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IN beholding the frescoes of Michael Angelo
and Raphael, at Rome, one cannot help re-
flecting that they were indebted for their preser-
vation solely to the durable material upon which
they were painted. There' they are, the permaa-
nent monuments of genius and &kill, while many
Oﬂl&? i
spoils of insatiate avarice, or the vietims of wan-

ton barbarism. How grateful ought mankind |
to be, that not only the Bible, but so many of |.

the great literary productions of antiquity have
come down to us—that the Word of God and the
works of Homer, Virgil, and Plato, have been
preserved—while we possess those of the early
fatbers of the church, as well as those of Shaks-
pere, Milton, and Bacon. These, fortunately,
may be eonsidered indestructible : ‘they shall
remain to us till the end of time itaelf—till time,
in the words of Ben Jonson, has thrown his
last dart at death, and shall himself submit to
the final and inevitable destruction of all created
matter. A second irruption of the Goths and
Vandals could not now endanger their existence,
secured as they are by the wonders of modern
invention, and by the affectionate admiration of
myriads of human beings.

ceased to write, but when shall he cease to be
read ? when shall he cease to give light and
delight? It might seem arrogance and pre-
sumption to write anything about him after the

world of eommentaries already written upon his |.

plays and sonnets. Among the numerous read-
ers of this journal, not a few are desirous of

instruction and literary amusement, and some |
require it. Let them not think that this is an |’

attempt to add anything to the superstracture of

that great temple already built by Ooleridge, i

Hazlitt, Ohas. Knight, Goethe, Schlegel, and

Ulrici. Presuming that most of them have a |

knowledge of Shakspere, I shall consider myself
merely as a servant bringing & bouquet.mto 1
well-farnished apartment. My regret is that
neither the reader nor myself have the flow-
ers before us; but it may amuse some to collect
them during the coming summer, and a

them in posies ; and others to refer to the texts,
and thereby discover, hitherto to them, latent
beauties in the great dramatist. I do not intend
saying anything about botany, or anything about
the characters introducing the flowers, but shall
content myself by giving you the acts and
seenes of the different plays”in which the pas-
sages occur. My only labour, and that one of
love— The labour we delight in physics pain"—
i;the compiling and arranging what may be

S
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THE FLOWERS OF SHAKSPERE

1f music be the food of love, play on—
Give me excess of it; that surﬂ&ltu
The appetite may sicken, snd go dio.

\

of their mighty works have become the |.

It is now more than |
two, bundred and fifty years since Shakspere

BUMPTUARY Lurgj li;l

To CorRESPONDENTS., *|'
SOIRNTIFIO AND USRFUL. |’

Tooth'd briars,
Which enterd t.h;‘hfi? h

Konn; plants with earving Roeal

all
could meet that fancy-monger I woul

That strain again;—it had a dying fall :

Q, it came o’or my ear like the sweet south

That breathes upon & bank of violets,

Stealing and glvinmonr. :
ifth Night, Act 1, Scene 1.

Cesario, by the roses of the spring,

B: mudgghood, honour, tr?t'l;'?;xd everything,

1 Yove thoe s0,—that maugre all thy pride,

Nor wit, nor reason, can mylm.slon hide.
id, Act 8,

Scene 1.
Meorcifal Heaven!
Thou rather with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt,
Splitt'st the \mwedgeable and gn oak,
'I‘Rm the soft myrtle.
Measure for Measwre, Act 2, Scene 2,

*Bid her steat into the ‘plenched bower,
‘Whaere /ioneysuckles, ripen’d by the sun,
Forbid tho sun to enter;—like favouri
Made prc:gd by pﬁnt%esé {,hr:&niativance their pride
Against the power tha .

Muchp‘:do About Nothing, Act 3, Scene 1.

No night is now with hymn or carol bless’d :—
Therefore, the moon the governess of floods
Pale in her anger, washes all the air,

That rheumatic diseases do abound :

And through this distemperature, we see

The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts -

Fall in the fresh lag of the crimson rose;

And on old Hyems’ thin and icy crown, |

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds

13, a8 in mockery, set, §

. . . - . - [
Flying between the cold moon and the earth,
Cupid all arm’d: a certain aim he took

At a fair vestal, throned by the west; .
And loog’d his Jove-shaft smartly from his bow,
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts:
But I might see young Cupid’s flery shaft
Euench’d in the chaste beams of the watery moon;
1o matdon ooditbtion, senby heb " '

n n n, faney-free. .
“Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Capid foll

»
I know a bank where the wild thyme blows,
‘Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows;’
%ujte over-canopied with Juscious ine, .
ith sweet musk-roses, and with e%lamine : '
Thero sl Titania, sometime of the night,
Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight.
Midsummer Night’'s Dream, Act 2, Scene2.

Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed, \
‘While 1 thy amiable cheeks do coy,
And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head,

And keep thy fair large ears, my gentle joy.
‘Where’s peas-blossom ? . '

- » » * » . .
Sleop thou, and I will wind thee in my arms. .
Fairies, be gone, and be alt W?l away.
So doth the woodbine, the sweef Aoneysuckle
Geutly entwist; the female lg 80
Enrings the barb fingers of the elm.

Ibid, Act 4, Scene 1.

’

S8OKG.
‘When daises pied, and violets blue,
And lady-smocks all silver white, i
And cuckoo’s-buds of yellow hue,
/Do paint the meadows with delight,
The cuckoo then, on every tree, }
Mocks married men, for thus sings he,
Cuckoo! : l
Love’s Labour Lost, Actb

Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas

Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats and pess;
Thy tarfy mountains, where
And flat meads thatch’d with stover, them to keep ;

live nibbling sheep,

* * * * - » »

With sweetest music; 80 T charm’d their ears,
That ealf-like, they my lowing follow’d, thron%l'll
orns,

urzes, pricking goss and
{rail shins, i

Tempest, Act 4, Scene 1.

There is & man haunts the forest that abuses our
Ebon o :lx;d on thﬁir b%rlks;
Rawthorns, an iea on brambles;
rsooth, deifying tho name Rosalind; if 1
ve him some
ood counsel, for he seems to have th%i aotidian of
ve upon him. A:Youbikclt,dctg,&:eues.

Enter AUTOLYOUS, singing.

ungr; odes

‘When dafodils begin to

W ey e g,
sweet o’ 3

Fgr the red blood reigus in the winter’s pale.

She hath made me four-and-twenty nosegays for the

o\ shearers; three-man gong-men all,* and very good

ones; but they are, most of them
but one Pnrian u’nongst them, sad

means and bases :
he sings pulm:

to hornpipes.

There’s rosemary,—
love remember; and
thoughts.—~There’s fennel for y. P
there’s rue for you; and here’s some for mo :—we.
call it the her!
1 would give you df:dm violels,

hen my fathe!

w

Belarius,

But straight the
Unto tbo&g
And leave ‘,,W_

The fairest flowers o’ the season
A:o our 2arnsti2ns, An:i strea.ked gil{yvom -

Here’s fowors for you;
Hot J :

lavender, mints, savory marjoram;
The marigold, that goes to bed with the sun,
Andwiu:himr.heswegpdng‘. .

* »

. Daffodils
That come before the swallow dares, and take
The winds of March with besuty; violets, dim,
But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes,

Or Cytherea’s breath; pale es, bold ozlips,
Andthecmnhpa-ia‘l’; mma, ke, .
The flower-du-iuce being one.

Wisier’s Tale, Act 4., Scens 3.

:"l' _foi: mmombn::e i‘ pr;y,
pansies, at’s for

ou, sud columbines :—
4 Insy
o’ Sundays:—Thero’s & daisy :—
{'in they ﬁtl:::;’ all,

r , Act 4, Scene b.

There is & willow grows aslant a brook,
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream;
'(l‘)here with fantastic l;:;k“did sde come, s
f crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples,
There, on the dant boughs her cofonet weeds
Clambering to hang, an envious aliver broke;
When down the weedy trophies and herself
Fell in the weeping brook. Act 4,

‘With fairest flowers
‘Whilst summer lasts, and Tlive here Fidele,
ﬂlei‘reetenﬂtlh‘{’lhd g?hve; thou shait mot lack

ower s y face, primroge ; nor
The azur’d harebell, like thy v -
The leaf ofeym, whom not to
Out sweeten’d not thy breath.

; no, nor
slander,

more :
o’ the

ves, '
Gymbeiine, 4ct 8, Scene 3.

Alack, 'tis he; why he was met even now
As mad as the vex’d sea; aingi:s aloud; .
Crown’d with rank , and furrow weeds
‘With harlocks, , nettles, cuckoo flowers,
Danel, and all the idle weeds that grow

In our sustaining corn. Lear, Aot 4, Scene 4.

To gild refined gold, to {alnt the Iy,
To rowtm-g:omeon he violet, o
To ice, or add another ;
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light ‘'
To seek the besuteous eye of heaveln to garnish,
s wasteful and ridiculous excess.
King Jokw, Act 4, Scene 2.
Bat thou art fair; and at birth, desr boy,
Natare and Fortune join’d thee
Of Nature’s gifts thou may’st with liljes
And with the half-blown rose. . . ’
King John, MAet 8, Scene

Scene.~The Temple Garden. .~ -~
Let him that is no coward, nor no flatterdr - -
Bat dare maintain the party of the truth,
Pluck & red rose from off thorn with me.-

1 love no colours; and, without all colour

with the body of Cloten—
Here's » fow flowers; but about nidnlsl:t,
The hearts that have on them cold dew

night
Are strewings fitt’st for
SR

Eis

s

L

¥ ack thia white fose with Pl
I glnc t{m W, £e rose W ks ntag%net.
This brawl to-day,

Grown to this faction, in the Temple Garden,
Shall send, between the red rose and the gohite,
A thousand souls to death and du% it
King Henry VI, Part I, Aot %, 80ems 4.
Cied dds A

Girdling one another - o
Within their {lamm innoocent srssy ! ‘- -
Theiruf;:wmfosrndm,oll otalk
‘Which

their summer kissod each other,
M}, Act IV, Scene 8.
A barren detested vale, you see it 1s;
The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and fean,
e v i
¢ id me they
aﬁiul yew,

»
would bind me here
%senble doath. -

Andronicus, Act II, Scene 3.

v

*gingers of three part sougs, i.e., songo for three

1Means are tenor—intermediaté ‘voices betwéen the

treble and the base.

In the early days of y, it was Dot unusual

mt the popuiar secular thnés to versions of the
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Witness ;l;%n‘mmse bank whereon I lie;
©

gl‘:ﬁ e&werllib sturdy trees support m@;
8
Fro

t oves shinll d{]awmt}_tl:r&ug:o g)?m Y,
rn €eveéR whe is! [ :
igve soli %m‘: 3 iy Rm

, yWeeg boy, gud may it be
theu sBoul I unto thee?
hal the ‘ ugmlkxk t%}gvy nto theet

Love keeps his revels where there are bn? twain,
Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight:
These blue-veined violets whereon we lean
Never oun blab, nor know not what we mean.
Ibid.
The Song of Ariel.
re the bee stoks, there suck I;
g?oowstfp’s bell 1 lie: ’
There I couch when owls do cry.
On the bat’s back 1do fly
After summer merrily: ~
Merrily, merrily, shall I live now
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough.
Tempest, Act b, Scene 1

They are as gentle 3
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet,
Not wagging his sweet head: and yet as rough,
Their royal blood enchafed, as the rud’st wind,
That by the top doth take the mountain pine,
And make him stoop to the vale.—Cymbeline.

OPHELIA.

CANADIAN WINTER SCENERY.

—

UR literary friends will doubtless learn with
pleagure that a fourth instalment of those
detached papers on Canadian subjects, published
latterly each spring in Quebec, under the appro-
priate name of Maple Leaves, may be look-
ed for with the return of the vernal season.
Sketches of the history, literature, legends, orni-
thology and wild sports of our native country,
are sure to find a hearty welcome in every Cana-
dian home. Let us have another budget by all
means. We are permitted to insert in advance
the following description of the appearance of
trees after the late storm ; it closes & fableau of a
Canadian winter. .

« Hag it ever been your fortune, kind reader,
to enjoy in the depths of winter a ramble in a
Canadian forest, at the mystic hour when the
queen of night holds gentle sway ? Have you
ever revelled in this feast of soul, fresh from the
busy hum of city life, perchance strolling up a
mountain path with undulating plains of spotless
whiteness behind you, or else canopied by the
leafy dome of odorous pines or green hemlock,
with no other companion but your trusty rifle—
por other sound but the hoot of the great horned
owl, disturbed by the glare of your camp fire—
or the rustle of the passing hare, skulking fox, or
prowsing cariboo. If so, you can indeed boast
of having held communion with the grim god of
winter, in one of his most pleasing moods; nor
are these the only charms the stern monarch oc-
casionally reveals.

Ever shall I remember, one sunny March morn-
ing sauntering along the green uplands of Sillery,
towards the city while the ¢ sun-god” was pour-
ing over head floods of purple, fecundating light ;
the day previous one of our annual equinoctial
storms had careered over the country ; first wind
and snow; then wind and sleet, the latter dis-
golving in translucent icy tears, enclosing all
nature in thousands of weird, glowing crystals ;
every tree of the forest according to its instinct,
its nature, wreathing in the conqueror's cold em-
brace—~rigid—groaning—ready to snap in twain
rather than bend ; witness the red oak or hard
maple; or else, meekly, submissively curving to
the earth its tapering, frosted, fettered limbs like
the white birch—elegant though fragile ornament
of the Canadian park ; or else rearing amid air
a trembling, ever moying, graceful net work ;
transparent, gapphire-tinted arabesques woven on
amber pillars, like the gglden willow. Each
gleam of sunshine investing ?ll‘xs resplen.d.ent
tapestry with all the glories of iris: here, rising
above his compeers a stately lord of the grove,
hoary with frost and years, whose outspreading
boughs are burnished as if every twig had bgen
touched by the wand of an enchanter; whilst
there under his shade, bends a sturdy mountain
ash still smeared with its crimsoned berries,
now ice coated bonbons eagerly pecked at by a
bevy of rose-coloured Grosbeaks merrily dis-
porting amongst the whitened branches. O how
lovely the contrasts!

Sugh the scene in the gladsome light of day;
but of the same objects viewed by moorflight who
can becomingly depict the wild beguty ¥ thiesaome
incomparable woodland scenary, with the pale
rays of Diana softly sleeping on tL‘e virginsnow ;
on each side of me, an avenue of oak, spruce
and fir trees, the latter with their deep green,
feathering boughs solidly wreathed in snow, and
gracefully descending to the grounds in festoons,
now and then rustling to the night wind, and
disclosing their brown trunks, by a wavy motion
of their frozen foliage, like the foam of the ocean
billows breaking on dark rocks; the burnished
gold of the morn converted into diadems of
silver filagree, twinkling with a mild radiance
under the eye of night, like myriads of dia-
monds—a lovely vision, such as dreamed of by
oriental beauty in the halls of Alhambra; &
realm of fairy land; the brightest of Armida’s
enchanted forests. Who can describe thy witch-
ery, who can tell thy nameless graces, serene
majesty of winter!” J. M. Le MoINE.

GroLocicaL Sgercuss. By L. Agassiz. Boston:
Ticknor & Field; Montreal : Dawson Bros.

These sketches, originally prepared from notes
of extemporaneots lectures, first appeared in the
pages of the Atlantic Monthly. They are writ-
ten in a popular style, and form a connected
history of the geologicui epochs, from the Azoic
period, when the first solid surface of the earth
was formed—and life, upon our planet at ieast,
was not—down to the periods which immediately
prececed the age of man.

