive cousciousness of approaching happi-
ness could have made me 3o light-hearted that
moraing ? I sang as I hastened along that un-
discovered road. Fragmeats of old Italian
serenades and barcarollcs came back to me asif
I had heard them yesterday for the first time,
The perfume of the few lingering wild-flowers,
the odour of burning weeds in the distance, the
fresh autumn breeze, the clear cold blae sky,—
all wereintensely delicious to me; and I feltas

if this one lovely walk wefe a kind of renovating

process, from which my
clernsed of all its stains,

“I have to thanh Georgo Sheldon for a great
deal,” 1 snid to mysclf, “since through him I
have been obliged to educate myself in the school
of man’s best schoolmaster, Solitude. I do not
think I can ever be 4 thorough Bohiemian again,
‘These lonely wanderings have led me to dis-
cuver & vejn of seriousness in my nature which
1 was iguurant of unul now. How thoroughly
Sume wmen are the creatures of their surround-
ings! With Paget I have been a Paget. But
a few hours’ (éte-d-téte with Nature renders one
averse from the society of Pagets, be they never
so brilliant”

From moralising thus, [ &1 into & delicious
duy-dream. Al my dremmns of late had moved
to tue same music. How bappy 1 could be if
Fate gave me Charlotte and three hundred a
year! In suber moods 1 asked for this much of
worldly wealth, just to furnish a nest for my
bird. In my wilder moments I agked Fate for
nothing but Charlotte.

# Gave me the bird without the nest,” I eried
to Fortune; “and we will take wing to some
teackless furest whero there are shelter and ber-
ries for nestless birds.  We will imitate that de-
lightful bride and bridegroom of I’arisian Bohe-
mia, who married and settled in an attic, and
when their stock of fuel was gone fell foul of
the staircase that led to their bower, and so sup-
Mdicd themselves mertily enough il the stair-
case was all consumed, and the poor little bride,
pecping vut of her door one morning, found her-
sell upon the verge of an abyss.?

. Aud ghcn caupe the furious landlord, demand-
ing restitution. But close bebind the landlord
cawe the good fairy of all love-stories, with all
the s20ds of Pactolus 1 her pockets,  Ab, yes

there is always a providence for true lovers.”

1 had passed away by this time from the barren
moor 10 the regions of cultivation.  The trimly-
cut hiedges on cach side of the wag showed me
that my road lay between farm iands. I was
outside the boundary of some upland farm. I
saw sheep cropping trefoil in a wide ficld on the
otlier side of the neat brown hedgerow, and at
a distance I saw the red-tiled roof of a farm-
house.

I louked at my watch, and found that [ had
still half-an-hour to spare ; so I went ontowards
the farmhousc, bent upon secing what sort of
babitation it was. Ia a solitary landscape like
this, every dwelling-place has a kind of attrac-
tion to the wayfarer,

I wenton till I came to a whitc gate,
the upper rail of which a girlish figure
lcaning,

It was a graceful figure, dressed in that semi-
picturesque costume which has been adopted by
women of l1ate years. The vivid blue of a bodice
was tempered by the sober gray of a skirt, and
a bright-hued ribbon gleamed smong the rich
tresses of browa bair,

The damscl’s face was turned away from me,

but there was something in the carrisge of the
bead, something in the mouldiag of the firm full
throat, wlich reminded me of—
. But thep, when & man is over head and ears
in love, everything in creation reminds bim
moro or less of his idol. Your pious Catholic
gives all his goods for theadornment of a church ;
your true lover devotes his every thought to the
dressing up of one dear i

The damsel turned as my steps drew near,
Toud on the crisp gravel. ~She turned, and
showed me the face of Charlotte Halliday.

I must entreat postecity to forgive me, if I
leave a blank at this stage of my story. “ There
are chords in the human heart which had better
not be wibrated,” said Sim Tappertit. There are
emotions which can only be descrived by the
pen of & poct. I am not a poet; and if my
diary is 0 bappy as to be of some use 0 poste-
Tity as a picture of the manners of & repentant
Bobemian, posterity must not quarrel with my
:ihorteomings in the way of sentimental descrip-

oo,

soul would cmergo

upon
was

CRATTER IV.~1X PARADISE.

We stood at the white gate talking to each
other, wy Charlotte and I. The old‘nddil'«l
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roof which I had scen in the distance sheltered
tho girl I Iove. The selitary farmhouse which
it had been my whim to examina was tho house
in which my dear love made her home, It was
here—to this untrodden hillside—that my dur-
ling bad come from the prun modern villa at
Bayswater, Ah, wlat happiuess to find ber
here, far away from ull those stockbroking sur-
roundings—here, where our hearts expamded

been very good to me—much kinder than I have
deserved that he should be. But uncle Joc's
ways aro so difierent. I am suro you will like
hiny; and Lam sure he will hike you, for he hikes
every budy, dea thung.  And you must como
and sco us very often, please, for Newatl farms
open house, you know, and the stranger witlun
the gates is nlways welcome.”

Now my duty tomy Sheldon demanded that 1

cverything the odour of rosc-leaves and laven-
der,

1 have grown fanulinr with every corner of
the dear old place within tho last few days, but
on thi3 first day [ had ounly a gencral impression
of antiquated aspect and homely comfort,

I stayed to dine at tho samo unpretending
board at which wy Charlotto had suat years ago,
clevated on a Ingh chuir, and as yet now to the

beneath tho divine influence of Nuture ! should scumper back to l{uxter’s Cross as fast

I fear that I was coxcomb enough to fancy jas my legs would carry me, n order to bo i
myself beloved that day we parted in Kensing- ¢ tino for the hiybnid velele that was to convey
ton Gardess, A look, a tone—tov subtle for ;me to Hidling station , and here was tlus dear
definition—thrilled me with a sudden hope so gl inviting mo to linger, and pronusing me
bright, that I wonld nut trust myself to believe | welcome to the house wiich was made a para-
it could be realised. dise by her presence.

¢ She is a coquette,” T said to myself.  © Co- I lvoked at my watch. It would have been
quetry is one of the graces which Nuture Lestows | umpussible for mo to reach Huxters Cross in
upon these bewitching creatures. That Little ; ume for the velucle. Conscience whispered
couscious lovh, which stirred this weak heart so | that [ could ire my landlurd’s dogeart and a
tumultuously. is no doubt common to her when | buy to arive me to Hidling ; but the whispers of
she knows herself beloved and admired, and | conscience are very fant, und love cried sloud,
has no mecaning that can flatter my foolish j * Stay with Charlotte. supreme happiness is
hopes.” offered to you for the first time in your life.