The opening article claims,—and we believe the
claim is now generally admitted—that America
although popularly termed the ¢« New World,” is
geologically the «“0ld.” Here the first dry land
was lifted out of the waters; here the first shore
was washed by the waves of the great ocean,
which covered all the earth beside. According
to our author, the Laurentian Hills, stretching
from Eastern Canada to the Upper Mississippi,
were ¢ the first mountains that broke the uniform
level of the earth’s surface and lifted themselves
above the waters.” The insignifiant height of the
Laurentian chain, as compared with more lofty
mountain ranges, is in accordance with the in-
variable rule by which the ages of mountains
may be estimated ; for when the earth’s crust was
thin and the heated masses within easily broke
through it, they were not thrown to a great
height., In after ages, the increased thickness
of the crust of the earth presented greater resist-
ance, and it must have been amidst fearful con-
vulsions that the giant Alps and Himalayas
forced themselves from their fiery prison-h ouses
and shot up their towering crests.

The materials for the second article, which is
devoted ¢o the Silurian period, are chiefly drawn
from those parallel ridges which run from east
to west, across the State of New York, and are
believed by the author, in common with many
other geologists, to be the successive shores of a
receding ocean. One of these beaches may be
found near Whitehall, in the neighbourhood of
Lake George. The fern forests of the Carboni-
ferous period are the subject of the third article;
which is followed by two very interesting chap-
ters on ‘“Mountains and their Origin,” and
“The Growth of Continents.” Two other chap-
ters are devoted to “The Geological Middle
Ages,” and “The Tertiary Period and its Char-
acteristic Animals.” The three concluding chap-
ters are on ‘ Glaciers "—the authors views in
connection with which have lately attracted
considerable attention in the scientific world.

The study of geology is surrounded with pe-
culiar fascinations. The student stands face to
face with those wondrous periods, running so far
back into the dim past that he can scarcely es-
timate the hoary centuries which separate him
from them. We gaze with peculiar reverence
upon vestiges of ancient civilizations. The monu-
ments of Assyrian art exhumed from Nineveh—
the marvellous creations of genius rescued from
the crumbling temples of Ancient Greece—that
wondrous picture of the every-day life of a past
age, stereotyped beneath the ashes which cover
Pompeii and Herculuueum ; and coming down |

subject of emigration.

even tl a lafer age, the writer remembers with
what dntensé jntercst Lie gazed upon sore of the
docwments preserved in the Libraly of the Beitish
Musétm. rn,lzaded, and pagially illegible,
yet: precious—aldost beyoad p#ice—from their
connection with important events in the past,
and the light they throw upon incipient struggles
for that liberty which is man’s universal birth-
right. And has not the geologist his vestiges of
a more wondrous past to scan—records graven
upon the rocks—marvels of creative skill strewed
along old sea-beaches upomn which waves no
longer ripple—links here and there, enabling
him, in imagination, to re-people and revivify the
old Pre-Adamite earth? We think many will
agree with Professor Agassiz when he says:
“To me it seems, that to look on the first land
that was ever lifted above the waste of waters,
to follow the shore where the earliest animals
and plants were created when the thought of
God first expressed itself in organic forms, to
hold in one’s hand a bit of stone from an old sea-
beach hardened into rock thousands of centuries

'} ago, and studded with the beings that once crept

upon its surface or were stranded there by some
retreating wave, is even of deeper intcrest to
men than the relics of their own race; for these
things tell more directly of the thoughts and
creative acts of God.”

We have said that these sketches are intended
for popular reading, and we know of few works
which will so pleasantly lead the reader far back
into the mysterious past; reveal to him there the
agencies which have been at work to produce the
wonderfully diversified world we see around us;
familiarize him with the characteristics of the
several geological epochs, and the gradations by
which animal and vegetable life have throngh
long ages steadily mounted from their first low
and imperfect developments.

Although the author states that he has not
written for the seientific reader, the pen of Pro-
fessor Agassiz can never be employed on these
subjects without writing much that must be of
interest to those who have made the science of
geology their stady.

St. MARTIN'S SusMMar. By Anne H. M. Brewster.
Boston: Ticknor and Fields; Montreal:
Dawson Bros.

This work purports to. be written during a
tour in Southern Italy, and is from the pen of
an ardent admirer of the beautiful in art and
nature. Turin, Genoa, Naples, Vesuvias.
Amalfi, Pompeii, and Herculaneum ; are visited,
and one of the chief charms of the book is the
unaffected delight with which the writer dwells
upon the historical associations eonnected with
these places, and the memories of the great men
who have gilded this sunny land with the lustre
of their own glory. Discussions on poetry,
music, painting and sculpture are plentifally
interspersed through the volume, but even in
Italy other themes are forced upon the enthu-
siastic author. We have a chapter on Spiritists
and Dreams; two or three love episodes—one
ending in a marriage—are also introduced.
There is a pleasing freshness and earnestness
about this book, and we believe it will well repay
the perusal of those who love to commune with
the « Bible of the beautiful.”

{
CANADA EMIGRATION GAZETTR.

This paper—the receipt of the first number
of which we beg to acknowledge—is to be pub-
lished monthly, for the purpose of disseminating
amongst intending emigrants correct informa-
tion of the extent, resources, institutions, means
of employment, rates of living, and facilities for
acquiring land, in Canada. The Gazetle is
issued with the sanction of the Government,
who have appointed an agent in Liverpool to
further its circulation, The importance of pla-
cing the fullest information as to the resources
of our country before the emigrating classes of
the mother-land cannot be over-rated, and we
are glad to see that the Gazette is intended for
free distribution. The Editor invites communi-
cations of a practical character bearing on the

-
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of Es‘cs jgn, drswn from Nature and
Ptlgleveiawéonfsn applied to Female Education in the
Upper Clagses. By the author of *“ Amy Herbert,
sn(fgther Stories,’” &0., &c. R. Worthington, Mon-
treal.
Honsehold Receipts, or Domestic Cookery, by a Mon-
treal Lady. Price 2%c. R. Warthington, Montreal.
Mill. The Positive Philosophy of Auguste Comte, b
John Stuart Mill, in one 12mo. vol uniform wit

his Inquiry into the Philosophy of Sir Wm. Hamil-
ton. R. Worthington, 30 tireat 5t. James Street,
Montreal.

Author of ‘ Schonber,

Cotta Family,” ¢ Winifred
Bertram and the

orld she lived in.” By the
author of * The Chronicles of the Schonberg Cotta
Family,” ¢ Diary of lm Trevﬁyan, "&c., &o.
London: Nelsons. Mon : R. Worthington, St.
James Street. Morall

Hatch. The Constitution of Man, Physically, Morally,
and Spiritually Coxtl‘;}dered: or the Ch.rz'stmn Phi-
losopher. By B. F. Hatch, M.D. This work has
been very favarably reviewed by some of the leading
reviews in the United States. The subject is an
entirely new one, and oue worthy of perusal.
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THE FAMILY HONOUR.

BY MRS. C. L. BALFOUR.
Continued from page 53.

CHAPTER XXXVIII. RETRACING BTEPS.

8o the bells of memory’s wonder cit
Peal for me their old melodious chime;
8o ?I heart pours forth & changeful ditty,
Bad and yearning for the bygone time.”’
FRONM THE GERMAN.

Nothing is more certain than that we cannot,
if we would, prevent the consequences arising
from & single action. Qur careless deeds are
like a child blowing thistle-down, every winged
seed of which takes root, and bears in the most
distant places & crop of weeds,

There arose in Norman's mind during the hours
of silent reflection, a yearning towards the home
he had left. He was conscious now that he had
been treated with parental and sisterly tenderness
by those who had no natural duty to do more
than attend to his wants. The monotony of his
present life, the absence of all words of commen-
dation, work how he might, fell drearily on his
gpirit. He involuntarily contrasted it with the
approving smile of Mr. Hope, and the out-spoken
applause of Marian and Mysie, at any evidence
of diligence and progress. Even the very anger
that in the frank intercourse of home-life had
been now and then manifested was a proof of in-
terest in him, that no onme now cared enough
about him to exhibit. He was free to write, or
to go out at certaiu fixed hours; but writing,
though he began many letters to Mr. Hope,
geemed cold work. There was so much to excuse
and to explain, and the time allowed him for his
daily walk was insufficient to go to Kensington,
even if he had made up his mind to do so—
which, indeed, seemed an ending his temper
could not brook.

This indecision of his was ene summer’s day
—a Friday—brought to a conclusion by the Pro-
fessor saying abruptly—

#] give you to-mourrow for a holiday.”

¢ What, all day, sir ?” answered Norman.

“Till ten o'clock, Monday morning, if you
will.”

Now, the next day being Saturday, it was
evident it bad been given to him that he might
spend tle following Sebbnth, as Fritz said after-
wards in explanation——*"Mid friends.”

“But, Fritz, if I have no friends ?”

“None but ze wicked are quite widout,” said
Fritz, dogmatically.

However, no youth, kept as closely to work
a8 Norman had been, ever refused a holiday. So
at breakfast next morning, he said—
© “I am going to-day, sir, as you gave me
leave. I will be back by nine to-night.”

“To-night!” said Professor Griesbach, knit-
ting his bushy white brows, and looking sternly
at him.

“ Yes,” answered Norman, feeling ad he spoke
that his colour mounted under the scrutiny of his
master’s look,

‘When Luther’s Bible was brought, the Profes-
sor did what was very rare with him—although
sometimes he had done so previously—he trans-
lated a verse into English, and read it twice
over : the words were : “ Thine own friend, and
thy fathers friend, forsake not.” Again the
conscious flush kindled in Norman's face. He
was glad to get away from that hoary frown, '
and those searching eyes.

In half an hour afterwards he was walking
briskly on the road to London. He was a good
pedestrian, and be resolved to go over to Strat-
ford, and take the train thence to Fenchurch
§treet. That network of railways now connect-
ing east and west was cnly then vaguely on en-
gineers' plans. His resolution was taken. He
would go to Kensington, and have a look, at all
events, at the old cottege, and assure himself
that its occupants were well, even if he did not
venture to call on them. He scanned himself
rather inquiringly. His clothes, rough in quality,
and roughly made by a country tailor, were com-
fortable, if nothing more. He had money in his
pocket, for he had saved two months’ pay, and
that smounted to 8 pound, so he was not going

back naked and penniless. His spirits rose as

these thoughts pasged through his mind. He
pleased himself with pictures of dodging about
the house, sceing Mysie’s bright smile, and Mar-
ian's quivering lip if he should make himself
known. Dut Mr. Hope? He shut out from his
mental vision that face, for he felt it hard to
meet its mild reproof. ¢ Thine own friend, and
thy father's friend” was like a spirit-voice lin-
gering in his ears.  Yes, most surely Mr. Hope
was his own friend, and he had forsaken him.
In this mood no conveyanee was quick enough ;
$0 that when what he called “ the tardy” train
arrived in the City, he plunged off, better able to
lear the excitement which increased each min-
ute, if he walked fast, than in any other
way. Through multitudinous London, westward,
down the old familiar road he passed. The
great terrace just begun a few months back, had
now pushed up past the market garden near to
the quiet lane, where in a well-known back way
to Binfield Cottage, there yet lingered a clump
of trees. He saw them afar, and looked at them
lovingly for they shaded the play-place of his
childhood. He was undar them before he look-
ed round towards the cottage.

What made him start? 1t was gone!

Instead of the old door, with its bright little
brass plate, and the jutting, old-fashioned bow-
window nodding forward cheerfully, there was a
deep pit, out of which men were digging gravel ;
and all along for the eighth of amile there wasan
excavation in which tolay the foundation of new
buildings. Gone! He rnbbed his eyes in amaze-
ment, and the next instant ran to the edge of the
excavation, his heart beating fast, and struggling
to restrain his tears. Then arose to his pained
remembrance the last1ook he had taken of the old
dwelling in the wild winter night, and the gap be-
fore him looked like a grave—a grave where home
lay buried! “ Where are they all gone 27 He had
hitherto unconsciously rested secure that he could
find them when he chose ; that he might hide him-
self away from them, but that they were within
his reach. Now that this eonfidence was shaken,
he felt half afraid to inquire further.

It was the workmen’s dinner-hour ; as he stood
there they were hurrying away. He looked wist-
fully at them, but they were all in too great a
hurry to notice him. One man sat down on a
heap of gravel, his little girl having brought him
bis dinner.

“ Binfield cottage is pulled down!” sighed
Norman. “ Ay, and a many more; itll be a
grand neighbourhood, I reckon presently.”

As Norman looked at the man, he thought he
remembered him, and said, “ Did you know Mr,
Hope ?”

“ Ay, tobe sure I knowed him. He give me a
job to dig his garden a bit when I was out of
work in the winter time, Ay, he was a good
man, was Mister Hope.”

“He was indeed,” said Norman fervently.
Bat the man went on withont noticing the inter-
ruption—

“ And I'm as glad ag luck’s come to him; as
glad nigh hand asif it had come to me, which
it aint likely to.”

“Luck ?”

“Yes; they be goue, he and the young lady I
means—Wasn't there two on’em, though, Jess ?’
speaking to his little girl—‘right away to a
grand place a great ways off.”

“In Scotland, father,” said the child, rather
proud of her knowledge.

“Scotland, wur it, Jess? Yes, it wur some-
wheres thereabout,”

“Oh, I know; didn’t I go with you when you
carried that box for Miss Hope, father? It was
put ou it, ¢ Perth, Scotland.’”

“She's a pretty scholar, is Jess,” said the an,
in an under-tone, and looking with great gratifi-
cation at Norman.

“Perth” Yes; Norman knew that Mr. Hope
bad relations there with whom he corresponded,
and that two years back there had been some
question of removing there. But, of course, he
did not know that the box the child now alluded
to had been sent with contibutions in needle-
work for & bazaar that these distant relatives wore
interested in, and bore an old label upon it.

The man interrupted his reverie with the
question, “ Did you know Mr, Hope ?”
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« A little,” be replied, with apang.

4 Ay, he taught a good fow gentlemen here-
away.”

It 'was not remarkable that the man did not
recognize Norman, for he had grown 80 much
lately and looked so very manly for his age.
He stood awhile in silence, looking into the pit
before him, and then, as the man got up and
strolled a few steps with his little daughte.r,
Norman slowly walked away. He returned in
an instant after and overtook the man. ¢ Both
the young ladies, did you say, went with him ?”

# Yes, to the best of my knowledge.”

« No, father, one went before; I know she did,
for she came tq the class one Sunday with Miss
Hope, and bid us good-bye.”

« All gone I" said Norman, involuntarily.

The man drew near, and, with a knowing
wink, said, “ What, was you sweet on one on
‘em

With an offended air at the man’s familiarity,
Norman strode off, putting a shilling in the little
girl's hand. He went on towards a grocer’s shop
that they had dealtat, where the district post-office
had been ; but that and the adjacent houses were
shut up and deserted, prior to being pulled down.
A pillar-post at the end of the turning, however
convenient to the meighhourhood, could not
answer questions. Slowly Norman took his way
towards Kensington Gardens, and, seated there,
revolved the bitter disappointment, for such it
was, of the morning. He could hardly realize
how soon old landmarks are obliterated by the
ever-rising tide of life in suburban London in

this progressive age. It was part of the incon-

sistency that always clings to people who have
themselves to blame, that something of anger
mingled with Norman's grief.