This is how 1 had reasoned with mysclf again | Feol that would reject so rare a guft!”
and again during tho dreary interval in which It was to ths latter counsellor 1 gave my car.
Miss Halliduy and I had been separated.  But, | My Sheldon’s interests went overbuard, and 1
0, what & hardy perennial blossum hope must | stayed by the white gate, tathing to Gharlotte,
be! Tle tender buds were not to Le crushed | till it w.ts quite two dato to heed the reproachful
Ly the pulting hailstones of hatd conunon scose. | grumblings of consgience abivut thint dugeart.
They had survived all my philusuphical reflec- My Charlotte—yes, 1 boldly call ber mune

use of kmves and forks. Uacle Joo and nunt
Durothy told me this in their plesant friendly
way ; while the young lady sat by, blushing and
dimpling ltke & summer sen beneath the rosy
flush of suntise. No words can relate how de-
hightful 1t was to me to hear them talk of wmy
dear love's childhood ; they dwelt so tenderly
upron her sweetness, they dilated with such en-
thusiasm upon her « prety ways, Her * pretiy
ways !” ah, how fatal a Uung 1t 1s for mankind
when Nature endows woman with those pretty
ways! From the thrall of Grecian nuvses and
Castilinn eyes there may be hope of deliveranee,
but from the spelt of tnut 1adescrtbable witchiery
there is none.
I wlustled my Sheldon down the wind with-
out remorse, and allowed myself to be us happy
as f [ had been the squire of valiey and tutiside,
I with ten thousand a year to offer my Charlotte
j wath the heart that loves her so fundly. | have
j o wdea what we had for dinner. 1 know ouly
| that the fure was plenteous, and the hospatalny

tivns, and lLurst into sudden fluwer to-day at | suw—iny deac is geeat i agaculture,  She en-{ of my new friends anbuunded.  We were very
sight of Charlutte’s face. She luved me, and | lightened my vochugy mnd on the suljyect of ) much atcase with one auother, aud our banghier

she was delighted to sece me. That was what | apland farms, telling me how ancle and aunt
her radient face told me, and cuuld I do less | Mereer's laud is pour and saady, requining very
than believe the sweet confessiva? For the fisst | Little in the way of drawing, but prodacing by
few moments we could scaredy speak to each | oo mans luxuciant crops.  Iu s a very pretus
other, and then we began to conserse in the §resquo place, and has o certain gentlemanlike
usual commonplace strain. air with it pleasing to my suobbish taste. The
She told me of her astonishment on secing | house lies in a tract of open grass-laud, dotted
me in that remote spot. I could hardly confess | here and there by trees, and altogether of a
to having Lusiness at Haxter's Cross, su I was | purk-Lhe appeamuce.
fain to tell my dJdear love a falschood, and de- | useful sheep matber than the stately stag browses
Jare that I was taking a buliday " ap the hills.” | on that grecasward, and few carriages roll along
« And how did you cume to chouso Huxter's | the winding grasel rund that leads to the house.
Cruss for your holiday 2” she asked naively. I fult & rapturous thirst fur agricultuml kuow-
1tuld her that I had heard the placo spoken ; ledge as I listencd to my Clarlotte.  Was there
of by a person in the city,—my sinple-minded |4 vacancy fur lind or henbsman on Newhall
Sparsficld to wit, farn ? [ wondered.  What is the office so hum-
“ And you could not have come to a better | ble I would not fill fur her dear sake? O, how I
place,” she cried, @ though people do call it the | sighed for the days of Jacob, that fiest distin-
very dullest spot in the world. This was my | guished usurer, so that I might serve seven
dear aunt Mary s house—papa’s sister, you know. | years and agatn seven years for my darling!
Geandpapa Halliday had two farms.  This was ,  Istayed by the wlate gate, abandvning all
une, and Hiley farm the other.  Hidey was, thought of my cmployers beliests, unconscious
much larger and better than this, you know, ; of time—unconscious of everything except that
and vas left to poor papa, who svld it jast be- | [ was with Cliarlutte Halliduy, and would not
fore he died.” ) have resigned my posiion to be made Lord
Her face dunded as she spoke of her father sy Chancellor of England.
death. Anon came uncle Joe, with a pleasant rubi-
1 can’t speak about that withuut paia even § cand visage beaming under a felt hny, to tell
non,” she said softly, “ theugh I was only nine | Lottic that dinner was seady. To bun I was im-
scars old when it happened. But une can suffer | mediately presented.

Truc that the mild aod §

a great deal at nine years old.”

Aad then, after a little pause, she went on to
speak of her Yorkshire home.

* My aunt and uncle Mercer are so hnd to
e, and yet they are neither of them really

|

% Mr. Mercer, my deat uncle Joseph — Mr.
Hawkchursy, & fuend of my stepfattier s,” smd
Charlotte.

Two or three minutes afterwards we were all §
thirce nalkag acruss tho pach-like sward to the |

tang up to the stalwart beams that sustained
j the oid cabing.  1f Lhud possessed the smatlest
| fragment of my heart, 1 should have deuvered

1t over without hesitation to my aunt Dorothy
I-—-pardon!—mg Charlotte's aunt Dorothy, who
1s the cheeriest, brightest, kindest matron 1 ever
met, with a sweet unworldly spirit that beams
out of her candud blue eyes.

Charlotte scems to havo been tenderly ate
{ tached to ber father, the puor fellow who died
| i Phuhip Sheldon s house— uncomfortable for
j Sheldon, I should think, The Mercers talk a
{ goud deal of Thomas Hallday, for whom they
| appear to have entertrined a very warm affec-
tion. They aiso spoko with considerable kind-
ness of the two Sheldons, whom they knew as
young men ian the town of Barlingford; butl
should not imagane cither uecle Joseph or aunt
Dorothy very well able to fathom the still
waters of tuc Sheldon intelicet.

After duner uncle Joe took us round the farm.
The tast stack of corn bad been thatched, and
| there was a peaceful lull in the agricultural
world, We wentnto & quadrangle lined with
poultry-sheds, where I saw more of the featbered
race than 1 had everin my lhife bebeld congre-
gated together; thence to the inspection of pigs
{ —and 1t was agreeablo to nspect even those
vuigar queralous grunters with Glarlotto by my
side. ller brightness shed a hight on all those
common objects; and O, how [ longed to bo a
{farmer, liko uuncle Mercer, and devote my life to
Charlotte and agriculture!

W hien uncle Joc had done the honours of his
farmeyards and thresling-maclinery, he left

related to me. My aunt Mary dicd vecy young, { hospitable farm-house. for the iden of my de-
when her first baby was born, and the poor little | parting before dinner scemed utterly preposte-
baby dicd too, and uacle Mercer inherited the | rous to this fricodly farmer.

property from his wife, you see. Ie marricd | Considered apart from the glamour that for
again after two years, and bis sccond wifo is the { my eyes must nceds sluno over any-dwelling in-
dearest, kindest, creatare in the world, I always ; babited by Chatlotte Halliday, I il venture to
call her aunt, for I don't remember puot papa’s | say that Newhall farm-house 1s tho dearest old
sister at all, and no aunt that ever lived coald | place in the world.  Sach delightful ald rootws,
be kinder to wo than aunt Dorothy. I am | with the decpest window-seats, the highest man-
always so happy bere,” she said, ** nund it scems 1 telpicces, the widest fireplaces possible in do-
such a treat to get away from the Lawn—of | mestic nrchitecture, such mysterious closets
course I am sorry to leave mamma, you kaow,” | and uncanny passages ; such pitfalls in the way
sheadded, parcnthetically—* and the stiffbreak- ; of unexpected flights of staits, such antiquated
fasts, and Mr. Sheldon’s newspapers thatcrackle, | Elazed corner-cupboards for the display of old
crackle, crackle so shockingly all brenkfast- | chinal—cserything redolent of the past.

time , and the stiff dinoners, with a prim paclout~)  In onc corner a spinming-wheel, so old that its
maid staring at one all the time, aud bringiag | spindle might be the idenucal weapon that
onc vegetables that one doesn't want if ono only { piczced Princess Sleeping Beauty's soft whito
veatures to breathe a litllo louder than asual. y hand, in another corner an armechaur that must
Here it is Liberty Ha_ll. Uncle Joe—he is aunt, bave beea old-fashioned in the days of Queen
quths'_s husband—is the most good-natured of ; Anne, aud O, what ancient flowered chintzes,
beings, just the very reverse of 3Mr. Sheldon in | what capacious sofas, what datling mahogany
cverything. 1 don’t mean that my step-father { secretarics, and_barcaus with gleaming . brazen
is wnkind, you know. O, no, e has alwags { adoraments i the way of handies !—and about

us to attend to Ins afternoon duties; and we
wandered together over the breezy upland atour
own sweet wills,—or at &cr sweet wall rather,
since wbat could I do but follow where sho
pleased to lead ?