“ They gave me up very readily ; never, I
suppose, made a simple inquiry after me. 1 was
a burden, though they were too kind to say so.
They felt relieved when I was gone. Well, that's
over. I canlive, that’s something ; and learn,
that's more. PIl find them yet, if I go to Scot-
land ; Perth’s not such a large place. I may
write

Then he racked his brain to remember the
name of Mr. Hope’s relatives. * Cousin Janet”
he did recollect, but nothing more, After he
had rested awhile, he went towards town, taking
his simple refreshment at a coffeehouse ; and
thence he rambled on towards 8t. James's Park,
little heeding where his footsteps carried him.
He sat down again upon the grass of the orna-
mental inclosure, within sight of the lake and the
aquatic birds, and the numerous children released
from the adjacent streets, who came there to
breathe and laugh in all the enjoyment of their
age. Suddenly, to his surprise, he was accosted
by & girl who was carrying a baby nearly as big
ag herself, two others dragging at her skirts, and
three bigger ones folowing.

« Why, lor, if it aint’him! Why, don’t you
know me? don’t you know Sugan? I aint so
proud as you.”

His thoughts had been so far away that it was
not easy to recall them all at once to recognize
the little wiry creature, whose face was certainly
rather more rounded than he had known it; but,
in an instant, he said—

“ Why, Sasan, is ityou 7’ adding, as he looked
at the group of children, ¢ have you to mind all
these "

« Lor, yes! and I thinks nothin’ of it. I'd
rayther nuss a dozen, than be worritted and
starved by that old Major and his wifs, Abh,
they just was bad uns1” ‘

¢ You did get clear away from them, then ?

# Yes, to be sure, I did. They'd a found me
in no time, but they give out to the milkman as
we two run off together, arter robbing on ’em.”

“ Robbing them ?” o L

« Aye’; they was no better nor thieves thier-
selves, an' that's why they was so mistrustful.
Bat ware-hawk!” She put up her forefinger,
and the old, cunning look, Norman so well
remem| came into her sharp eyes, ¢ Thoy
daren’t, for their lives, go afore- the beak With
their lies on us, 'canse vy? They was wanted,
that's vy. The 'Dicity 8'ciety’s men was arter
’em in a jiffy, and they cut and run afore two
days was over their head. Aye, they had o

good haul out o’ you a.writin' their lies for 'em,
when their own scraich was knowed.”

Norman was glad 1o se¢ the little creature
looking happy in her work, for she stopped, as
she spoke, to kiss the baby, and nodded her gro-
tesque head merrily at the otbers to keep them
patient. He felt in his pocket to give her &
trifle, bat something in the shrewd, oldfashioned
face forbade him, and he turned to the children,
and was opening his hand, when she saw it and
prevented him, | .

¢« Master and missus, as 'm with now, is good
people ; they’d be fine an’ angry if anybody
thought a3 these dears, -bless ’em, was beggarg.
Yy, master's the foreman at hees shop, earns his
two pound regiler, I ean tell you” She had ap-
proached very near, and whispered this brilliant
intelligence, 8o that the elder children might not
hear, and then she added, # And he wouldn’t
like me to be a speaking hereto you. ButI was
so glad, T coulnt help it. Come on, Teddy,
dear! we'll go and feed the ducks, that we will.
I was only aspeaking to this young gent as once
lived feller gervant wi’ me” And so, nodding
her head and lugging her charge, she cieparted.

Norman laughed to himself as .she spoke, but
he was glad to know she was doing well, for she
had been his friend in that den of thieves. And
80 through the teeming London streets, with a
sense that all fear of discovery was over, that
there was no one enough interested in him to be
looking after him, that he was quite alone, he
made his way slowly towards his destination.
He reached the place that he now for the first
time calied home a full hour before he had named.
Old Martha, the general servant, whom he
seldom saw, let him in at the gate, for Fritz, too,
was absent.

The Professor was exercising himself, ag indeed
was not unusual on summer evenings, with play-
ing at ball against a very high part of the wall
that might have done for racket. He came for-
ward, with a rather curious look peering out of
his eyes, scanned Norman’s face : it was easy to
see disappointment there. * Back so soon?’
then he added, after a moment's pause, ** Good.”

Norman’s supper was not taken in solitude;
his master sat down with him, and looked less
wrapped up in his own reflections than usual.
Indeed, Norman somehow felt as if the old
chemist wanted to comfort him; for in his usual
terse way, he said—

« Patience will win back our losses.” .

“ Good opinion, sir, and peace of mind are
hard to win,” answered Norman, his heart hedv-
ing as he spoke.

His master gave a confirmatory nod to the
remark. Had he asked a siugle question that
night, Norman would have told him all ; but the
occasion passed. And though the youth’s con-
jecture was right—that his holiday had been
given him to enable him, if he had offended or
was estranged from his friends, to see and be re-
conciled to them—that was enough to satisfy the
conscientiousness of the Professor. For the rest,
he was too intent exploring Nature's secrets to
care for those that concerned the youth who
worked for him. Nevertheless, the fact that
never before had any youth of decent education
shown such docility, or been so useful, both to
Fritz and the master, was sufficient to influence
both insensibly in their future treatment. of Nor-
man. From that day they seemed to conclude
he was more likely to stay with them than he
had ever been ; and the work of the laboratory,
though not lightened, was more varied. And
ag greater intelligence was needed in the tasks
set, the master condescended sometimes to give
explanations as well as commands. Now and
then—when a scientific visitor came to the lonely
dwelling, though rarely were any admitted into
the laboratory—Norman was allowed to remain
in the library with the Professor; and was re-
cognized as a pupil rather than a servant.
Altogether, he grew satisfied with his position—
brown bread and water notwithstanding. And
when, having written to Perth, with ¢ Mr. Hope,
late of Kensington, London,” plainly on the

address, and receiving his letter back in a week, -

with the words “ Not known” on the outside,
Eis congcience was somewhat quieted. He took
eart,

“ Yes,” ag the Professor said, he might * win
back his logses.”

Meanwhile he would work, and gain know-
ledge for its own sake; he progressed so far
as that. He was deep in the study of the lives
of many of the poor students of Germany. And
though by no means enamoured of poverty, nay,
feeling daily that money is, of all talents, one of
the most useful, if well employed, yet there was
a something to win that was higher and better
—God’s blessing on honest endeavour,

CHAPTER XXXIX. THR PICTURE.

4 Oh, yes; these lips are very fair.
Half lifted to the sky,
Ag if they breathed an snsfel's prayer,
Mixed with 8 mortal’s sigh.”” .
. W. MAOKWORTH PRAED.

There were a few piclures in Professor Gries-
bach’s library—too few, if he could have afforded
more of such excellence. But it must be owned
that Norman, though he gazed in admiration on
a winter and a summer scene that had a rambling
old foreign house for its back-ground, and skaters
in grotesque costumes for a fore-ground on the
one canvas, and soft sunshine on vineclad slopes
by a river-side’for the other, yet his attention
dwelt most on a work ofart far less meriting
praise—a mere crayon drawing, delicately exe-
cuted, of the head of a young girl scarcely
emerged from childhood. Norman had gazed at
it with the interest with which we look at some-
thing that appeals to and yet baffles memory,
Surely he had seen that face—so childlike in its
open-eyed innocence—so touched with a tender,
pleading grace, as if not wholly unacquainted
with gorrow-—so fawn-like in the graceful curve
of the neck and the wind-blown tresses of the
shining, half-uncurled, fair bair. Hesoon was en-
abled toagsignboth name and place to the portrait.
It was Hlla, Dr. Griesbach’s &nghter, who, with
a radiance on her mobile face that no artist could
give, had come running into her father’s consult-
ing-room that memorable morning, when he,
now known at Woodford as Norman Driftwood,
had been caught, stray waif as he was, by an
eddy in the tide of life, and borne safely into
harbour for a time.

It was curious how, from looking at the pic-
ture, he took to recalling and contrasting his
own mental vision of the face; and how, too,
there vibrated through the magic cells of memory
the fresh, sweet tones of the young expressive
voice—voices, reader, have expression, in far
more ways than one. Norman thought he should
know that voice again, more quickly, even, than
the face and form that it belonged to.

8o it must be owned that there mingled with
his studies, and intruded on his reading, often,
perhaps, unconsciously, 8 companion: a young
girl’s blue eyes looked up from the silent page,
and laughed sometimes ; or when sonie charming
verse of poetry was before him, he heard it,
dream-like, echoing through him in the melody
of a girlish voice.

Poor, visionary lad! he was too much alone,
One day, not very long after his visit to the
grave of his old hame, he was seated in his room,
poring over a grammar, in which he
never heard the echoes of that sweet voice, only
the gutturals of the Professor, or Fritz, when he
was struck altogether by a mightier shock than
any galvanic battery ever gave him—a langh—
a clear, ringing, musical, girlish langh. His
heart stood still & moment, then he was instan-
taneously wrapped, ag in & sheet of flame. He
knew the laugh—he was gure he did. It counld
only belong to the voice that yet lingered in his
ear, never to depart thence.

Without thinking what he was doing, he
started up, threw away his book, and rushed
down-stairs and out into the- yard, coming
bounce against the broad back of old Martha,
which, like an ample shield, concealed at the
moment from view a something that was folded
close in her withered ayms. She turmed about
angrily ; and it was Norman’s turn to look foolish
when he saw a lithe, graceful girl step back from
the old servant’s embrace, draw herself up a
moment with a heightened colour on her cheek,
end then, courteonsly bowing to him with a half-
amused look at his embarrassment, say—

-

e —



1208.)

THE SATURDAY READER.|

85

Qo in, Martha, I'll follow you. I knew I
should surprise you.”

As the two retreated within the house, Norman
could not help hearing the added words, ¢ Papa
said we would have a ramble in the forest, and
come and sce you, dear nursy, beforc we went
back to town. Where is the Professor 7"

“ In the library, my sweet missy, bless you I’
said Martha, in the language of a fond, familiar
old servant to her sometime nursling.

(To be Continued.)

THE GOOD SHIP SHOOTING STAR.
CHAPTER L

APTAIN RITSON, allow me to introduce to

you Mr. Pennant, your new purser. Mr,
Pennant, pray take a chair, while I have a little
talk on business with Captain Ritson.”

Mr. Blizzard, of tbe firm of David and Bliz-
zard, 72, Limehouse.-street, Liverpool, con-
tinued :

« Captain Ritson, we want to make this first
trip of the Shooting Star an auspicious trip; we
want to have our vessel the first into Quebec
this year. We save the dues; for they always
return the dues to the first vessel that arrives
from England; but it i3 not so much for the
sake of the value of the dues, as the éclat of the
thing we want. Our trade with Canada islarge,
and we want to get our name up. We do not,
of course, want you to run ary danger. No, that
is by no meaus the wish of the irm ; but wewish
you to skirt the ice aud run in on the very first
opening. You will get off Labrador just in time
for the frost to have thawed, and, with care; there
need be no risk whatever.”

Mr. Blizzard said all this leaning against his
railed desk, and nestled in among the files of in-
voices and bills oflading. He was a hearty, fresh-
coloured, portly man, very neat in his dress, and
remarkable for & white waistcoat, that secmed as
hard and stainless as enamel. He played with
his watch-chain as he spoke, and eyed the cap-
tain, the purser, and the first mate, who satinan
uncomfortable half circle. With his well-poligh-
ed boots planted on the immovable rock of a
large ocapital, Mr. Blizzard seemed to look boldly
geaward metaphorically, and consider wrecks
and such casualtics as mere well-devised fic-
tions.

Captain Ritson was a big North-countryman,
with a broad acreage of chest, clear grey eyes,
and large red hands ; a sturdy, honest, self-reliant
man, without a fear in the world. The mate,
Mr. Cardew, by no means sopleasant to look on,
being a little spare, thin-legged, cadaverous per-
son, with yellowish eyes, sat in sullen subserviency
on the very odge of his chair just behind the cap-
tain. The purser, a brisk, cheery, stout young
fellow, sat deprecatingly (as if he thought he
ought to stand) a trifle further back still,

¢ Right it is, Mister Blizzard,” said the captain,
buttoning his pilot coat across his chest, as if
preparing for an immediate gale, and about to
order everything to be battened down. « Right
it is, and a better wessel than the Shooting Star
1 don’t hope to see. She's sound, Mr. Blizzard, I
do believe, from main truck to keel ; sound, if I
may use the expression, A8 a pious man's con-
science. The only thing that wexes me, how-
somever, is that, having been sent for to my
native place, down Allonby way, on very sad
business” (here the captain held up sorrowfally
an enormous hat covered with black crape), 1
couldn’t soe to the lading of this 'ere wessel as I
generally likes to do with wessels I am called
upon to command.”

“Thatis of no consequence at all, Captain
Ritson,” said Mr.Blizgard, pouring out three
glasses of sherry all in a row froni a decanter on
an inky mantel-piece near him. ¢ I have been
away at Manchester, and my partner, Mr. David,
has been very ill with a touch of pleurisy, but
:inl.r”ﬁrst mate here, Mr. Oardew, hag seen to it

The mate nodded assent.

% And the cargo is—1"

“ Agricultural implements, machivery,* and
cloth Joods.” ' T

‘ning on very different things. -

Mr. Blizzard referred to a ledger for this im-
formation, as ke spoke, as if he scarcely knew,
in his multiplicity of business, whether the8hoot-
ing Star might not be laden with frankincense,
pearls, gold-dust, and poll-parrots—but he would
see

Having ascertained the fact, Mr. Blizzard
carefully replaced the ledger, and, turning his
back on his company, poked the fire, and con-
sulted a large sheet almanack over the mantel-
picce, as a sign the interview was over.

“ We sail to-morrow morning, Sunday,” said
Captain Ritson, who was a Wesleyan, to the
purser, as they left the office of Mesers. David and
Blizzard ; * I likes to hear the blessed Sabbath
bells calling to one another as I go out of the
Mersey, and the men like it; and what's more, it's
lucky. Its like the land taking leave of us,as I
always 8ay, giving a sort of blessing on the ship ;
at least, I'm a plain man, and tbat’s how I take
it. It's the day I always start, Sunday is.”

The purser expressed his hope that he should
gucceed in doing his duty, and pleasing the cap-
tain and all his employers.

« Oh, you'll do, young man, I can see; don't
you be afraid. Won't he, Mr. Cardew? Clear,
straightforward eyes, and all aboveboard.”

" Mr. Cardew thought he would do, but he did
not look on the purser at all. His mind was run-

CHAPTER IL

« Joe,” said the pursers wife, when Pennant
returned to his little cottage at Birkenhead, and
announced his new appointment, ¢ I don’t know
how it ig, but I've got a strong presentiment, and
I wish you wouldn’t go in this ship. I never did
like ships with those sort of names. The best run
you ever had was in the Jane Parker, and the
worst one in the Morning Star. Stick to the
plain names, Besides, it's too early in the season.
Now, do oblige me, Joe, and give it up. Stay
fora fortnight later ; get an Australian ship. It’s
too early for Canada. Itis,indeed. Mrs. Thomp-
son says 80.”

« Jenny, my love, you're a silly little woman,
A pretty sailor’s wife you make! Come, pack up
my kit, for 'm going, that is the long and the
short of it. Nonsense about sentiments. And
who is Mrs. Thompson, I should like to know ?
Who wants her poking her nose here ? Why did
she drive her husband away with her nagging,
and temper, and botheration ? Tell her to mind
her own business. Pretty thing, indeed !  Come,
dear, no nonsense ; pack up my kit.”

¢ But, Joe dear, there was your photograph fell
off the nail on Tuesday—that night I saw a shoot~
ing star fall close to the docks, and it wasn't sent
for nothing. Don’t go, Joe; don't go. .

« Go I must, Jenny dear, and go I shall, so
don’t make it painful, there’s a good little woman,
Come, I'll go up with you now, and kiss George
and Lizzy. I won't wake them; then we'll go
and look out the shirts and things for the chest.
Keep a good heart ; you know I shall soon be
back. I've got a nice captain, and a smart first
mate.”

CHAPTER III,

“ Why, Captain Thompson, who ever thought
to have found you here, and only quartermaster ?”
said the purser, as hestood at the gangway of the
Shooting Star, watching the fresh provisions
brought in. ¢ Well, I am sorry to see you so re-
duced, sir, I am indeed. How was it 7

The quartermaster drew him on one side with
a rueful look. He was a purple, jolly, sottish-
looking man, with swollen features.

It was the grog, Joe, a8 did it—all the in-
fernal grog,” he said. ¢ I lost my last ship, the
Red Star, and then everything went wrong ; but
I've struck off drinking now, Joe ; I wasn’t fit to
have a ship, that's about it—lost myself, too, Joe;
and here I am with my hands in the tar-bucket
again, trying to do my dooty in that station of
life, as the Catechism used to say.”

¢ And how do you like our captain and crew,
gir 7" Pennant said, under his breath.

« Captain’s a3 good man as ever trod in shoe-
leather—upright man, though he will have the
work done, but the crew ain't much, between
ourselves, * Four of them firat class, the rest

loafers and skulkers, wanting to emigrate, picked
up on the quays, half thieves, half deserters, not
worth their salt. Theyll all run when they get
to Quebec. Then there’s the first mate, he's a
nice nigger-driver, he is bound for a bad port, I
think. I would’nt trust him with a ship, that's
all T can say, unless it was a pirate ship, that he
might get on with, but he is emooth enough
before the captain—he takes care of that—curse
him.”

Just at that moment there came a shrill voice
screaming curses from the shore. .

“ Look alive, you skulkers there,” it cried—it
was the mate’s voice—* or I'll let you know. We
shan’t be ready by Tuesday, if you don’t hurry,
Not a drop of grog before the work’s done, mind
that. FIl have no infernal grumbling while ’'m
mate ; and what are you doing there, quarter-
master, idling? Mr. Purser, see at once if the
stores are all in, and hand in the bills to me to
give to Captain Riston.”

The men, ragged, sullen fellows, worked
barder but cursed in an under breath,

The moment the captain came on board the
mate’s manner eatirely altered. He crouched and
whispered, and asked for orders, and spoke to the
men with punctilious quietude.

Cardew had some strange hold over the cap-
tain, as the purser soon discovered ; some money
matters ; some threat, which he held over Rit-

| son’s head, about his father's farm in Qumber-

land ; some power that the captain  dreadod
though he tried to appear cheerful, trusting, an
indifferent. At first tyrannical to the men, Oar-
-dew had begun to conciliate them in every pos-
sible way, especially when Captain Riston was
not on deck.

The purser was in his cabin, the twentieth
day after the Shooting Star had started. He
was head down at his accounts, and the luminons
green shade over the lamp threw a golden light
upon rows of figures and the red lines that divided
them. He was working silently, honest zealous
fellow that he was, when a low tap came at the
cabin door. He leaped off his seat and opened
the door; it was old Thompson, the quarter-
master, who shut it after him with a suspicious
care.

“ Well, Thompson,” said tho purser, looking
up with an overworked and troubled expreasion,
“ what is it?”

The quartermaster sat down with a hand on
either knee. “1I tell you what it is, Mr, Pen-
nant, between you and me, there’s mischief brew-
ing-"

“ Thompson, you've been at the rum again,”
said the amazed purser, in a reproachful voice.

 No, Mr. Pennant, I haven't; no, I am sober
as the day I was born. Never you mind how I
learned what I am going to tell you. There was
a time when noone dared accuse Jack Thompeon
of eavesdropping, without getting an answer
straight between the eyes, and quick too; but
now I'm a poor rascal no one cares for ; only fit
to mend old rope and patch sails, and I can stoop
now to do things I should have been ashamed of
once,?venifllmd done them, as I did this, for

!

Th.ere came at this moment a pert rap at the
door, and Harrison, the ship’s boy, thrust in his
h

ead.

« Well, what do you want?’ gaid the purser,
in his sharp honest way.

« If you please, sir, there’s an ice-fog coming
on, and Mr. Cardew says the men are to have an
extra glass of grog round as there will be extra
watches.” L

« Did Captain Riston himself give the order?”

« No, sir ; Mr. Cardew, Captain’s been up all
night, and is gone to lie down.” .

u Tell Mr. Cardew, with my compliments, that
the captain told me yesterday never to serve out
rum without his gpecial orders.”

“ Yes, sir.” The boy left.

« Now, Mr. Quartermaster, let me know the
worst. 1 think—1I suspect—it is something about
our first mate. This is going to be an unlucky
voyage, I can see. Lct me hear the worst, quick,
that we may do something to stop the leak.”

The quartermaster, a stolid man of Dutch
temperament, and by no means to be hurried,
proceeded as calmly as if he were spinning a yarn
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over the galley fire, “ What I heard the first
mate and the carpenter talk about only two
bours ago was this. The ice-fog’s come on, and
the men (a bad lot in any weather, all hat Davs
and two or three more) are beginning to think
we're running dangerously near the ice,and that
we shall get nipped. The mate, when the cap-
tain is away, encourages them in this idea, and
the worst cfthem talk now of forcing the captain
to steer more southward, 80 as to keep clear of
the ice-packs off Labrador.” )

The pyrser started; and utlered an exclamation
of surprise and indignation.

« Belay there, Mr. Pennent, ” said the quarter-
master, foreiog his sou-wester firmer on his head
to express hatred for the mate;  that was only
the first éntry # their log. Then they went on
to propose sinking the ship, lashing down the
captain and those who wouldn’t join them, des-
troying all evidence, and taking to the boats as
soon as there was a sight of land.”

¢ But what for ?”

“ What for? Why for this. The first mate,
as he let putahu bad the lading of the vessel.
Well, what did he do, with the help of some
scoundrel friend of his, a shipping agent, but re-
move two-thirds of the machinery from the cases,
unknown of course, to Mr. Blizzard, and pile
them up with old iron, unknown to the captain,
who was away because his father was dying, an
now they want to sink the vessel, and then to go
home and sell the plunder. That's about the
sige of it.”

“ Come this moment and tell the captain of

ig scoundrel,” esid the purser, leaping up and
locking his desk resolutely.

 Now, avast heaving there, not just yet, Mr.
Purser, by your leave: let the thing ripen alittle ;
let e pick up what I can in the fo'ksal; they
don’t mind a poor old beast like me.”

“ What's all this?" cried a shrill, spiteful voice,
as the door was thrust violently open. ¢ Where
is this purser fellow? Who is it dares to disobey
my orders? What do you mean, purser, by not
gerving out this rum ? No skulking here.
Thonipson, go on deck, see all made taut for the
night, and the fog-bell rigged, or we shall be run
down in this cursed fog.”

Thompson elunk but of the cabin.

The putser did not flinth; he took his cap
g jetly from its peg. Mr. Cardew,” he sai

only nbeied the captain’s orders, and I shal
continue to do so till yon take command of the

vessel. I'm going on deck for a smoke before I
turn in, Good nﬁgll,xet, sir.

The inate’s ¢yes became 41l at once bloodshot
and phogphorescent with a cruel light,

“Y tell you what it is, Pennant” he said;
“if Y wap your captain, 'd maroon you on an ice-
bery before &‘oﬂ were five hours older, and I'd
16t you know first, with a bit of good pickled
Yope :vhat it was to disobey your superior

cer.

4 Good night, sir; threatened men live long.
And perhaps you will allow me to lock up my
cabin 7 A‘l‘ga.nk you.”

With this good-humoured defiance the purser
ru}, l:zflg%g and singing, up the cabin stairs.

_ It Wi day morning, and the ice-fog had
Hftkd. The vessel hud met with mere pancake
ice, looge sheets thin as tinsel, but nothing more;
the wind blew intengely cold as if from ice-fields
of enormous size, but o ‘bergs had been seen,
and the captain judging from the ship’s reckon-
ing, hoped still to make a swift and successful
voyage, and to be the first to reach Quebec that
season. _

The men were mustered for prayes in the
state cabin. It was 4 pleasant sight to sée them
file in, two and two, so trim, with their biue
shirts tarned back from their big brown necks,
their jaunty knotted black silk neckerchiefs
and their snowy white trousers ; the petty officers
in their best blue jackets, and all so decql_-oua
and desciplined, as they took their prescribed
peats

Pleasant, t0o, it was to ses the hardy captain
in that wild and remote see so calmly and
Eﬁ}vely reading the chapter from the Bible re-
Iatidg to Paul's voyage, with ap unconscious
cotiimanding-officer air. If the ship-hoy dared
to cough, that stérn grey eye niailed him to his

seat ; if the boatswain shuffled his feet, there was
a reproving pause between the verses; if even
the sgmy broke over the hatchway, the captain
was down upon it,

The purser was the last to leave the cabin
when the service was over. Ag he collected
the bibles, the captain toached him on the
shoulder.

“I want & word with you, Mt. Pennant,” he
said, sitting sorrowfully down at the table with
his hand on his telescope, and his large prayer-
book still open before him. ¢ You are an honest,
faithful fellow, and I want to ask you a simple
question. Have you seén or heard anything
lately that makes you think the first mate is play-
ing double, and exciting the men to mutiny ? Yes
or no?”

“ Yes, Captain.”

The captain did not lift his eyes from the tablé
at this answer, but giving aslight half disdainful
sigh, poured out a glass of water and drank iti
then rose, shook the purser by the hand, an
looked steadily in his face. .

# Come up with nie, purser, on deck,” he said,
“ and we will settle this matter at once. Some
one has been altering the vessel's course, I feel
sure, since the morning. If it is the mate, I will

ut him in irons. If it cost ine my right arm,
f’l] keep him in irons. I'm a fool not to have seen
it all before. I was warned about that man in
Liverpool.” .

When the captain stood upon the deck, the
chill white ice-fog was again bearing down fast
on the Shooting Star. It was bearing down with
a spectral gloom that was depressing in a sea
known to be still half blocked with ice-packs.
A Sabbath calm reigned over the vessel. The
men were lying down by the trim rope coils, some
reading, some conversing ; not & plank but was
clean a3 a pink ; not a bolt-head or brass but shone
as well a3 anything could shine in that lurid
light. The mate and carpenter were sitting
near the wheel, looking at the advancing fog ;
at the entrance to the fo'’ksal were some men
stretched out half asleep.

The captain said not a word, but walked
straight up to the man at the wheel, and looked
at the compass.

. Why, you're steering south,” he said, quietly,
“and I told you notr’-nor'-west an hour ago.”

“1 Am steering as the first mate told me,” said
the fellow sullenly. I can't steer 4s every one
wants me. If it was my way, I'd ¢steer hoine.’”

The first mate, as the man said this, came up
and took the wheel from him insolently, as if in
defiance of the captain,

¢ Jackson’s steering right,” he said.

“Right you call it,” said the eaptain, storm-
ing. “I'm a plain man and liko plain dealing.
Mr. Cardew, I've had enough of your lying
tricks ; let go the wheel, sir, and go to your
cabin. Oonsider yourself under arrest for mntin-
ous conduct. Purser, you are witness ; take this
man down,”

Cardew still refused to let go the wheel. With
the quickness of thought, the captain felled him
with a blow ; in a moment the deck seemed alive
withshouting and leaping men. Fivesailors threw
themselves on the captain, three on the purser. The
mutiny had broken out at last. A cruel yell
rang from ster to stern. All who favoured the
captain were in a moment, with curses and cruoel
threats, overpowered and bound to the mast and
rigging. .

“ Now, Captain Ritson,” said Cardew, as he
rose with a yellow face, down which the blood
streamed, edvanced to where the captain
stood bound and pale with rage, “you see I am
stronger than you thought. IfI choose, I could
at once let you overboard with a rope and freeze
you to death; I could have you pelted with

bottles, or put an end to in some other agresable

way ; butI will spare younow, topay youoatbetter
for that blow and other indignities. Laat night
you refused to join me in my sensible seheme for

baffling the rascals who expose us to danger and |

then underpay us. Now, I will not aceept your
partnership. Oh, you're a rash,violentman,thoagh
you are 8o pious ; where's your Providenos iow ?

Come, my boys, leave these fools, amd et out |

the wine; we'll have a spree to-might, Ter to-

morrow we shall be on shore, and, perhaps,

Farewell. Lower the boats there,

starting again foy England.  Come, get this
man’s brandy. We'll have a night of it. Ifs cold
enough for thess fellows, ain’t it? But itll
make them warm seeing us drinking.”

That night, as thé liquor went round, and the
songs circulated among the wutineers to the
doleful accompaniment of the monotonous and
funeral fog-bell, the captain and seven friends
lying bound against the frogen ghrouds, the
vapour lifted for a moment eastward and disclosed
an aurora borealis, that lit up all the horizon
with & majestio fan of crimson and phosphores-
cent light that darted upwards its keen rays,
and throbbed and quivered with almost super-
natural splendour. The electric lustre lit the
pale faces of the captain and his fellow-prisoners,

“ Why, here are the merry dancers,” said the
first mate, now somewhat exeited by drinking,
a3 e waﬁ;ed up to the captain, and waved a
smoking hot glass of grog before his face.
“ Why, I'll be ged if they aint the blessed
angels dancing for joy because you and your
brother saints will so soon join them. What do

tl,xle%’think of Providence by this time, Ritson,
: :

The mutineers put their glasses to
laughed hideouslyp at this, © gother, and

“Justas I always did. God watches us at
sea as by land,” was the captain’s calm reply.
“1'd rather even now be bouns bere, than change
my conscience with yours, Cardew. I'm g
plain man, and I mean it when I say that it's no
worse dying liere than at home in a feather-bed.
It is less had to part with the world here.”

“ O, if you're satisfied, I am. Here, glasses
round to drink to the Pious Captain. All his
gang are here but that boy, that little devil
Harrison ; search for him everywhere, men ; he
mustn’t beleft; if he is in the hold smoke him out
with brimelwne_; never mind if he doesn’t come
outﬁh'e’n have his gruel if you'keep the hatches
well down.” .

Ay, 4y, sir,” was thé reply, with a brutal
and disgusting laugh; and away the men went
on their search, eager as boys for a rat-hunt.

An hour after, all but the watch to toll the
fog-bell, the mutineers on board the Shooting
Star were sunk into a drunken and wallowing
sleep. That night, from time to time, Captain
Ritson kept his men’s hearts up with cheerful
words ; the cold was hard to bear, byt they sur-
vived it. When day broke. they all united in
mdyer that God would allow them to die soon
and together. They had sunk into a iozsi]d
semi-eleep, when the sound of & gun through the

fog, in the distance arousex tl\ezn At the same
moment, the loud faunting voice of the mate

awoke the bound men to & sense of their misery
and despair.

“Good morning, Captain Ritson,” said the
mate. ‘“Lord, lads, how chopfallen that amart
fellow the purser is, and look at those A.B.
sallors, who uged to sneer at you and call you
skulkerziahd loafers, and Liverpool dregs, lgow
our fat friend the quartermastet must miss his
grog; haid, isn't it? Captain Ritson, it is my
painful daty %o inform you (lower the two boats
there, quick, men, and stave the third) that we
are about to leave the ship, which will sink, as
1 am informed by my excéllent friénd the ¢arpen-
ter here, almost exaetly three hours afier our
departure. A tbre plipnt disposition and a more
graceful contesslont 10 those business arrange-
ments, i ‘which I solicited your co-operation,
would have led to very fifferent resullts; gentle.
men, that gun is from s Vessel lying off the ice-
field whith we are now skifting ; that vesgel will
take us up. How about that i)low now? We
have money encigh to pay for our passage.
Captain
Ritson, I have the honour of wishing ygn a
pleasant voyagse to heaven.”