We tatked of many things : of the father whom
she had loved so dearly, whose memory was sl
so mourofully deac to tier; of her-old home at
Iiley ; of her visits to theso dear Mercers; of her
school-days, and her new unloved home in the
smart Bagswater villa.  She confided in-mo as
sho had never done before; and when we turned
in the ¢bill autumn gloaming, I had told her .of
my love, and bad won from her tho sweot con-
| fession of 1ts return.
| 1bave never-known bappincss so perfect as
| that which 1 felt as we walked bomie togetber—
| home; yes, that old farm-house must bomy home
1 88 well 88-herg heneeforward; for any habita-
| tion which sho loved must bo-a- kind of -homo
{ for me. Sober refiection tells mo how-reckless
{ and imprudent my whole -conduct -has; been in
this business; bat whea did ever love and.pra-
dence go hand-in-hand? We were children,
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Charlolto and I, on that blessed afternoon ; and

we told each other our love as children might
have told it, without thought of the future. We
have both grown wiser since that time, and are
quito agreed as to our imprudence and foolish-
ness; but, though we endeavour to contemplate
the future in the most serious manuner, wo are too
happy in the prescnt to be able to analyse the
difficultics and dangers that lic in our pathway.

Surely there must be & providence for impru-
dent lovers.

The November dews fell thick, and the No-
vember air was chill, as we walked back to the
homestend. I was sorry that there should be
that creeping dampness in the atmosphcere that
night. It scemed out of harmony with the new
wornth in my heart, 1 pressed my darling’s
little hand closer to my hicart, and had no wmore
consciousness of the existence of any impedi-
ments to my future bliss than I was of the
ground on which I walked, and that secemed air,

1We found our chairs waiting for us at aunt
Dorothy’s tea-table; and I enjoyed that alder-
waunic banquet, 8 Torkshire tes, under circum-
stances that elevated it to an Olympian repast,

1 thouglit of the Comic Latin Grammar :

* Musa, musx, tho Gods were at tea,

Musx, musaw, cating raspberry Jam.”
1 was Jove, and my love was Juno. I looked
at hier athwart the imsty clouds that issued from
the bissing urn, and saw her beautfied by a
heightened bloom, aud with a sweet shy con-
scious look in lier cyes which made her indeed
divine.

After tea we played whist; and I am bound
to confess that my divimity played excerably,
persistently disdaining to roturn ber partners
lead, and putting mean little trumps upon her
adversary’s tricks, with a fatuous economy of
resonrces which it always ruin.

1 stayed till ten o'clock, reckless of the un-
known countrr which separated e from the
Magpee, and then walked home nlone under the
faint -starlight, thougb my fricndiy host would
fuin have lent me 2 dogeart. The good people
here lend one anothier dogearts as frecly as
cockney offers Ins umbreila. I went back to
Huxters Cross alone, and the long sohtary watk
was very pleasant to me.

Looking up at the stars as I tramped Liome-
ward, 1 could rememuber an old epigram :

«YFere you the carth, dear love. and I the skics,
My Iove ahoeld shincon you Jike to the aun.

And look upoa you with ten thousand eyes,

Till heaven wax'd blind, and till the norld were
done ™

1 had amople leisure for reflection during that
long night-walk, and found myself becoming a
perfect Young—Hervey—Stutm—what yon will,
in the way of meditation. I could not choose
but wonder atmyselfwhen Tlooked back to this
time last year, gnd reraeinbered my idle evenings
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kind, nor, without a proper distinction of cir-
cumstances, to be condemned cither 8s naughty
or nonsensical. The case in question, however,
he considered to be, though far from the moat
aggravated, yet perhaps tho strangest record of
marital deliuquency, and, morcover, as remark-
able a freak, as could be found in the whole list
of humun oddities,

The story referred to was first published in
tho year 1818, in a book called * Political and
Literary Ancedotes of his Own Time,” by Doctor
Willinm Kivg, Principal of St. Mary Hall, Oxon.
Doctor King’s * Anccdotes,” it may be noted,
are chicfly memorable from the fact that they
contain an interesting vecord of tho seeret visit
to London paid by Prince Charles Edwurd, the
Pretender, in the month of September, 1730, and
his presence in the house of Lady Primrosc,
where, indeed,Doctor King bad an interview with
him. In another portion of his bouk the doctor
tells the story of ¢ the man who absented him-
self for a long time from bis wife ;” this man not
haviog any real right to the cognomen of Wake-
field with which Hawthorue endowed him: for
his proper name was Howe, We will proceed
to put out readers in pussession of the facts of
the case as they are set forth by Doctor King.

Mr. Howe is described as a sensible, well-
natured man, with an estate of some seven or
eight bundred pounds a year, united to s young
Iady of agreeable person and manners, and in
every respect an excellent wife, who came of a
goed family in the West of England, and whose
maiden name was Mallet. Two children were
born of this warringe, neither of whom, how-
ever, lived to attain the age of fifteen. Doctor
King seems to have known Mr. and Mrs, Jowe
about the year 170G,

We pause a mo:ment to state that the doctor’s
“ Anccdotes? were not published until long
after bis death, which happened in 1763,  They
were written, nevertheless, it i3 evident, with a
view to publicntion. In n preface he states that
he was in bis seventy-sixth year at the time of
his jorting down the notes, memoranda, and de-
tached picces which constitute his book. Most
lof the # Anccdotes,” he affirmed, were derived
! from his own knowledge, the rest were related
to him by friends, upon whosu honour and vera-
city ke conld depend.

The Towes lived in a hiouse in Jermyn Street,
near St. James's Church.  They had been mar-
ried some seven or eight years, and were geue-
{ rally regarded as a very happy and comfortable
couple. One morning Mr. Howe rose early, and
infornted his wife tuat ie was obliged to go as
far as the Tower to transact some particular
}busincss. At noon the same day, Mrs. Howe

received a note from her husband, apprising her
Ilhat he was under the necessity of starting for
|

—

Holland forthwith, and that he should probably
be absent three weeks or A month, The month
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scttlerent of her husband's cstate, and a provi-
sion for herself out of it during bis absence, aud
under the uncertainty as to whether he was alive
or dead. By-und-by the poor woman was to be
still more sharply tricd. Her children drooped
and faded, and at lust were taken from her, She
then—1left entirely alone—thought proper to
reduce the number of ler servants, and her
bousckecping expenses, She removed from Jer-
myn Street, and, became the tenant of a much
smaller house in Brewer Street, Golden Square.
Scventeen years passed away. Mes. Howo had
long since mourned her husbard as dead, and
for ever lost to hier. Late cae evening, while
she was at supper with certain of her friends
and relations—Doctor Rose, & physician who
had married her sister, being of the company-—
there was brought in and handed to her aletter,
the writer of which, not subscribing bis nawe,
requested her to grant him the favour of A meet-
ing upon the following evening 1o Birdcage
Walk, St. Jamess Park. When she bad read
the note, Mrs, Howe, somewhat puzzled by the
nature of its contents, passed it on to Doctor
Rose, as she said with a laugh, © You sec, bro-
ther, old as I am I have yet found an adnurer.”
Doctor Rose cxamined the uote. His fuce. as-
sumed a very grave cxpression. Then, after
i carcfully studying the missive for some minutes,
he announced his couviction that be haew e
handwriting. He was persuaded the letter was
‘ written by 1o less a persvn than Mir, Howe, The
company were greatly astvunded, Mrs, Howe
was go much alarmed and affected that sho was
scized with a fainting fit. Upun her recovory,
i bowever, shortly afterwards, it was resolved thut
she would at all events attend the proposed ap-
pointment in company with Doctor. Rose and his
wife, and the other ladies and gentlemen then
present, '
On the fullowing cvening, therefure, attended
‘by her friends, Mrcs. Howe presented herself sn
Birdecage Walk, The litle pasty bad not been
st the appointed place more than five mnutes
when a stranger approached them, Lfung his
i hat and bowing politely. He was at once re-
|cogmscd. He was certainly Mr. Howe, lie
cinbraced his wife, uffered her his arm, walked
home with her, and the reunited couple lived to-
gether in great harmony upto the day of Howe s
death, wbich did not happen until many years
afterwards.
What bad he been dving ? where had he been
hidden Quring the long periud of separation ?
Hc had, it appeared, never quitied London.
On ‘his abrupt departure from Jeroyn Sireet he
bad repaired to an obscure lodging-house i 2
small street in Westminster, and there had hired
a room at the mudest rental of five or six siul-
lings a week. Changing his name and dis-
gaising himself in a black wig—for he was a
man of fair complexion—Uc had remaned a tius