‘Captain Ritson made no angwer il the boats
were lowered. “God will avénge ws, if it
seemeth good to Him,” was the only malediction
b uttered. *Mep, T thank Giod that T still truat
in his mercy, and, worst come %o the Worst, Iam
ready to die.”

“Soam1,” said the purser, “if I could only
first look up and see that yellow rascal dang-
ling at the yard-arm.”

“It's all up with us,” said the quartermaster.
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1 oply wish the bisck bad given us one | sinking. As the Shooting Star slowly settled | “ Ob, captain! captain | come hero ; s Phil-

n:g;innym':;ﬁ befote they 1eg:" 4 down, Captain Ritson toolgoﬂ'his cap and stood | lips, ,ﬂ“ carpenter, that went a.w:; ’Vlt,h the
An hour passed, the Tast sound of the receding | for a moment bareheaded. mate." _ ’

boats’ had died away. The sailors began to|  There” said he, “ goes a8 good s wessel as| And g0 it was. They all recoguizqd the hard

groan apd latnent their fate. ever passed the Mersey lights; as long as she | bad face. An empty hbttle lay by the body.

¢« Have you any hope left, Captain Riston,
now 7" said the purser, in a melancholy voice.

“Oh; Jenny, Jenny, my dear wife, I shall
néver see you again.”

#“As for my wife,” said the quartermaster,
“jts no great loss. I'm thinking more of my-
self. Oh, those villains.”

«] have no hope,” said the captain, bravely,
“but T am ready to die. I trust in the m
of God. He dothe'beatforns, and he will
guard m; children.” L

Just then, like a direct auswer from Heaven,
the fog grew thinner gud thirner, apd the sun
shone through with a cold yellow lustre, showing
the line of 1and for miles ; alas! it was not land,
but ice-pack, miles of it, rising into mountainous
bergs, green as emerald, blue as sapphire, golden
as crysolite, and stretching away into snow-

lains and valleys. The nearest cliffs were semi-
gnsputnt, and glistencd with prismatic colours
but in the distance they merged again into Oolti
clinging fog. The nesrest ice was about two
miles off. : a

The captain looked at his companions, an
they at him, but they did not speak, their hearts
were so full, for the water could ke now heard
gurgling aad bubbling upward in the hold.

“ We have two hours more to live, and let us
spend it,” said the captain, bravely, ¥ in prepar-
ing for death. After all, it is better than dying
of cold and hunger, and it is only the death us
sailors have ‘béeti taught ‘to dxpect at any
moment.”

« I shouldn't eare if it was not for my poor
old mother,” said one of the sailors, ¢ but now
ghe'll have to go on the parish. Oh, its hard,
bitter hard.”

“ Fie, man,” gaid the captain, with his un-
quenchable courage, “ have I not.my children,
and the r his wife. What must be, must be
==bear it like a man.”

At that moment a shrewd boyish face showed
itself round the corner of the cabin stairs, and
the text instant ap leaped and danced Harrison,
the ship's by, with & sharp carving-knifo in his
hasd. He eapered for joy round the captain,
and was b with & tremendous shout of
delight and welcome as he released the men one
by One, beginning with his master.

« They thought I was in the hold,” he said,
¢« didn't they? but I was hiding under the cap-
tain's sofs all the time, and there I lay till I was
sure they were . The vessel’s filling fast,
Osptain Ritson; there i3 no time to lose. Hur-
rah P )

‘¢ 1Y is quite » gaid the puarser, s he Te-
tarnéd from be!g:"with the upgdn e have
‘one héur, no more, to rig a raft in, so to it, my
inds, with & will. 'The leak’s too far gone, and
we've fiot hands enough to make the pumps tell
onit” o

The men we}e sh'nkm hands all round, in-
toxicated with joy a! escape. :

""& Jome, men, enough of that. I'm & plain

man, and what [ say T mean,” said the captain,
already himself. ' We'ze not out of the wood |

#0, don't boller. Come, set to at the r
t afl the biscuits and junk thdse villains
biwve left. I shall be the last man to leave the
weasel ; 1 shan't leave her at all till she begifis to |
settls down. Purser, get some sails for tents,
Quartermaster, yoa look to the grub. Harrison,
eoBect the spars for the inen; Davis, you |
the work is srong end gure. It isn’t the
S‘&?i!‘my&ehomto land on; but snyt;;ort
storm, Yeu know ; and, purser, you get two
three ntikets ant i’om'ed’podder ’n{d shot. We
y have o live on sea-birds for a day or two,
till God sends ns Beliverance, death, or & ship;
that is our alie¥native. ~ Come, to work.”
ifhe raft was mide in nb time. But the stores
proved scanty. The sooundrel mate had thrown
overbodrd, spoiled, or carried off, all but three
days' provision of meat, biscuit, and rum. The
Mpt,-&hgddmost to be forced from the veasel.
great ice-pack ciosed upon it, just as she was|
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floated she’d have done Messrs. David and Bliz-
zard eredit.”

“ Good-bye, old Shooting Star,” said the men,
“1If ever a man deserved the gallows, it's that
first mate of ours,”

The raft reached the shore safely.

# I take posgession of this ‘ere floating pack,”
said the captain, good humouredly, to keep up
the men's spirits, as he leaped on the ice, “in
the name of her blessed Majesty, and I beg to
christen it Ritson's Island, if it is an island ; but
if it is joined on to the mainiand, we'll wait and
seo what the mainland is. I wonder if there are
many bears, or puffins, or white foxes, on it.
And pow lets rig the tents, and then we'll
measare out the food.”

The next day brought no hope. The pack
proved to be of enormous size, and a deep ice-
fog prevented its complete exploration. The
food was fast decreasing. The few penguins on
the pack would not come within shot. Once they
saw & white bear, but it dived, and appeared no
more, The men’s hearts began to sink ; half the
gpars had been used up for the fires; one day
more and the fuel would be gone; the rum gone ;
the meat gone. Frost and starvation awaited
them. There were now murmurs. Once the
captain came on two of the sailors who were
erying like childfen ; ‘another time he observed
the meu’s fierce and hungry looks, as they
watched the quartermaster cowering under the
tent, and he knew too well what those savage
fires in their hollow eyes indicated.

¢ It must come to the casting of lots for one
of us,” he heard them whisper. “ Ewery hour
we can pull on gets us more chance of a ship.”

The next day the purser shot two penguins,
and ate greedily of the nauseous flesh. The
fourth day the provisions were exhausted ai the
first meal. Then: Capiain Ritson stood up, his
mugket in hilh.nd,ﬁlhohdmﬂﬁﬁtulz‘pt
watch at night like the other men, and shared
every labour and privation. The quartermaster
was lamenting his fate.

“If this voyage had only turned out well,”
hé said, ¢ I miglit have got a ship again ; for
the firm promised me a ship again if I only kept
from drink and did my duty; and this time I
have dons it by them, and I should have saved
the vessel if badn’t been for this mutiny.”

Captain Ritson began :

“ Mr. Quartermaster, silence, This is no time
for crying over spilt milk. I don't wish-to hurt
your feelings, for you are an honest man, though
you sometimes rather overdid the grog. ma

plsin man, and Imean what I say, and what1 |

geay i3 this—here we are, and we don’t know
whether it is berg or mainland, and no food left
——not & crumb. Now, what is to be done? We
hear the bear growl, and the fox yelp; but if
we can’t shoot them, that won't help us much.
‘We must spend all to-day in trying for the main-
land ; if we find thesea to the eastward, wo must
then turn back, commit ourselves to God, who
directs all things in the heavens above and the
earth beneath (yon all heard me read thaton

raft, | Sunday, and I needn’t repeat it), and take to the

raft whatever bappens. But there's one thing
I bave to say, as & plain man, and that is—if
any coward here dares even to whisper the word
¢ cannibalism,’ I'll shoot him dead with this gun
I hold in may hand, and mean to hold day and
night. We are Christian men, mind; and no
mi shall make wild beasts of us, while I am
8 live captain—so mind that”

The exploration destroyed the men's last hope.
The mile’s painful march only served to prove
that wide tracts of eea, full of shaking ice, lay
between the pack and the shore.

¢ ] gee 80! ahead like a man's body,”
said the purser, who hdd volanteered to climb
sn eminence and report if any vessel could bo
discerned. ¢ Itispartly covered with gnow, and
it lies on the edge of & deep hole in the ice.”

The party instantly made for it. Harridon
being Light of o1, was tho it fo each sid
10 t e

“1 gee it all” said the captain. «“He got
drunk, he laggéd behind, and they lost %hn‘?n
the fog. Some vessel has taken them off”

4T wish it had been the mate,” eaid the

purser. :

As he spoke, a huge black héad emerged for
a moment from the water, and all the men fell
back, and cried it was the devil come for the
carpenter. .

% Nongense, you flock of geese,” said the cap-
tain ; “it was only a black seal! I onl{ wish
he'd show agaip, and we'd have a shot at him ;
he'd keep us for two days. Now then, &0811 on,
for we must get on the raft aud into the open
®a before dark, and the Lord guide and help
us! .

Stowly and sflently the melancholy band, with
only two sound-hearted men left among them,
the Gﬁlpuiinih ang the purser, ascénded the last
snow hill ‘leading to the shore, where the raft
and the tents hidd been left sfx hours béfore.
The sun, a globe ‘of crimson fire getting

Two

fite, was

behind banks of grey and omingty mrst.

of the men were now - itten i the cheeks

and lay down to be rubbed with pnow by their

companions. R
top of
them

The captain atrode forward alone fo the

the hill to reconnoitre, He was seen by tk

all striding forward till he reached the summit,
but stowly now, for that giant of a man was
faint with hunger and fatigae. The me:bsa.z
down waiting for him to réturn, and rubbing
themselves with snow. He returned sl thad
he had ascended, feeble and silent. He did not
look his companions straight in the face, but
wrung his hands, pulled his sou-westet over his
eyes, and sat down by the tired men, Then he

ross gravely, with his old impregnable coursge,
and said ; . .

" Men, T brin, W news; but bear it like
om’fﬁ":’wwﬁa":m".‘i, & good parpose. Our
raft has been carried off by & flow of drift ice.
We have only a few hours to live. I'm a plain
man, and mean what I say. Let us die with a
good heart, and without repining. It is not our -
own fault as to this.”

Two of the men uttered yells of despair, and
threw themselves on their knbes ; the rest seemed
to actually grow smaller, and shrink rin
their hopeless despair. The prirser tocked to and
fro, holding his head between bhis hands. ' The
quartermaster 6hook with the cold, and turhed
},’,‘“"“ with fear. The boy busst intb ad agony

% Corne, men, let us light o fire” sald Captain
Ritson. “X; l:)dmma' . Latu;‘deoggf
any remaining wood, and, havin
ther, and committed .ourselves hgtop“ﬁil ‘héads
(the captain took off hig hat and looked nmc),
let us sleep, and in that sleep, if it is His will,
death will take us.” R

But n could rouse them now. The )
and the pureér only, had strength enough left to
collect the few pieces of driftwood outside the
tents. It was like digging one's own grave, as
the night began to fall, and shut out the white
cliffs and desolate tracts of ice. .

“Light it, Pénnant,” said the oaptain, « while
we kneel round and commit ourselves to Him
who never leaves the helm, though ho may seem
to sometimes when the storm hides Him.”’

The fire crackled and spluttered ; ‘thea it Tose
in a thin wavering flamhe. ' o

¢ Before this is burnt out, mesmnates, we shall
hare mﬁlw port. ‘Now, ‘then“{lmetﬁ
we get safely to ’ ) OV
muskets, and fire thiem ¢ the third signal I give.
If there is any vest two miles off the
pack, they may - perbaps hear us. One, two,
thmo" .

The discharge of the fire gung broke :tho
g stillness with a crashing explosion, which

to rebound and gpread from cliff to. eliff
till it faded far away in the northern saliudes,
wheze death only reigned in etarnal ailense, and
ainid eternal snow, -
- % There goes oux last hops,” asid the captain;
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“but I am thankful I can still say, His will be
donc; and I trust my chiidren to His mercy.”

My wifo don’t need much praying for,” said
the quartermaster. “She’ll fight her way, I bet.”

Just then tho purser, who had been staring at
the horizon, trying to pierce the gloom to }he
right, leaped on his feet, shouted, screamed, cried,
embbr:csd the captain, and danced and flung up
his hat.

Every one turned round and looked where he
was looking. There they saw a light sparkle,
and then a red light blaze up, an.d tl_len,a rocket
mount in a long tail of firo till it discharged a
nosegay of coloured stars. It was a ship answer-
ing their light. Then came the booming sound
of & ship's gun. It was a vessel lying off the
pack, and they were saved.

An hour’s walk (they were all strong enough
now) brought the captain and his men to the
vessel's side. The ship was only three miles off
along the shore, but the fog had hidden it from
them whon they returned to lay down and die.

As honest rough hands ‘pressed theirs and
helped them up the vessel's side, and honest
brown faces smiled welcome, and food was held
out, and thirty sailors at once broke into a cheer
that scared the wolves on the opposite shore,
Captain Ritson said :

“Thank God, friends, for this kindness. I'm
a plain man, and I mean what I say: but my
heart's too full now to tell you all I feel. Purser,
I did lose hope just now, when I saw the raft

iod away.”

One autamn afternoon, four months later, three
men entered Mr. Blizzard's office and inquired
for that gentleman. .

¢« He is engaged just now,” said a new clerk

the rest had left), and pointing to an inner glass
$oor that stood ajar. “ Engaged with Captain
Cardew, of the Morning Star ; he sails to-morrow
for Belize. Take soats.”

The muffled-up sailor-looking men took seats
near the half-open door, through which came low
words of talk.

“ Ritson was too reckless,” said a disagreeable
voice, “and quite lost his head in danger.”

‘“ No doubt,” said another voice. “Take an-
other glass of sherry, captain. Do you like a dry
wine 1" .

“The purser, too, was not very honest, I fear,
and very carcless about the stores. By-the-by,
did I ever tell you about that drunken quarter-
master, Thompson, losing that ship of yours, the
Red Star, off the Malabar coast. He had just
returned from Quebec, so Pennant told me, who
sailed with him. He had been sotting at Quebec,
and, when the vessel was ready to start, he said
he wouldn’t go. They found him obstinate drunk.
Will you believe it, he remained drunk the whole
voyage till they eame and told him he was near
Glasgow.. Then he leaped up, shaved himself,
put on his best coat and a white tie, and went on
shore to see-our agents, old Falconer and Johnson,
fresh a3 paint. Hal hal”

The other voice langhed too. It was Mr. Bliz-
zard, from his throne of large capital; he was
probably about to replace a ledger, and consult
the almanack, as he had done that afternoon
four months before. )

“You must make a better voyage with the
Morning Star then Captain Ritson did with his
unfortunate vessel,” said Mr. Blizzard. ¢ Don't
be afraid of the sherry.” .

But Cardew never drank that glass of sherry,
for the door just then bursting open, dashed the
glass to pieces in his hand, and Captain Ritson
seized him by the throat.

“I'm a plain man, Mr. Bllzza.;d, sir,” he said
¢« and I mean what I say; but if ever there was
& mutinous, thieving, lying, false, shark-hnarted
scoundrel, it is this man who sunk the Shooting
Star, and left e and the purser, and six mpre of
us, to die off Labrador on the ice-pack. Purser!
bring in-that policeman, and we'll have justice
done.”