in third vate cafés, on the rire gauche, playing , passed, two months—then three months—Dut | secret retreat duting the whole tune of is ab-
dominoes, talking the foul slang of Parisian | no tidings were recived from Mr. Howe. His| sence from his wife, Frequeating a little coffee-

Bohemin, nnd poisoning my sytem with adulter-
ated "absinthe. And ndw I feast upon sweet
cakes and honey, and think it paradise enjoy -
ment o play whist—for love—in a farm-house
parlour. T amyounger by ten yeara than T was
twelve monthiago.

A, Iet me thank God, who hias sent me my
redemption.

T lifted my hat, and pronounced the thanks-
giving spfUy under that tranquil sky. 1 was
lmost aghamed (o hear the sound of wmy own
voice. I was like some shy child who for the
first time spéaks his father’s name.

MR. AND MRS. HOWE.

A STORY OF A MYSTEBIOUS DISAPPEARAXCE.

HE reader who is acquainted with Nathaniel

'§  Hawthorae’s delightful * Twice Told Tales™
may bear in minda curions litle sketch included
among them, and called ¢ Wakelicld.” “In
some old magazine or newspaper,” wrote Iaw.
thorne, ¢ I recoliect o story, told as truth, of o
man—lot us call bim Wakefield—who absented
himsclf for a long tine from hig wife.” The fact,
the writer gocs ou to say, thusnbstmctly stated,

wife grew seriously alacmed. She was at a loss | housc ia the neighbourhuod of his lodgings, he
! {0 understand the meaniog of his absence. His | hiad enjoyed the curious pleasure of reading in
| silence was still more inexplicable, Sbe coald | the juurnals the progress through Parinment of
only imagine that his abrupt departure night , the Act which his wife had applied for in order,
be due to pecuniary embarmassment. It was) on the supposition of bis death, to obtain alegal

possible, of course—though from nothing he bad
ever said was she justified in such a suspicion—
that ke had, unknown to her, contracted some
large debt, or incurred some scrious liability,
| and had fled the country to be out of the way of

his difficultics. For some time, in addition to
hier alarm at his absence, she lived in a fever of
apprehension of the demands of creditors, of
s¢izures, executions, ctc. But nothing of this
kind happened to trouble lher. As time weat
on, it was thought advisable to inquire into the
position of AMr. Howe's affairs.  His cstate was
found to Le perfectly free and unencumbered.
Not only Jhat, all the bills of the tradespeoplo
with whom he had ever had any dealings wero

scttlement of his affairs, yet ho had not been
tempted even then to reveal the fact that he
still existed.

Further than this, Howe had contrived to
make the acquaintauce of one Mr. Salt, a corn-
chandler, who lived ia Brewer Street, in o house
oppositc to that occupied by Mrs, Howe. At
length ho came to be on such friendly terms
with Salt, that be usually dined with him in
Brewer Street once or twice & week.,  From the
windows of the room in which they dined, it
was not difficult to look into Mrs. Howe's par-
Your, where sho gencrally sat and received ber
fricnds. Salt, who all the time behieved that his
guest was a bachelor, frequently recommended

ll'ound to hince been paid up to the time of his| him to pay his addresses 1o lus own wife, de-
going away, snd among his papers were disco- | scribing Mrs. Howe as a well-to-do widow, and
vered formal receipts and discharges from all | in every respect o snitable match. For seven
persons with shom he had had ras kind of mo- | years before Howe disclosed himself bo was
| netary transactions. The months grew to years, | the babit of attending service every Suaday at
yet still came no news of missing Mr. Howe.( St. Jaracs’s Church, and from bis seat in Mr.
His wife was at lengih compelled to appls for aj Salt's pew he obtaincd a view of his wife, though

was Dot to be regarded ns of an uncommon | special Act of Parliament to procure & proper | he conld not easily be scen by hery
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Thereal causeof this most extraordinary con-
dact Howe would never confess, even to his
most intimate friends. Doctor Rose was of
opinion that ITowe would never have retorned
to his wife at ali, it he had not been, as it were,
starved into survender by the exhaustion of his
means, It was supposed that he took with him,
on his leaving Mrs, [Howe, a sum of abuut two
thousand pounds, and that living in a very fru-
gal manner, he managed to subsist upon this
during the whole period of his abseuce, his
store decreasing cvery day as it becune neces-
sary to supply his recurring wants. Eaming
nothing, as his purse shrauk, he was cumpelled
to choose batween starvation and return to his
wife. He chosc the latter alternative, after a
struggle, perhaps, and some submission to the
first approach of privatiun, Yet at any time
during his seventeen years' seclusion, it had been
open to him to qait his obscure ludgzing and
solitary life in Westminster, and sliare the cum-
p:\.\;_:ui\'c afiluence and comfurtable home of his
wife,

‘There is no hint that auything like incom-
patibility of temper bad been the cause of Howe's
abandorment of his spouse in so strange & way,
aud for so protracted a period.  Reluctant ashe
had been to return, yet that step once taken
Howe would not appear to have repented it.
He never regarded Mrs. Howe as a shrew, to be
dreaded and avoided, but much rather as 2 good
wife to be cherished «nd loved. Doctor King
relates that he had scen Howe after his return
addressing his wile quite in the language of a
young bridegroom; and the doctor had been
assured by some of the most intimate friends of
the marricd couple that the husband treated
his spouse during the remainder of their joint
- lires with the greatest kindoess and affection.
But, of course, the inguiry is inevitable. If he
was o very fond of her, why did he treat her so
cruelly?

Any explanation of the matter can only be of
a coujectural kind, It is possible thatthe wife,
unknown to herself, had in some way offended
or roused the jealousy of her husband, though he
never afterwards thought it worth while to own
agmuch, and that with the view of pumshing by
frightening her, he first schemed to absent hiwself
for & short timc from his home. The plan in itsin-
ception was easy cnough, but how to bring it to
a satisfactory conclusion was another and 2 more
difficult matter to manage, because his retarn,
while his absence was still a cause of uneasiness
and surprise, must necessarily involve explana-
tion or justification more or less explicit and
complete. He kept on postponing, therefore, his
returs, until the cxhiaustion of his resources
sade postponement no longer possible. After
his seventeen years’absence he must have seemed
to his wife very much in the Jight of a stranger,
of whom it was not easy todemand explanation,
simply as a matter of course. He was not the
samt to her as a husband from whom she had
recently heen parted. She had become resigned
and teconciled in a great measure to his disap-
pearance, and the extent of her surprise at his
return would, for a time, at any rate, absorb
every other fecling., Yet be sure, that after-
wards, and to the end of her days, Mces. Hotwe—
if she shrunk from questioning him—was never-
theless always wondering within herzelf why her
husband had quitted her.

He was not in debt, as we have seen, and it
is not probable that hic was iavolved in any
trouble of & political kind, or he would surely
have quitted the country or hidden himself far
more completely from the eyes of his fellows.
Indeed, day after day he must have been in ex-
treme danger of his secret being discovered. He
was for ever haunting the neighboutrhoud in
which his wife resided—as though curious to
know how she bore his absence—nhow she sup-
ported hier widowed condition ; whether, by her
conduct under her aflliction, she gave proof of
her worthiness to bear his name, of her title to
the love he had once felt, or professed to feel for
her. Yet, for long years, Mrs. Howe cndured
this inspection—paticntly as Penelope: her
Ulysses contemplating her the while—with this
difference, that althongh disguised, he tad
never wandered.  He had been absent most in-

gloriously—hiding himself, fur no hnowu rea.
son, but a few streets off.  If she bad beaten
him well on his return, who could have blamed
her?  Who (eacept pechaps her husband) would
not linve forgiven her?  He had been guilty of
wanton cruclty, and deserved punishment of a
condign hand,

Hawthorue amagines the man to have Laen
possessed of a curious sellishness, rusting in lus
inactive mind—of a peculiar sort of vanity, ofa
disposition to craft, which, up to the tune of his
going away, had scldom produced inore positive
effects than the keeping of petty secrets hardly
worth teveating.  Undoubtedly thers are many
people much enamonred of a mystery for its own
sake~prone to set value upon a sceret simply
because it is a secret, and without any regard
to its intrinsic worth, just as the thieving
magpie in the old story hid the silver spoons—
nut because the spuuns could be of the shightest
use to i, but because its miscluesious propensi
ties fuund pleasure in hiding away all sorts of
things. Mr. ITowe may have been a man of this
kind . it may have Leen a source of pleasure to
han tu reflect that he bad sceutely hudden himself
away from hig wife and his fricnds,

It may be that the man was shightly mad.
Oser-indalgencye in a croteliet may land many a
man in an absolute craze.  And those who are
addicted to sowing whuns should be counsclled
to take heed lest, as 2 consequence, they reap
manias. Yo, if Howe was mad, there was cer-
Linly method in hus made-ss, and it endured
for seventeen years,

LEGEND OF LYNTON.

3len may cowe, and men may go,
Lut 1 1low on for ever.

So sings the poet, and so experience teaches
cach one of us, none more forcibly than the an-
tiquarian, who secs the fairest works of man's
wizdom and skill crumble and pass away be-
neath the hand of time.

Qut upnn time! it will leave no more

Orthe things to come than the thangs before.

Out upon timoe! who for cver will leavo

But enough of the ast for the Future to grieve
Oer that which hath been, and o ¢r that whicli must

c,

What we have scen our sons shall sco:—

temnantz of things that have passed away—
Yragineats of stone reared by creatures of clay !

Hundreds of years have gone by since Lynton
Castle served as o landmiark to the navigators
of the Bristol Ghannel—ycars which have swept
away the very remembrance of the grim tower,
and yet, in this Lright Maytide of 1867, the far
scene lies before us virtually unchanged; the
blue waters still rustle nad chafc against the
many-hued rocks, the same purple outline marks
the Glamorgansiure litls, and carries the mind
away to the days of Celt and Norman, of Druid
bard and Telgeth-Teg.  Ships with their white
sails waving w the wind stll float onwards, hap-
iy now wathout fear of the false hights of Dun-
ravan or the pirates of Ogmore. Nature is the
same, but Danraven sold towers are crumbling ;
Ogwmore is & rtain; and of Lynton nothing re-
mans, save the werd tale which accounts for
the desolation reigatng 1a the Valley of Rocks.

Fac different was the valley on a2 May morn-
ing loog ago, when standing upon the watch-
tower of the Castle the widowed Lady of Lyn-
ton looked forth frowningly, as the sweet,
solemn sounds of prase swelled upwards from
the chapel of St. John, which, bowered with
green trees and gardens, looked the very abode
of peace and love.

Gossip spoke truth when it asserted that the
Lady of Lynton had scant sympathy with pricst-
Iy ceremonics.  Save on the occasion of & festi-
val, she rarely bent head or kuee beneath the
holy roof. Slanderous tongues were not slow
in assigning a reason for tns aversion, and
whispered 2 tale of early troth betrayed for a
richier suitor ; of & revengefullover, who tcok by
force whathe had vainly sought in love; and of
an w.ngry husband, who, refusing to bhear of bis
wife'sinnocence, fought the beteayer, and falling
wounded unto death, died cursing the woman

whose weakness had worked his destruction,

They toll, tao, that the lover fled to the Holy
Laud, and there, while attempting to expiate his
sing, fell into the power of Satan, and became
the avenging agent of the curso pronounced by
the man he had wronged aund slain, The lady
shut herself up in the lonely Castle, where, in
due time, she bore twins, and where she stood
upon the Mayday whea our story begius.

Nothiug could be fairer than the prospect that
the lady gazed upon : above, & cloudless blue
sky , below, tho coually blue channel, sparkling
and dancing in we sun-light, vichly coloured
rocks, peeping out of a white veil of mist, which
bung across the opening to the valley of the
Waters' Meet, Warm, still, and solemn lay
land and occan, nothing ncar showing the acti-
vity of life, save a heavily-laden merchantman,
which was moring up channel, watched by
greedy eyes from either shore,—~cyes which
brightened as the fair promise of calm weather
became overcast, and the horizon grew murky
with clouds. An hour later, and the waves
were shaking theie white crests in defiance at
the tempest, which thundering through the
cliasms below the rock, wrangled and fought
with the weather beaten tower, to the portal of
which, when the storm was at tho wildest, came
+ munk. Travel stained and weary, he begged
shelter and food ; but neither monk nor beggar
were ever relieved at the Castle, so the porter
bade him begone. Then, finding begging availed
nothing, the monk cbanged his tone, and de-
manded admittance in a manner so peremptory
that the lady herself came to the encounter.

The monk threw back his cowl, when by the
open portal e saw the pale face of the mistress,
a face which flushed red as the setting sun when
his eyes met bers,

‘I like him not,” she said, drawing back ;
*bid himbegone,” And retuzning to her cham-
ber, she knelt by the closed lattice, listening
and watching cagerly for the monk’s departure.

“ Your lady is foolbardy,” he replied, with a
loud laugh. ¢ Ten yearsago she might have
darcd me—ten years ago shedid dare me; itis my
turn now. The church is near, and if I so wish-
ed, food and rest were mine ; but I need neither.
Tell the Lady of Lynton, that all she calls her's
is, and shail be mine unlil the day when a dead
woman end chld shall stund and beckon in yonder
church poreh

Than gathering round lum his dark garment
the monk strode down the hill and disappeared
in the mist and gathering darkness.  Years
went on ; the Lady of Lynton was laid in the
vault beside ber lord, and her son reigned in her
stead, ruling with a rod of iron ; and sceming to
be possessed with a very demon of gain, ho Iaid
acre unto acre, until he coveted even the lands
belonging to the chapel of St. Jobn, and under
the pretence of rebuilding, pulled it down, con-
stituting Inmself warden of the holy vessels,
&c., while the timid monks fled to a neighbour-
ing monpastery. There was no expression of
gricf among his retainers or dependents whea it
wag koown that the miser lord was dying ; and
he shut himself into bis strong room, among his
bags of gold, as if he thought Lo could carry
them to the land whenee none returncth; and
there, in the midst of his ill-acquired wealth,
waiting for death, there came to him the Black
Monk, who, passing page and porter, made bis
way to the chamber. No one clse wasadmitted,
but yells resounding through the Cstle drove
the frightened retainers to the furthest chamber,
where, with closed windows and doors, they
crept together and whispered terrible stories of
the cruclty and sin wrought by the master they
bad served but too faithfully for their owa
peace. .