At the next assizes, Cardew was sentenced to
nine years’ transportation for frauds on the hopse
of David and Blizzard, and for conspiring to sink
the 8hooting Star, and part of her crew, off the
coast of Labrador. A Liverpool papes a few
months ago, mentioned that & bushrangdiof the
same name had been shot in an encowtiee with

the mounted police. As the name is not a com-
mon one, the bushranger and the mate were pro-
bably the same persons,

The firm tried the quartermaster with another
vessel, and he acquitted himself well; and as for
Ritson, he is now the most respected captain in
their service. ’

HORSESHOES.,

FPHE horseshoe, or at least what we call a
J horseshoe, appears to have been a thing
utterly unknown to the wise men of antiquity.
Some antiquaries—we beg pardon, archeologists
—we know, contend to the contrary, but the
balance of evidence is decidedly against them.
Had horseshoes been in use his time, we should
hardly have Xenophon recommending stable-
yards to be strewn with round stones, that the
horses might strengthen their feet and harden
their hoofs while taking their exercise; nor
would Mithridates have been compelled to dis-
pense with using cavalry at the siege of Cyzicus
because the hoofs of the horses were worn out,
a8 those of Alexanders army are said to have
been, by incessant travelling. Moreover, as
Greek writers make no mention of the horseshoe,
80 Greek artists have failed to represent it; and
since they were in the habit of giving bronze
bits and bridles to their marble steeds, the
sculptors would surely have used the same
material on their hoofs, if the horses of their
time had worn shoes.

Roman writers on agricultural and veterinarian
matters insist upon the necessity of choosing
horses with hard hoofs, and advise owners of
horses to see that their stables are floored with
hard oak timber, in order to harden the hoofs of
the animals; but not a word do they say about
shoeing them. Suetonius indeed tells us that
Nero’s mules were shod with silver; and Pliny
says Poppea had golden shoes for her mules, so
that we must admit that shoes of some sort were
worn by those animals; but they seem to have
been only used occasionally, and made so as to
slip on and off with ease, being generally of
leather, fastened on with bands, and resembling
those still to be seen in the streets of Jeddo.

The earliest horseshoe known, resembling our
modern ones, was discovered in the tomb of
Childeric, who died in 481; but similar shoes
have been found in German and Vandal graves
of probably greater antiquity. Iron horseshoes
are mentioned in documents of the ninth cen-
tury, but even then they could not have been in
general uge, as the French historian Daniel says
his countrymen only shod their horses in frosty
weather and on particular occagions. In truth,
there seems no getting to any satisfactory con-
clusion respgcting our subject. Meyrick asserts,
ag positively as though it were an incontrover-
tible fact, that the Conqueror introduced the art
of shoeing horses into England ; but if he be right,
how are we to account for the presence of horse-
shoes among relics of an undoubtedly older
date? In Lothbury, and again in Fenchurch
Street, London,,small horseshoes were found with
fragments of Roman pottery; and a couple
rescmbling them in shape and size were dug up
in Wiltshire, and these not only had nail-holes
like our modern horseshoes, but some of the
nails remaining in them bent in such a manner as
to shew that they had been clenched after passing
through the hoof of the horse. In the same
county, the halves of two iron horseshoes were
discovered in a British barrow. In Norfolk, an
iron horseshoe turned up among a lot of Roman
urns and spear-heads; this, too, had nail-holes,
but was of a somewhat peculiar form, being
round and broad in front, and narrowing very
much backward, with its extreme ends brought
close together; and at Battleflats, where Harold
met and defeated the Norwegian invaders, num-
bers of horseshoes have been found from time to
time; these are chiefly remarkable for their
smallness; but as the breed of horses then used
in England were nothing like the modern race in
Bize, it is justas likely that the diminutive shoes
belonged to Harold’s cavalry as to that of his foe.

Whether William was the introducer of horse-
shoeing or not, he at any rate honoured the prac-

tisers of the art. The family of De Ferrers owed

its name and fortune to the Conqueror’s Master
of the Farriers, and the first earls bore six horse-
shoes on their shield in memory of the fact ; the
horseshoes’ gable have disappeared from their
place of honour on the shield of the Ferrers
family, but one of their supporters yet bears the
ancient symbol on bis shoulder. From the same
monarch, one Simon de Liry received the.town of
Northampton and the hundred of Falkley, on
condition that he supplied shoes for the royal
stud. Henry de Averying held the manor of
Morton in Essex by the tenure of finding one
man, one horse, four horseshoes, & sack of bariey,
and an iron buckle for the use of the king when-
ever he went with his army into Wales ; and
Gamelhore held broad lands in Nottinghamshire
on condition that he shod the four feet of the
king’s palfrey as ofton as his majesty visited hig
manor of Mansfield—the king finding all the ma.
terials. If the tenure-holder shod the palfrey
properly, he could claim as a fee a palfrey with
four marks of silver, or, if he preferred it, the
royal palfrey itgelf became his on payment of five
marks ; but if, in performing the operation, he
happened to lame, or even prick the horse, he
was fined five marks for his clumsiness,

The old friendly wish, v May the horseshoe
never be pulled from thy threshold I’ wag the
offspring of a superstition’ as common as it wag

um::wuntable. When Butler's conjurors under.
took to '

Chase evil ts away by dint

Of sickle, h'opiureishoe, hyollzw flint,

he only offered to do for his patrons what thou-
sands did for themselves. Misson was puzzled
by the number of horseshoes he saw fixed at the
entrance of English houses, and when he asked
the motive of such an extraordinary style of
decoration, received divers answers to his queries.
But the majority of his informants agreed that
the shoes were intended to keep the witches
from entering their domiciles, and working their
evil charms to the confusion of their households,
When the banker Coutts and his actress-wife
went to live at Holly Lodge, they were silly
enough to mar the beauty of their marble steps
by having & couple of old horseshoes fastened to
the tQpmost oune of the flight.

If Hecate and her sister-hags still ride on the
midnight air, there is one spot in England where
their foul charms, however firm and good, will
prove of no avail. The little capital of the little
county of Rutland, thanks to its wealth of horge-
shoes, may set the entire race of weird-women
at defiance., These strange trophies are ecollec-
ted in one of the oldest mansions in the kingdom,
for Oakham Hall was built by Walkelin do Fer-
rers, son of the first earl of that name, who
received his patent of nobility from the worthy
king who has had the cost of his nether garment
immortalised in song. Evelyn writes in 1654 :
“1 took a journey into the morthern parts,
Riding through Oakham, a pretty town in
Rutlandshire, famous for the tenure of the barons,
who held it by the taking off & shoe from every
nobleman’s horse that passed with his lord
through thestreet, unless redeemed with a certain
piece of money. In token of this are several
gilded shoes nailed on the castle gate.” Gough
says the bailiff of the town had power to take a
shoe off the horse of any man of noble birth who
declined to pay the tribute-money ; the amount
to be paid being left to the equestrian’s genero-
sity, while his liberality reguiated the size of the
horseshoe inscribed with his name and titlo,
which was set up to commemorate the event,
How this curious custom originated, is a mys-
tery, for we can find no evidence of any guch
tenure as that spoken of by Evelyn; we can
only guess it sprang out of & still older custom
levying toll upon travellers, a practice in which
the anthorities of Oakham seem to have indulged
till they got themselves in trouble thereby.

Thirty-three years ago, Queen Victoria ac-
knowledged the right of Oakham,as her uncles
the Prince regent and the Duke of York had
done before her, an example followed soon after-
wards by the Iron Duke. The law itself has
sanctioned this unique species of taxation, Lordg
Denman, Campbell, and Wensleydale having
followed the precedent of the famous Lord Mans-
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APRIL WOOD-VOICES.

T HAVS been walking in the April woods,
To listen to the voices of the brooks, .
And search for violets, and the pale young buds
Of the anemone, whose starry 1ooks
Are glassed, and pictured in each forest stream,
Fair as a star, and lovely as a dream. .

And I have heard the whispers of the trees,
And the low laughter of the wandering wind,
Mixed with the hum of golden-belted beos,
And far away, dim echoes, undefined,—
That yet had power to thrill my listening ear,
Liko footsteps of the spring that is so mear.

Still through the dusky walks—the foreat alsles—
The sunshine and the shadow following alid,
Chasing each other with a thousand wiles,
Their linked hands the bars of light undid,
And troope of airy figures, sgen and gone,
Twinkled a moment there,—and were withdrawn.

The audible voices of inanimate things,
I heard the secrets of the haunted wood:
The oak shook visibly through his hundred rings,—
The elm bent softly near him whero he stood,—
Thrilling through every dainty plume apart,
Till I could almost hear the beating of her heart.

Glimpses of beauty never yet beheld,—

Blossoms that round, and golden into stars,—
Globes of rare wine, in at the lattice held,

Roses that climb, and redden through thy bars,
Vague hints of summer, crowned though far away,
Are in the April voioes I have heard to-day.

KATE 8. MoL..

THE

TWO WIVES OF THE KING.

Translated for the Saturday Reader from the
_French of Paul Féval,
Continued from page 5.
CHAPTER VIH.
“ Now, Jean de Nesle, my friend,” said Phillip
Augustus, laughing, “ where bast thow hidden
the good Bishop of Oryieto, lateral legate of our

Holy Father 77
¢« Morbleu ! it really ap| as though the king
knows everything,” said Messire Jean,

It is not to be supposed that the humiliated
grand vassals were vexed to see the legate con-
founded in his turn. But it ig easier to confound a
Duke of Burgogne than an Apostolic legate,
specially when that legate has been listening at
thedoor. AsJean de Nesle rose te seek the bishop
in his hiding place, that functionary burst sud-
denly through the door, with a smile upon hislipe.

¢ Since the king knows all,” ané:l bomg
with respect, ¢ it is not necessary that I s
now inform his majesty that our Holy Father,
wishing to preserve, at any price, the greatest
king in Christendom within the communion of
the church, has deigned to convoke a’new coun-
cil to re-examine- the affair of the two Queens,
and that, too, at the special request of his. well-
beloved son, Phillip, King of France..

« 1t was doubtless in the event of Phillip, King
of. France, refusing to sublpiteo the decw of
this new council, that sire Bishop of Orvieto was
instructed to secure, in writing, the concurrence
of the grand vassals.” .

“ The king knows alll” replied the Bishop,
with a gracious reverence, ¢ it is impossible to
illilgtnsnything from him. It was, in short, for

Phillip Augustus frowned ; and for & moment,
one would have thought that his anger was
about to deprive him of all his advantages. For-
tuately for him, at that moment, Amaury Mon-
truel, in his turn, came forth from his hiding
place. Phillip was this time really ised.

“ Thee here |” exclaimed he,

“1 was with sire Bishop,” replied Montruel,
“ and I can affirm to my lord, that sire
Bishop is the passionate admirer of the merits of
Madame Agnes.”

Gratient Florent trembled—a new interest had
arisen and & new myatery. ) S

“ Has sire Bishop spoken to you.of Agnes?”
enquired the king, naively, for the shrewdeat poli-
ticians become children when the object of their
love is in question. : .

“ Sire Bishop has spoken to me of Madame
Agnes,” replied the imperturbable Montruel,
“ he told me that the Holy Father was in nowise
ignorant of the greatnegs of her soul and of her
many virtues.”

¢ Indeed !”

“ But”—would have interposed the legate—
“«And I promised him, to relate to you his
words, in order that you might regard him with
a still more favourable eye.” .

The legate bowed—not daring to deny; but
he thought to himself— In what coin does this
Madame Agnes pay this Amaury Montruel 77

It was break of day when the gates of the
Hotel de Nesle opened to let out that numerous
and brilliant calvacade,~—composed of King
Phillip Augustus, his grand vassals, and Gratien
Florent, Bishop of Orvieto, legate of the Holy
See. Behind marched the sergeants-at-arms,
commanded by Jacques Belin, who had by this
time enjoyed a good souper-déjeuner. Every-
body was satisfied, or at least appeared so—the
most touching harmony reigned among that most
noble escort, and the reconciliation seemed wide
and complete. The king entered the Louvre,
and each nobleman turned towards his own
house. Cadocu sought some low haunt to get
up a dance, in honour of his two hundred thou-
sand crowns.

Amaury Montruel, the friend of the king, be-
took himself to a little street, situated behind
the tower of St. Jacques-la-Boucherie—in which
might be seen a simple archway, old and badly
built; the door which formed thé angle of the
street opened under a turret overhanging the
wall. On clearing the threshold, the visitor found
himself in a broad vestibule, leading to a large
hall, furnished with a certain magnificence. The
friend of the king had the reputation of a man
of exceedingly relaxed morals, and this resi-
dence of his in the quartier des Arcis—was

said to be used by him for the purpose of hiding
his orgies. Others maintained that this house,

which had an entrance in an alley, without a
name, and which communicated in another part
with rue St. Jacques and rue des Ecrevains,
was the place where the friend of the king as-
sembled all the spies which he kept in Paris.
For the friend of the king also passed as the
chief of a sort of police,~sufficiently well or-
ganized to enable King Phillip to say with a
certain degree of truth—¢ The king knows all.”

These two versions were equally well founded :
it was quite true, that in this mysterious place
Amaury Montruel kept a vigilant police. A
police was 4n institution little known at that
period, and in which. enlightened people placed
no faith-—and which the vulgar feared, as they
fear every phantom. To remove every suspi-
cion regarding its fanctions from the minds of
the grand vassals of the king, Amaury Mon-
truel had only to raise his shoulders and smile,
though he took care, very adroitly, to wheedle
out of them their own'projects. But whatever
stories may have reached them about the nature
of the fanction of the police, they could not for
shamesake show themselves as credulous about
it a8 foolish girls-and street vagabonds.

Thus we have seen the “ Friend of the King”
quietly installed in the Hotel de Nesle in the
midst of conspirators. We must, however, add
that if any of the grand vassals more clear-
sighted than the others had thoroughly sifted
the facts and made themselves once acquainted
with the man, they might have, perhaps, dis-
covered, under his mask of scepticism and
indifference, sufficient good in him to have
doubly re-assured them. They would, besides,
have discovered that Amauray was under the
influence’ of one single passion, which, by iis
violence, contrasted singularly with the assumed
coldness of his character. Montruel was in lov
hopelessly in love, and the woman that he lovo?i
belonged to tpo king.

There was in the hall of Montruel’s dwelling,
and where, a8 wo have shown, he had just
entered; a clerk, wearing the costume of the
dlerks in parliament, and half reclining upon |

woollen cushions. He was still young, but pale
and wrinkled like an old woman.

“ Master Samson,” said Montruel, has anybody
called during my absence ? '

“ Yes,” replied Master Samson, raising him-
gelf up and yawning, “Seigneur Herbert came
in by the rue des Kcrivains; he said that a
message had come from Normandy, to the effect’
that John Sans Terre had landed there last
week. Scholar Tristan came in by the rue St.
Jacques, and said that for one hundred golden
crowns he could get fire to the four quarters of
the city. I think, my lord, that Scholar Tristan
will make a marvellously pretty rogue.”

.Montruel's only reply was a slight gesture of
contempt,

“ Well, welll” growled Samson, %I know,
indeed, that in the matter of rogues we ought to
be particular. Master Honoré, the freemason,
also came in by the little gate. The noisy crew
are to meet again to-night at the Cross of Tra-
hoir. They have been chaniing and placing
garlands on the walls,and have been welcoming
a new acolyte who calls himself—stay—who
calls himself—I ought to take the names down
in writing, for my memory fails me.”

¢ Thou drinkest too much,” gaid Montruel.