When the night was over, and sualight again
lifted up their sinking hearts, they weat in 2
body to the baron’s roors. Tbe monk wasgone,
and the baron lay there & fearfully disfigured
corpse, half buried in heaps of gold, which
seemed to bave been heated until it actually
burat bim to death. .

Iis son did not tacry in the Castle, which,
when the circumstances of the Black Mon2s
visit were known, became of evil notoriety, but
went forth with the king to Palestine, Know-
ing nothing of the cvil spirit permitted to haunt




1807.)

THE SATURDAY READER.

316

his family, the young baron had no misgivings
about the friendship demonstrated for him by an
acquaintance hie made, so much so that the
baron and the Black Monk became constant
companions. Alas! oftener comrades in evil
than in good.

King Richard liked the gallant young soldier,
who also won his way awmong the fair dames
who followed the camp of the monarch even to
distant Innds; and the baron, nothing loth,
drank deeply of the cup which he sipped under
the monk’s guidance. IHeadlong was his down-
ward course—honour, good name, even royal
favour were forgotten. Lapped in debauchery,
all that was pure and of good report grew stale
and tasteless to him.

Richard returned to England ; but not so the
baron, who made somo excuse that he might
stay behind amongst the companions of his sis.
At last, more in kindness than displeasure, the
king despatched a royal order commanding his
return.  But too late; when the baron reached
home the Lion-heart had ceased tobeat, and John,
urged on by the qucen-mother, was making the
whole land a ssene of confusion and trouble.

With John, the Lord of Liuton becawe a
primo favourite, and no doubt would have re-
mained 80 had they not both fallen iu love with
the Lady of Lce. The king, following the
example cf a love-sick monarch in golden days,
despatehed the dame's husband to the Border
Country, under the pretence of keeping the
Scotch in check; but the dame, loving the
baron better than the king, set off at once for
North Devon, where her home Iay adjacent to
the Castle of Lynton; nor did she go without
making sure that her favoured lover would fol-
low. So it nceded but small persnasion from
the never-abseat monk to induco the baron to
defy tho royal commaud and set off for his long
deserted bome. Accordingly, the eve of St
John found him staoding upon the same tower
where, years before, staod the grandmother to
whom he owed so little. It wasa soft, warm
evening, aed from the newly-restored chapel
came the vesper hymn, Long lost hopes, sal-
lied and trampled upon, began to rise. Con-
scienco awoke, and the voice long silent spoke
out, at first feebly, then cleaver, until, by God’s

nce, it filled his heart, and showed him the
life of death hehad beenleading. Sweat-drops
stood out upon the repeatant sinner’s forchead,
and burning tears burst from his eyes, which
wandering from spot to spot recalled the vision-
ary forms of mother and infant sister long dead
—a mother, too, whose life had cbbed away in
ceaseless prayer for ber prodigal. Thus the
Black Monk found my lord, and mocking, said :

« What! weeping, my Lord of Lynton?
Taith, we must scnd for my Lady of Lee tokiss
the drops away !”

There was a devilish snecr in the monk's
specch, but the baron resented it not; turning
10 the stairs he went to the room where the
morning meal was spread, and where, takingup
a tankard, be drank adeep draught ; tken, pull-
ing his hat over his cyes, he left the table, heed-
1ess of the wonderiog whispers that crept round
among his retainers.

st He is love 8ick,” said the monk. ¢ Andmy
. lady lies at Leo Abbey and the pathway is easily

trod.”

But along no pathway, and to. no lady luve
went theyoung baron ; his face was tarned west-
wards, and beyond the drawbridge he stood,
listening to tho voices of prayer. Here, too
camo tho monk, whispering:

¢« The hours fly, and love is easier lost than
won. My lady has not lain down save to
dream of you since she fled the court. A lag-
gard in love is—-"

“Peace, monk I” interrupted
“You weary me with your counscl.”

“Ha! ha? laughed tho monk, ¢ Thesword
saith to the armourer I need thee not; but what
if the sword say to the arm that wiclds it the
like ??

Theo baron's eyes flashed. # By St. George,
I11 put an cnd to this! You’ve outstayed your
welcome, sir monk I?

ool l” hissed the othier, bending his- dark
face to the baron's ear. ¢ Thou art minc—all

the  baron.

thine aro mine! Cowme,” ho ndded softly, “ the '
Jjourney and drink have gone to thy brain, and I
like not clash words.” '

As the baron listened his cheek grew paler,
and o strango trembling seized his linbs, for in
the porch of the chapel o misty shadow devel-
oped itself, and the figures of & woman and child
beeame distinetly visible.

Slowly the woman raised her shadowy arm |
and beckoned. A cry broke from the baron’s !
lips, and he sprang forward, but the monk’s“
arms were round him, :

“Remember Mira l—remewmber thy plighted !
love!” yelled the Black Monk.

% Mother | mother!” cricd the baron, strug-‘
gling; “I come! Christ forgive my sinst”
And breaking from the monk's grasp, he was

PASTIMES.

ARITHMORE).
1101 and of gain (2 Venetian grandee,)
5 0 rat (dexterous.)
150 ¢ hasa (acovering for the head.)
¢ Anna Erb (a character in ¢ measure
for measure.”)

(=
o

50 * era (a nobleman.)
50 ¢ eat (a wild fowl.)
1 % no hod {anative of Ifindostan.)

The initinls and finals, read downtards, will

« game two Shaksperian characters,

Exwms Rureser,
SQUARE WORDS.
1. A leaden weight, a power; a part of the

caught in the phantom arms, ard a cloud hid " hnman body ; & fruit , to mark,

them from sight.

Then there echoed through the valley a shock !
of thunder, the earth shook and trembled, duvk- |
ness fell upon all; and when the cloud passed
away, nota vestige of church or castle remaired.
The smiling valley had become a wilderness—
chaos sat triumphant where Paradise had smiled ;
and thoe only living being in the desolate waste !
was the gaunt figure of the avenger—the Bleck
Aonk, who, looking round, cursed the ground;
then climbing to the top of the rock upon
which the Castle once stood, he plunged into
tho dark abyss below.

Whethier the Lady of Lee took warning, and
turned overa new leafy or whether being off
with an old love, she consoled herself witha
new, legendary lore sayeth not. The Valley of
Rocks remains, however, a scene of desolation,
and the Castle rock frowns over the Chan-
nel. Sincoe that timec Lee Abbey has pas-
sed from havd to hand, and a story, sad and
wild enough, has been enacted there in later
days. I. D. Fexrox.

" LITERARY GOSSIP.

——

Dante’s #Inferno” has Leen made to supply
the materials for the libretto of a new opera by
Gounod.

Mr. Robert Buchanan will shortly publish
through the Messrs. Routledge a new volume
entitled # North Coast Poems.”

Mr. Sydney Whiting is about to publish ¢ The
Romance of a Garret; or, the Life of a Man of
Letters, with bis Misfortunes, Faitures, Snccesses,
Hopes, Fears, and Adventures.