“ My lord,” replied S8amson, impudently, 1
drink nothing but what you leave in the bottom
of your bottles. But the name does not matter.
But at that ceremony assisted two other vaga-
bonds of the trowel and hammer-—countrymen
of Madame Ingeburge certainly—Eric or Cedric,
the Dane, and little Adam.”

“Is that all?” demanded Montruel.

“ No; but there is still another name which
fails me,” replied the officions clerk—* the name
of some pagan miscreant ; he arrived last night
by the Porte-au-Peintres. He was mounted
like a lord ; but instead of a lance he bore a
stone-cutter's hammer, and a trowel instead of &
dagger.”

The “Friend of the King” smiled.
¢ Hammer, trowel,:hgowlingly repeated the
clerk. ¢ We see nothing else, now. in

Paris, All the money in the kingdom is being
turned into mortdr and cut-stone. I am certain
that there are at this moment ten thousand
masons in the city.”

%Come, come,” interrupted Montruel, with an
air of satisfaction, I see that my men have not
slept this night; but tell me, Samson, about
that new adept of freemasonry, whoee name
thop hast forgotten; did he not call himself Jean
Gadg;:"dl id Iaimed the

“ jeu,l” exclai clerk, clappi
his hands, u‘:J ean Cador! that's the k,ml?’ppmg

¢ And the Infidel who entered by the Porte-aa-
Peintres,” continued Montruel, “did he not call
i Twap motbiag.clsa bat that” said Samson,

ag nothing else but that” saj
with admiration, It appear:; too, that you
-have not been asleep, my lord 1 :

Montruel cast off his cloak and threw himself
into a large chair, :

“y nover;I:yp,” said he ; then, in & brief and
imperious tone, he added, ¥ Go! quick! and bid
them bring me some Greek wine, and send some
one for Fontanelle, ”

“Is that thy will 7 replied S8amson. ¢ Fon-
tanelle must be sleeping; for they have been
dri‘?}‘.intgthm dsneixl:’g at her house all night.”

et them give her the ? said Am
S and Fontanef'lo will come.”md’ i

The clerk went out, leaving Montruel alone,
with his head resting on his hands. ’

He remained for some minutes, planged into &
profound meditation ; then rising all at once aud
shaking back his long hair, he paced up and
down the chamber with great strides. His phy-
siognomy underwent a great change—he was pale
and haggard

“What do I want?” he murmured, clinching
his fists with anger, “I know not, or whers to
go. The work apon which I am engaged might
lead an ambitious man very far. The gibbet bas
no terrors for me ; nor does the throns cause me
any envy, snd yet I go on, on—laboring ss though
my designs were a8 grand as those of the Emperor
Charles, or of the King Hugh Capet. Designs !
1 swear that I have none. I would have served

| Bhillip, who has the heart of a king, bravely
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and faithfully ; for that would have been s tagk

within my strength,—but that woman has come | li

between us, and that woman I must possess, I
seem inm};lmble of comprehending more than that.
Beyond that thought everything sppears to me
puerile and contemptible.” i

He stopped andpnagain pressed his head be-
tween his trembling hénds. L

“Fool that Iam,” he exclaimed, ‘it is the
thought itself which is puerile and contemptible!
I know it well and feel it ; but what is to be done ?
There have been fools before me and there will
be fools again after me; and after all, what dif-
ference i3 there between the foolish and the

150 7'
wu:: noise was now heard at the door through
which the clerk had left. Amaury suddenly
compased his featntes, and resumed the cool
manner which was habitual to him.

The door opened aad a beautiful woman of
twenty-five, and whose dress set all sumptuary
laws at defiance, appeared upon the threshold.

¢« Enter Fontanelle,” said Amuary.

Fontanelle obeyed, holding in her hands a
flagon of Greek wine and two silver gilt cups.

“My lord,” said she, in a voice somewhat
hoarse, and which corresponded badly with the
exquisite regularity of her features, « I wished to
serve you myself a3 is my duty.”

“Thou hast done well ; approach, and pour
out the wine.” .

Foutanelle filled one of the cups, leaving the

er empty.
otl‘:‘ énns"t’ t’imu give me no reason for that?”

o Montruel.
¢ md‘:y lord,” replied Fomtanelle, smiling
bumbly, ‘“unlessitbe that I am past twenty-four
years, and am aged. I have therefore brought
you Agnes.”

Mentruel closed his eyes and his lips trembled.
« Agnes!” he murmured ina changed .voice;
“oh! fool that I am, miserable fool !”

Fontanelle looked at him and smiled. “8he
is there,” resumed she, “in the neighbouring
chamber, and is waiting thee.”

“1 do not desire to see her)” exclaimed Mon-
troel.”

“ Ohut? said Fontanelle; ¢ If the poor child
shonld hear thee, my lord.”

A r&isﬁ his eyes and looked at Fon-
tanelle with an air of suspition and fear,

# Dost thou think that ghe loves me ?* gaid

be. -

Do I think it ? I know it. She adores your

Montrnel said again, but in a lower voice, «“I
do not wish to see her!”

Fontanelle suppressed a smile.

“Woman,” said Amaury brusquely, «let us
speak of business.- I have work for thee; it is
necessary that thou should’st draw into thy
‘houss two men that I am abeut to indicats to
thee.” :

“1 will draw a thousand there,” to please my
lord. .
«8ilence! The first is a freethason, of the
name of Jean Cador.”

Fontanelle bowed her head with an air at once
modest and trumphant,

“ The second,” coptinued Montruel,” is an In-
fidel, who came to Paris to cut stone after the
‘Baracen'style; his name is Mahmond el Reis.”

Pontanelle put more pride into her amile.

“ Thou understandest me 7" said Montruel.

“I canreply to mylord,” said Fontanelle, ¢ that
his orders have been anticipated. I have already
received into my houge, Jean Ogrdor, the free-
mason, and Mahmoud el Reis, the image-catter
‘of the East. . ’

Amaury drew near, curions and attentive.

% But,” continued the old woman of past twenty-
four, ¢ My lord speaks of two men—while I have
received but one ! L

“ What sayst thou?” demanded quickly the
friend of the king.

« 1 say,” my lord, % that Jean Cador and Mah-
moud el Reis are one and the same person.”

Montruel could not restrain an exclamation of
astonishment, ‘

« And how knowest thou that 7" :

‘ Master Honoré, the freemason, brought to
my house this night”— replied Fontanelle, ==
“ » companion that he calted Jean Oador. The

Englishman, Herbert, came an hour before day-
ight — o pass away the time, he said~—for he
had been knocking at the gate of your retreat in
vain. When Herbert saw that Jean Cador, he
went straight up to him, and though they con-
versed in a low voice, in a distant corner of the
chamber, I heard Herbert call him several times
by the name which you have mentioned.”

 Mahmoud el Reis 7

‘ Mahmoud el Reis.”

“Strange I” thought Montruel. * There are,
then, some things which I do not know! Per-
haps Herbert wishes to deceive me! And what
has this man been doing in thy house ?’ re-
sumed he, addressing Fontanelle.

‘ Master Honoré offered him wine, but he re-
fused it, and drank two fingers deep of pure
water; and thon extended himself upon the
carpet-wragt in a cloak, softer than linen—
and turned his face towards the east.”

“ Suppose Ishould bid thee get his secret from
him—how would’st thou do it ?”

“ My lord,” replied Fontanelle, * that man
has not yet seen Agnes.”

Amaury trembled and turned away his eyes.
¢ I forbid thee to let him see Agnes,” murmured
he, ¢ and I command thee to obtain his secret
from him.”

Fontanelle bowed respectfully.

“ I will try, my lord,” replied she. Then she
added, glancing at the door of the neighboring
chamber,—

“ My lord forgets that she is waiting 7”

“ Withdraw, and let her enter,” said Montruel,
with weariness.

Fontanelle rose, but instead of obeying imme-
diately, she remained standing before Montruel.

“1 have a humble request to prefer, my re-
spected lord,” said she.

“ Art thou in want of money,” sald Amaury. |

“ No I replied the daughter of folly—seeming
to have recovered a vague souvenir of her lost
dignity—« I am richer than many noble ladies.
What Idesire is, that your valets may be ordered
to spare me needless outrage.”

¢ Ah!” gaid Montruel, yawning, “have they
insulted thee, my poor Fontanelle ?”

“ Your servant, Samson, threatened me with
rods.”

¢ Has he insulted Agnes ?” asked Montruel,
slightly frownill_lg.

“ Nol my lord ; he has only ingulted me.”

The ook of Amaury was distracted, and lost in

space,
Fontanelle waited a moment for his reply, and a |
silent tear rolled down her cheek, but was quick-
ly dried up, for her cheek was burning. Had
Amsury noticed the look of Fontanelle at that
moment, it would have cansed him some fear—
he who never feared anything.

% May God keep yon I my lord,” she murmured,
trying to speak in a gentle and resigned voice.
8he withdrew. |

Immediately after a young girl entered the
apartment, light as a gyiphide, and ran towards'
Amaury. .

She was tall and slender, but of beautiful pro-
portions, with black hajr, more brilliant than the
jay, and with restless eyes, like these of the
daughters of the Zingari. She approached:
Amaury, who tried to repel her, but the
young girl fastene] her arms round the Te-
sisting chevalier, murmuring in his ear at the’
same time the fondest words.  Amaury complete-,
ly conquered, drew the forehead of Agnes to his'
lips. And now the coquette, certsin in ber turn:

of influenco over him, resisted his caresses as he.| djss!

had resisted hers. - threw herself back, smil-:
ing and mutinous.

“What ails thee? demanded Montruel, re-
proachfully.

Agnes who- had slipped out of his embrace
looked at him with a joyous, bantering air, eay--
ing, in s voice that hor pertness could not entirely
deprive of sweetneas, “ Art thou going to make’
me rich to-day, my lord ?* :

Amaury frowned.

“Oh,” thou dost well to vex thyself!* resumed
Agnes, “1 desire to have my fortune meds at.
once. Thou art rich——thou sayest thon lovest
;ne; 1 shall certaiply, then, wot have to wait

ong 17 )

She saw that the chevalier was bewitched by
her smile.

“Bye and bye,” said he ; * but remember! thou
hast confessed also that thou lovest me.”

* Thatmay be wealth enough far thee, my lord ;
but as to me, { desire to be rjch

“Then itis not for myself that thou lovest me ?”
said Montruel, with an air of melancholy, which
appeared strange at such a moment and before
such a woman. ’

Agnes gave way to & burst of uncontrollable
laughter. 1 love thee a little for thyself,” said
she, “that is much for me to say; but is it not
the way of the world 7" i i

And 88 Amuary continued to gaze npom her
with sadness, she frowned in her turn, end
suddenly changed her tone.

“My lord,” said she, raising her eyes bolgly
upon him, k darest thou pledge thy faith as a
che;?lier that it is for myself that thou lovest
me ?’

The eyelids of Amuary drooped, and the smile
of the beautiful Agues became more bitterly
mocking.

“Nol thou derest not,” resumed ghe, “ and
thou art right, for it would be a useless perjury !
Is it for my sake that thow hast changed my
name from Joanne to Agnes? Is for my sake
that thou hast given Fontanellg orders to furnjsh
me with golden gauze, ermine mantles, girdle,
decked with precious s,tones—everytﬂing, in
short, that a queen might be proud to wear. Is
all that for my sake 77 )

Amaury seemed dumb with fear, )

“The wife of Phillip Augustnz—Agnes de
Meranie, resembles me,” continued the young girl
pitilessly ; “Is it on my account that thou fol-
lowest her everywhere and always with those
ardent eyes ?” fonr

¢ Ba sijent,” myrmured Montrpal ith, H
g~y il ane glakos (bt 4 Aghes the
pretty threw at him,

1 am more beantiful than the wife of Phillip
Augustus,” exclaimed she, “and younger too;

{ and yet it is not for my sake that thou lovest

me!” And then Agnes reined up and began to
play carelessly with the gold fringe of her gjrdle.

Amaury passed the baek of his hand over his
face which was streaming with perspiration.
“It's true!™ muttered he, with a sort of im-
potent rage, “ all that she says is true. I am mad,
end my madness, it appears, is no longer a
secret; young girl” s:fd he, rising suddenly,
“thon shall have the gold, not because I love
thee, but becauge I hate thee I

« \What difference does it make,” spid Agnes,
“ whether? the goid comes from hatred or from
love : .

Amaury bid her be silent, with a perempto
gesture. “ Thou shgll be rich” continned hrey,
“rich at once—but not an m,pm(ient word, pot an
indiscreet look—"

“My lord 1 resumed Agnes, resolutely, “not
only shall thou pay me, but thou shalt respect
me. Iam stron‘%er than thee, and I will not
take thy threats ' .

Amaury trembled with rage; he fell for his
dagger, and Agnes ':’r at'ojné' boynd, at the

other end of the 5
she, smiling with diedain

“Yen ! yes!” sai i i y
and seizing the latch of the doar, * thouhast yet,

that adyan! over me ; ‘40 asI am here,
thy dagger! but mﬁh&‘ﬁzg in timblenees,
my lo:ﬁ, and 1 shall profit by thelqcmion, Au
revgir, apd remember thy promise.”
Before Amaury could leave his seat, she had
j d; her hard apd mocking laughter
mim heard in the adjoining chamber—a
second door slammed noisily—and the scene was

When Amaury Mantruel turned, he saw Sam-

son-—that clerk, who so much resembled an old
woman, standing in the middie of the apart-
sment. .

ent.
Montruel eonld not exhibit more paleness than

: ge had already dope, but he trembled as though
‘he had been syddenly struck by an unseénhand.

¢ Thon there 1 muttered he, ¢ then thou hast
heard all ¥ X but ono glas
¢ Why! mylord thoy hast dra one
of Greek vi{xe—-the beautifal Agnes was then
not thirsty this morning
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Amaury bad time to recover himself,

« T gave thee leave ofabsence,” said he,
brings thee here

« Ag to having heard anything,” resumed the
clerk, avoiding a direct reply, ¢ thatwas the last
of my thoughts ; but your days of generosity, my
lord, are far before those days in which you ex-
amine matters too closely.”

Montruel threw him his purse.

 He has heard everything I” thought he.

¢ Oh,” said Samson, I agked you for nothing,
unless perhaps for thanks; for I came to tell you
something which, in my opinion, ought to please
you. Two people, who arrived here yesterday
evening, have come to Paris o assassinate the
king ¥’ . .

Amaury darted upon hima look, which struck
him with astonistmeent. There was in thatlook
the sudden fright of a man who finds his most
inmost thought 1aid bare in spite of himself.

«Oh | oh " said master Samson to himself, ‘¢ it
must have been by the aid of the Evil One that I
have seen so much as that.” .

« And thou believest, misarable,” exclaimed
Montruel, who had, though all too late, recovered
a little presence of mind, “ and thou believest
that the arrival of such people as that can give
me pleasure 17

« God forbid I” replied master Samson, frankly.
« T know too well the loyal devotion of my Tord.
You did not allow me to finish ; I reckoned that
my news would rejoice Messire Amaury, because
I thought that Queen Ingeburge might possibly
be an accomplice in their design.”

“ Ingeburge is not queen,” interrapted Amaury.
 There is no othet queen than Madame Agues,
the legitimate wife of out very dreaded lord,
Phillip King of France.”

Samuon howed, as & sign efrespectful acquies-
cence. ¢ How eould Ingeburge bean accomplice ?”
demanded Montruel.

« Because,” replied the clerk, ¢ those who have
come to assassinate the king are both from Den-
mark ; and Thomas, the lodging-keeper, who has
diseovered them, says that they are foster-brothers
of Madame Ingeburge.”