A new novel, called ¢ Carlyon’s Year ” by the
author of “ Lost Sir Massingberd,” is about to
commence in Once a Weel:,

A new magazine, the Broadway,wilt appear in
London in August, under the editorship of Mr.
Edmungd Routledge. A list of contributors fur-
nished promises good fare of the magazine kind.
It appears some American authors are also to be
engaged upon the venture, The Broadway will
give cighty pages for sixpence, and & muscular
novel Ly the author of © Guy Livingstonc ™ is to
form a leading feature, The new periodical
will be illustrated.

According to the Times of Indiu, of May 20th,
a ship belonging to the Sultan of Zanzibar,
which had recently arrived at Bombay, had
brought further confirmation of the death of Dr.
Livingstone in the way reported. * The Johanna
mea who had been in the doctor’s service, and
brought tbe news of his death, had been taken
before the Sultan or Rajah of Johanna, and
strictly cross-excmined as to the rddte taken,
and the events both before and after the doctor’s
death. They were also examined by Dr. Kirk,
who fpund that the route they stated to bave
been taken was the same as that which Living-
stone had marked out for himself before starting.
Dr. Seward inade every inguiry at Keclwah
(Quilon), but failed to obtain avy other infor-
mation.” It will be as well, howerer, to sus-
pend our judgment until the expedition now on
its routc shall bave given the world the results
of its inquisics; though it must be admitted
that in the meanwhile the case does not look
hopeful,

2 A mechanical power , a reason; belonging
to the country ; a legal instrument spelt back-
wards ; a town in England.

ENIGMA.

Within o wall as white as milk,
Behufd a curtain soft as siik,

A golden apple doth appear

Bathed in 8 bath of crystal clear,

No door nor window you behold,

Yet thieves break in und steal the gold.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
. A Dominion,
A British posscssion.
. A soothing drug.
. A river in Spain.
A river in France.
. An island famous in history.
. To improve,
. A cure.

The Finals name a Shaksperian actor, and
the Initials, a character hie represented. B.N. C.
CHARADE.

I am composed of 2¢ letters.

My 9,14, 21, 4, 25, 7, 12, 9, is an animal,

My 19, 2, 26, i3 a sprite,

My 16, 8, 23, 10, 7, 15, is 2 man’s name.

My 24, 13,17, 11, 13 a river in Eugland.

My 6, 20, 3, 22, iz & chicf beauty in woman

My 1, 12. 21, 18, 5, i3 a stratagem.

Aud my whole is a proverb,

DEGAPITATION.

909 Thereis in Burope a river of five letters ;
take two away, aud one will remain.

G. W. G.
ARITHMETICAL QUESTIONS.

1. The ages of John and Reginald ave together
equal to twice Walter’s age, the united ages of
the three amount to twenty-four years, the shm
of the cubss of theiraged to 2,304. Find the
age of each.

1. Atan cvening party the number of the girls
was a5 3 to 2 of the boys, but when ten bogs
left, cach with a sister, the proportion of the
girls remaining was to the boys a3 2 to 1. How
many were there of each, when all were in the
roomn ?

ANSWERSTO BISTORICAL ARITHMOREN,
&e. No. 96. )
Arithmorem.—1. Oudenarde; 2. Morat; 3.
Austerlitz ; 4. Rodney , 5. Pictou ; 6. Abercrom-
bic ; 7. Sadowa ; 8. Halleck ; 9. Aleantara,

00 =T O Sl 310 s

B.N.C.

Square Words—1.LIL Y 28ADLT
IDE A AVER
LEER LEVI
YARN TRI O

Charades—1. Wormwood ; 2. SirHensy Have-
lock.

Logogripi.—~Emit-timc.mitc-item. "
Arithmetical Qu stion—A £15; B £32; C
£56.

" Answers received :—

Arithmorem.~B. N. C,, Geo. B,, H. H.V,, G.
S., Arctic.

Square Words—Bericus, B. N. C., Arctic,
Cavwop, Geo. B, W. 1., Niagara.

Chardes.—B. N. C., Arclic, Niagara, W. H,,
Bc;:icus, Geo. B.

ogogriph.—Bericus, B N. C., Niagara, W. H,

n n v ¢] td g L} ?

Arithmetical Question~B. N. 0., Bericus, H.
. V., Niagara, Geo. B.
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

——

Query.—The letter in the earl’s name is pro-
nounced as *“a” and in the town as “¢.’

ALice B.—The wife of a baronet or knight s
generally designed by Lady prefixed to her hus-
band's surname, the proper legal design, how-
ever, is Dame, followed by her christinn name
and surnawe,

Exya, Jawes M., and J, I.—We are unable
to reply to your questions.

Juamrta.~The initials at the end of a lettoy,
R.S. V. P., mean respondez sil vous plait, *an-
swer if you please.” A lemon sliced in sugar
or honey, or a new cgg, will clear the voice
previous to singing,

WiLLaax W.—The seven days which precede
and the seven which fullow the shortest day
were called by the ancients haleyon days, on
account of a fable that during this time, while
the halcyon bird or kingfisher was brceding,
there always prevailed calms atsex.  From tius
the phrage “halcyon days” hias come to signify
times of peace and tranquility.

dC. L. G.—The verses are respectfully dechn-
ed,

B. B—We believe there are such laws in the
statute book : but you would find it difticult and
costly to apply them if resisted.

Frask.—The back nambess of the Reapen
(with one or two exceptions) are all in print.
Send a list of the numbers you require to com-
plete your sets,

Jessie L.—We read in the Pentateuch: of mir-
rors of brass being used by the Hcbrews, and
bronze mirrors were in very common use
amongst the ancient Egyptians, Greeks and
Rowans, Mirrors of glass were first made at
Venice in 1300, but they were very rude contri-
vances compared with modera ones.  The mak-
ing of mirrors was introduced into England in
1673, and soon became an important manufac-
ture.  Mirrors can be produced of any size to
which plate glass can be cut, from eighteen
days to & month are required to cumplete the
process of manufacture,

Mr. Dickens has related in 4 the Year Round
the story of a strange coincidence, having almost
a supernatural character, which recently oc-
curred to himself, It is contained in a note
which he appends to an article by a contribuzor,
who advances some new theories with regaru to
spectral appearances, and tells the famous s.o-
ries of Lord Lyttelton (with some additions not
hitherto published) and of Lord Tyrone and
Lady Beresford. Remarking on the latter, Mr.
Dickens tbinks that natural explanativns are
sufficicnt, and, in illustration of the broad
margin of allowance that must always be left
for coincidence in these cases,” relates the fol-
lowing singular anecdote :—* We dreamed that
we were in a large assembly, and saw a lady in
a bright red wrapper, whom we thought we
knew. Her back being towards us, we touched
her. On her looking round, she disclosed a face
that was uoknown to us, and, on our apologiz-
ing, said pleasantly :¢I am Miss N—-," men-
tioping @ name, not the name of any friend or
acquaintance we had, although a well-known
pame. Thedream was unusually vivid, and we
awoke. On the very next evening, we recog-
nized (with a strapge feeling), coming in at the
open door of our room, the lady of the dream,
in the bright red wrapper. More extraordinary
stilly the lady was presented by the friend who
accompaunicd ber, as Miss N—, the name jn
the dream. No citcumstance, near or remot?,
that wo could ever trace, in the least accounted
for this. The Jady came on the real common-
place visit in pursuance of an appointment qaito
unexpectedly made with the lady who introduc-
cd her, only on the night of the dreaw. From
the Iatter, we had no previous knowledge of her
name, nor of her existence,”

A uay who bad been married twico to lndies
both named Catherine, ndvised his fricnds
against taking dupli-Kates.

CHESS.
TO CORRESPONDENTS.

C. C. B. Coxagouanty, N. Y,—Although long past
due, nono the loss welcome. Tho position, from a
cursory examiunation, appears to bo quite sound.

G. G. St. CaTnanmings.~Thaouks for your prom?t
complianco with our request. Tho L’roblem by E, H.
C s certaunly a hard si, we have so far falled to
cinck it.

PROBLEY|, No. 77.
By W, S. Pavir,
(From the ** Chess World.”)
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Whito to play and Mate in two moves,
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SOLUTION OF PROBLEY, No. 75.

WHITE BLACK.
1RtoK 4. YtoQ3or(a.)
2 Kt Mates.

(@) 1 e e Ttok 4.
2 R takes ¥’ Mate, -
THE MACKENZIEAND REICHHELM MATCH.
THIKD GAME,

BRENCH DEFENCE.
Wmite. (Mr. Mackenzie.) Buack. (3fr. Reichhelm.)
: l::olii. I é‘{’to K43
< 0 ’ to
3QKttoB3 3 l’tak%s r
Kt takes P b $1Kttok B3
b httakes ht 5 Q takes it
6 gttto éxé‘a. l G i §°lQ{ %ts
7 0 Q3. 0 3
8 Castles. é Bto g2,
¢ QtoK 2 91(ttoil3.
10 FtoB3 3. 10 Castles (Q R )
}}) I'to Q Iirt 3. i 11, Kttok 2.
ER T PR SE:
14 B takes Kt | 14 Qtakes B
15 Pto Kt 3. 1 15QtoB 3,
15 5tk e BTy S
1 . -
BPORG | 18 FtoK B3
19 PtoRG. t 19 Bto B3
:.:A{ {: iak;?tlg (ch.) | ‘;;(l) gttaﬁzcs P,
2 0 . 2 o K
ves 1% B K kes R,
24 R toRsqch.) : 2+ KtoLktd, o
25 Rto X 6(ch.) H B KtoL #
26 Qto X B(ch 1 2 KtoB D
BemRe™ L HARR e
- 0 1.
29 3t 10 KO3, and Mr. Relcimelm redgus.

FOURTH GAME,
BVANS @AUBIT.
Wiute. (Mr Redhhelm.) Brack. (Mr Mackenzic.)
11't0 K4.

1PtoK4.
2K KXttoB3 2QKttoB3

3 B to B4, s LBtoB4,

$4PtoQKt4 4 B takes Kt 1

6 toB3 5 BtoB4.

6 Castlos. 6 to Q3

7 Dto Q4. 7 I takes P,

8 P takes . 8 B to It 8.

9 Ktto33. 9 Ktto R 4.
10BtoQ3. 10 Ktto K 2,
11 Ktto K Kt5. I PtoKR3
12 Q to RG. 12 Uastles,

13 ¥ to K’ 5, 18BtoKX B4
14 B takes BB, 14 Kttakes B
15 K Ktto Kk 4. 15 Pto K Kt3
]0({&0,!13. 16 B takes Q P.
17 Ktto B6{(ch.) 17 K to Kt &
18P to KKtd. 18 B takes I’ (best )
19 K IXtt0 Q6. 19 Ktto Rt 6.
20 QoK 3. 2) Pto K Kt 4.
21 Y toB 4. 21 Pakes .
22 Kt takes P, 22 Q to K Kt4.
22 Kt to R 6(ch.) 23 hto B,sg.
AQtolR3. 2+ Qto Xt 8,
5 Q takes Kt 25 B takes Kt.
28 htto B6. L K oRt2
27 Ktto R 6 (ch) 2 KtoR2.

23 Kt to B6(ch.) 23 K to Kt 2,
29 Ktto R6{ch.} 29 KwR2

And the game was abandoned /s drawn,

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

A CHARAOTER, like a kettle, once mended, al-
ways wants mending.

Waar is taken from you before you get it 7—
Your portrait.

Mock no man for his snub-nose, for you never
can tell what may turan up.

A corresroNDENT writes to agk how much the
waist of time measures round.

‘“Too much of a good thing,” as the kitten said
when she fell into a milk-pail,

Deeravep Tasts.—Tho sinall gentleman who
indulged sv freely 1o biting 2arcasm hag taken to
swallowing afironts.

AN Irishman once observed that mile-stones
were kind enougli to answer your questions with.
out giving you the trouble to ask them.

Taebest + Ladice's Companion”—Ifer Iusband
—Judy.

A clergyman who had been told that his ser-
mous were too long, excused himself on the
ground that the church was a large onc.

¢ Sirrah,” said a justice to one brought before
him, ¥ you are an arrant knavo,"—¢ Just-as your
worship spoke,” said the prisoher, “the clock
struck two.”

Duaring the Looisiana campaign a party of sol-
diers, marching through a swamp, were o1deréd
to form two deep, when a corporal-exclaimed,
“1I'm too deep alrcady—I'm up to my middle!*

Ocurar DEMoNsTRATION.~Winking.

Saaxsrgariay Tiovant.—¢ When the brains
are out, the Woman will dye.”

¢ Mone or Lrss.'—The usual place of Tesort
for Ddblin duellists wae called 'Fifteen ‘Acrés,
An attorney of that city, in penning 4 challenge,
probably thought he was drawing a lease, and
invited his antagonist to meet him at * theplace
called Fiftcen Acres—De the samemore or less.’

Tax Fiest Wig.~—St.Louis logt hishair in Pa-
Iestine, and when Qdeen Bianca saw him ‘thns
denuded she was sorely vexed. However, she
bethought herself of a remedy, which was to cat
offa lock from the head of every courtier ; these
she sewed exrcfully together, and thus made ‘the
first wig!

Ecoxomnar Binps —A gentleman ‘writing
from Africa, and describing a Jot of ostrichés
which hie has on ‘hand, says:— They dre cheap
birds to keep. They live on gun-flints and'rosty
n.ils. A freshapike i3 a delicious inogsel, while
an old Linge, with a little oil on it, is fought for
with as much cagerness as & pair of aldermen
would exhibit over a bowl of gréen tar{le.”

A Scotcu lady from n conntry town in the
Highlands being taken to Edinburgh, and hear-
ing modern sjnging in a church for the fiest
tuue, was asked by the lady ywbo took lier thére
what she thought of the music. * It's varra
bunug, verra Lony , but oh, my leddy, it's an
awfu way of spendiog the Sabhath.”

AN irritable tragedian was playing .Mucbeth,
and had rushed off to kill Duncan, when there
was no blood for the Thane to “steep .his.bands
in. The actor, however, not to disappoint the
audicnce, clenched bis fist, and striking the pro-
perty man o violent blow on his nose, coolly
daubed tus bands with what flowed from it, and
re-cntered with the usual words, * I've done the
deed—did’st thou not bear a noise

PusisnaesT of TuryprNCcE.—~A luwyer driving
through the town of Worcester stopped at a
cottage to inquire his way. The woman of the
house told him be gust keep on sfraight for
some time, then turn to theTight; bat-shid that
she herself was going to pass the rodd -ho ‘must
take, and thatif ho wonlil wait a fow moments till
she could ges her horso ready, she would: show
him the way. * Well,” said he,  bad ‘compaoy
is better than none—make haste.”  After jogg-
ing on five or six miles, the gentleman asked' if
they had not come to the road he must take?
« Oh yes,” said she, * wo have passéd it-two ‘or
threo miles back, but I thobght bad ‘Gompaby
wa$ better than none, so I kept you along'with
me.”