« How dost thou call them ?”

« 1 have alréady told you their names,” replied
the clerk,  they are Eric, the freemason, and
his lite bother, Adain.”

END OF PART L.

t what

'HOW 1 MADE A FORTUNE IN
WALL STREET,

AND HOW I GOT MARRIED.

Condinued from page 8. :
. Mit. Mawterman was inclined to resist. (The
iden of Ms resisting John Stykes!) ‘On this
occasion hig 'friend Deams did not stand by him,
On the contrary, after some hot words, Deams
told him he had been very well paid for his
sorvices, and, indeed, more than paid, that he
very well knew it, and he need not attempt to
humbug him—the virtuous Deams
Masterman left the premises in & huff, and im«
meiiately resigned his office as treasurer. It
was filled by Elias Ashley. .
_Mr. Pope, on his part, was delighted. Neither
%o nor Ooldbrook relished their new position, or
the honors attending it. They had got well out
of the furniture question, and had made  Tittle
ready money. They had no wish to prolong
their connection with Masterman, so that eminent
a0d highly respectable ‘banking house” went
into liguidation.
had tried in vain torun in debt onits reputation)
and it consequently had to pay nothing. )
Meossrs. Pope and Qoldbreok returned to their
respective empl ts, content in the future to
Iabour there, only Mr. called daily at the
office of the “ Hope and Anchor” (he was under
a small salary) to sign his name as secretaty to
whatever was necessary. This was toppopitiate
Mr. Dempsey, for so long as he was content, his
friends in the board natarally would remain so.
At longth « Hope sxd Anchor” beeame active.
Tt was noticed regularly in the weney

! articles of
the daily papers, and occasionsfly wowld appear

It owed nothing (Masterman

an additional line in recommendation of the | poo:

« Mutual plan.”

But nothing like a * puff ” was anywhere per-
mitted. All was dignified and decorous, and
very much above board.

At length the Independent took the company
up, and its triumph was complete. It was a
very cold winter, and through the whole of it
the request of any well-known citizen for delivery
of small quantities of coal to any poor person at
cost was prompily complied with. I do not
think, however, there were many subscriptions
for shares received at the office. People were
referred to Eppis, Ippis, and Oppis (the largest
stock brokers in the street, as everybody knows)
who now had charge entirely of the company’s
operations.

1t was curious to witness the fluctuations in
this famous stock, and how it went up and how
it went down and how it went up again. There
were rumors of a corner, and everybody stood
from under. The gate was opened again and
everybody rushedin. Indeed “ Hope and Anchor”
was in every one’s mouth. It wag the talk of
the clubs and the main topic of conversation in
the saloons. Never was there such a favourite
stock with the brokers.

Meantime, Mr. Stykes made regular formal re-
ports of his operations to the company. Now
the twelve thousand dollars had been paid to him.
That was well. Next came the construction
account. No money must be spared to put the
property in good working condition, and at
once. All agreed to that. Atleast a hundred
thousand dollars were expended, and well
expended in developing the mines.

Meanwhile, mark you, the mortgage for sixty
thousand dollars, stood against the property and
improvements, and that mortgage was owned by
Jobn Stykes.

Affairs went on very prosperously through
the winter and spring. As summer approached
and the dull season began, there suddenly came
& contraction in the money market. Along witk
this were painful rumors about the * Hope and
Anchor.” ~ Some said the company had a large
mortage debt, which was now pressing against
it; others, that it had foolishly indulged in
speculation in its own stock ; others hinted atan

1 over issue, while others still declared they never

had had any confidence in it whatever!

Down went the shares, Down went Jones,
and Robinson, and Smith, and Thompson, and
Brown, and Green, who had each embarked his
little shallop on the apparently smdoth sea of
the ¢ Hope and Anchor.”

“« Why don’t some one call a meeting of the
creditors,” said Jones, * and show up the rascally
swindle

Alas, there were no creditors. John Stykes
was too shrewd an operator for that.

«But the stockholdets ? Why not call an in-
dignation meeting of the stockholders?” said
Robinson in a despairing tone.

Everybody in the street smiled when Robinson
gaid this, and aked him how many shares he had
(He had just fifty at five dollars!) In fact there
was not so very much stock afloatafter all. Stykes
had quietly purchased in the most of it when it
fell to fifty cents a share. So that the “street”
only laughed and called it cleverly done, and
then turned their attention to the next new
“fancy.”

The mortgage against the company was duly
“foreclosed,” and John Stykes became the owner
of the fine property, now ready, really ready for
working. He had paid for the whole out of his
manipulations of the shares, and cleared a large
sum besides.

'the company closed its doors. Nonme of the
four influential directors had lost anything, and
thelr charactets for honesty were too firmly
established for them to suffer in reputation.

In due time a solid company was established
to mine these very coal-lands. Stykes holds a
majority of the stock. It is actually worth to-
day (shares one bundred dollars), one humdred
and twenty—on “freezing out” the original

ies, this is the satisfactory result. ’

After all it was nothing bat & Wall Street

1 -enovunter of wits. The ‘puklic did not sufler

w-mvach, And the suecesding winter many s

r wretch tried in vain to find the office of .
that Charitable Oompany who gave them coel
at

They bless the name of the “HOPE AND
ANCHOR " to this day! i

CHAPTBR XVIII

1t is terrible thing for a man who is active,
energetic and fresh, to be landed high and dry
upon & sand-bank. The proximity to the water,
where he sees vessels under full sail, only aggra-
vates his condition. .

How to get off? That is the question.

That was my question for a long time afer
retiting from the enterprise I had so, rashly uc-
dertaken, but from which I had certainly got
well away. | )

Once more unshackled, with the additional ad-
vantage that I was in no immediste pecuniary
want, I took a cool, calculating view of the bu-
siness life‘with which I was surrounded, and in
which the quickest, keenest intellects of the
world encounter each other, : :

.4 man who owes nothing, and Ras three cenis
""’"if:" pass for a millionnaire if ke likes.”

This apothegm of Deams I now took full ad-
vantage of: not for the pyrpose of obtaining
anything from the public under false pretences,
unless it might be the public's favourable gpinion.
I felt myself entitled to that under any circum-
stances. -

So I continued my residence at the Grand
Avenue Hotel, and paid my bills with the qu
air of a solid man. I went regularly to my office,
from whence I regarded with attention the course
of affairs. The money market, stock list, fluctna-
tion fn gold, Exchange, provisions, dry-goods,
were all watched with the closest scrutiny. In
short, I put myself to school. I sought acquaint-
ance with the ‘beet” men, and asked for opin-
ions snd judgments with the tome of a person
who has his own views, and who can_therefore
afford 6 inguies into theirs. In short, I keépt my
own counsel. : :

1t was not long before I keard mysel spoken
of as & % young mmn of great sagacity.” # Very
careful operator,” another remarked. “Silent and
shrewd,” quoth a third. Men of influence in the
“gtreet” bowed to me with a certain degree of
consideration, and propositions were made from
time to time which, if I had had the means to ac-
cept, would have been extremely degirable.
These, of course, I found a way for declining
without betraying the secret of my situation.

Other schemes purely speculative, I dismissed
very summarily, giting these who presented
them to understand that I ¢ pever tonched any-
thing of the sort.” It was ia vain the poor fel-
lows sought to modify my judgment. I was in-
exorable! At times it made my heart ache to see
some one whko wowld put me in mind of myself.
On two or three occasions I remember to have
advised young men whoappeared to be still fresh
and unhackneyed, to quit the city, and the in-
variable respouse was, “we bave not the means
1o do it.” e B

1 should say iing heare of the very satis-
factory conduct of Deams. That extraordinary
individual still continued to haunt the purlicus
of the stock board, maintaining his old charac-
ter and habits. Althongh he never approached
me with any more * emterprises,” he was always
not only cordisl but I was about to say affec-
tionate in his manner. Wherever he went he
spoke of me as an “ extraordinary man;” #One
of the most successful men in the street,” and the
like. Mr. Worth was now in the habit of stop-
ping me occasionally to ask some ques-
tion which he supposed my own afairs me
familiar with, hut whieh oply the most careful
study of and attention to business matters made
it easy for me to reply to. Evan John Stykes did

-not omit to nod as-we encountered each other! At

church the leading members of the congregation
began to notice me. By degrees I was introducsd
to the young ladies. Matters were moving on
most charmingly.

Only I was all this time high and dry on the
sand bunk 1 spoke of at the commencement of the

Tcnew it, i no one olse 413, 1 kmew it, and
&t times smiled grhmly when I thought of my



92

THE SATURDAY READER.

[April 14

position—smiled - grimly at the atlention I re-
ceived from “sound business-men” — grimly
when I perceived young ladies seeking an intro-
duction. But never so smiled when Mary Worth
wag near. My manner toward her was always
the same. It was always, as at the first, entirely
natural, though perhaps formal, showing a sin-
cere respect and regard. I did not scek a more
intimate acquaintance with her, because 'thlx?gs
appeared so bright with me. 1 had no objection
to availing myself of the attentions w!uch were
generally bestowed on me. The politeness of
our church-going people was as fully understood
and appreciated as their neglect had been, and I
felt quite at liberty to take advantage of it.

To Mary Worth I could present no false token.
She must have thought it singular, understand-
ing, a8 I am sure ghe did, why I bad not pressed
my acquaintance and having every right to sup-
pose that reason at an end. I could not help it.

- I must not betray my secret, so I kept on the
even tenor of my way. Occasionally I detected
her looking at me with a half-curious, half-
troubled expression which I Wid not quite under-
stand. Her influence over me increased all the
while, until I felt a strong mysterious conviction
that her destiny was to be blended with mine. A
strange state of things truly—yet there it was!
4 She is mine—she cannot escape me-—mine for-
ever,” I would exclaim, as if inspired by some
divinity ! . .

At length the summer heats began to drive the
inhabitants to the various places of resort fre-
quented at this season by the world of leisure
and of fashion.

1 resolved to go with the rest. I will visit Sharon
and Saratoga and Newport, each for a fow days.
It will be in character with my new position.

sessenssccsscssesccasne “veves.cncenerene

“T suppose you leave town soon,” I said one
Sunday to Miss Worth as we were going out of
church. .

“We go to-morrow,” she replied, ‘{0 remain
to the end of October.”

“1 hope you will have an agreeable time.”

“Thank you. I presume you will desert the
city soon yourself.”

“1 may be absent three or four weeks, not
longer.”

¢ Business makes slaves of you gentlemen.”

“Yes.

“You do not inquire where we are going,”
continued Miss Worth, pleasantly.

“I should be happy to know, however,” I re-

lied.
P We are not going to Long Branch,” she said
burriedly. “Do you know, ever since that fear-
ful afternoon I have not been able to look at the
sea exoept with a sense of terror. The awful un-
dertow that seized me like a wild beast, and-—"

She stopped short as if unwilling to trust her-
self with the subject.

After a pause she continued in her natural
tone : “ We are going to take a long tour—~—as far
as St. Paul in Minnesota. Papa’s health requires
such & trip, and we are all delighted that we are
to travel instead of spending our time at a water-
ing-place.”

e had advanced quite to the street. Uncon-
sciously I was listening entirely enraptured, not
with what Miss Worth wag saying, but with her.
For the first time I found myself giving way.. ..

s -+ ..My gaze rested on
Mary Worth with a look of undisguised love
and admiration.

I extended my hand. L It will be a long time
before we meet here again—a pleasant excursion
—good-by!?

It was well over—The next moment I wag
walking rapidly toward my hotel.

“The cnd of October,” I muttered. ¢ Before
that time I shall be settled at what will tell
bere, or have quitted New York altogethor—
which?”

eecseserccc.e teccncacse

CHAPTER XIX.

My reputation for wealth, business capacity
and extraordinary financial ability increased in
spite of myself--and while I was really doin
vothing at all! This very consideration madge

me the more fited in my resolution to leave the
city, and go where I might commence in a small
way, if I could not engage in something which
should prove a decisive if not a brilliant success.

Although gold had now reached one hundred
and twenty-five, the various departments of mer-
chandize were still to an extent uninfluenced. In
the tremendous stagnation of the previous year
prices had sunk to about one-half their usual
standard, from which they were slowly recover-
ing. I had conversed a great deal with my friend
Holman on the subject. His *lino” had been
“ dry-goods,” and he would frequently remark :
“Now is just the time to commence again, if I
had the capital.” His wife often urged him to
go once more into business, offering her own
little fortune to aid bim in doing so, but he per-
sistently refused to accept it. Day after day we
would talk over matters, and always with the
same opinion expressed by him—to wit, a cer-
tainty of a great rise in prices and in gold.

At length I departed for Sharon. It was very
agreeable, for I found many acquaintances there,
but I was nervous and ill at ease all the time. It
scemed as if my destiny would soon take its ul-
timate earthly shape, and that I ought to be back
in town.

I staid but four days at Sharon, and left for
Saratoga, a good ‘deal to the regret,as I was vain
enough to imagine, of the very pretty, and fasci-
nating Miss Edgerton, one of my late New York
acquaintances, whose father was rich to repletion,
and she an only child, Yes, reader, on my ho-
nour, I think I might have proposed to Emily
Edgerton, and been accepted. But had no Mary
Worth existed I could not have “ offered” my-
self under a “false pretence” Besides, I never
could have married a rich girl while I myself
Was poor.

At Saratoga I mixed promiscuously with the
great Babel, but could find no enjoyment thgre,
none whatever. On the third day after my arrival
(it was Saturday) Mr. Stokes came up from New
York to spend Sunday. We had always been on
very pleasant terms from the time I called at
his house to endeavour to enlist him in the coal
company.

Mr. Stokes seemed much surprised when I told
him I had been more than a week away from
New York.

“You must have left your matters snug,” he
said. “ The fact is, although one of us is always
on the spot, I hardly dare be absent over night.
We shall have extraordinary changes, don't you
think 8o ?2”

“Yes.”

“ There will be a new element in speculation,
which will take in every description of merchan-
dise. This will make an active money market.
You agree with me ?”

“I do.” )

“By the way,” continued Mr. Stokes, as we
were sipping our sherry after dinner, by the
way, I never saw your name figuring in connec-
tion with “ Hope and Anchor.” You know you
called on me about it. I meant to have asked
you how it happened.”

I sold out, warned by the expression of your
opinion,” I said, I had great confidence in your
judgment.’

““And I have had great confidence in you from
the time I discovered your name withdrawn from
the list of ‘ trustees,’ exclaimed Mr. Stokes, with
genial frankness, )

I will not detail the long conversation between
Mr. Stokes and myself that same evening, and
which lasted into the night, and which at length
partook quite of the coufidential. The result of
it was that after we had become, as it would
seem, really well acquainted with each other
(those few hours were worth more to me than
years of ordinary business intereourse), Mr.
Stokes said, very delicately, that if I were inelin-
ed to undertake any operations requiring more
money than I had at command he would make
any reasonable advance that I might require.

T felt that he meent this, and I replied with
candor that I would be glad to avail myself of
his offer.

“Don’t misunderstand me,” he replied, “ I shall
seek no share of your profits. The safety and re-
pute of our house are in this, that we do not mix

up in other matters. We have plenty of motey,
and I am willing to go out of the way and take
your judgment as to what you undertake, since
you once showed so much for mine. As to com-

pensation, our commission and interest-account
will cover that.”

D R N YT S, scessascrcnne

.Mo.nday morning—it was a ;:lose, murky Au-
gust day,—I returncd to New York, giving New-
port the go-by for that season at least,

CHAPTER XX.

“Seward is buying up everything he can lay
his hands on. I knew it. His head man is an old
and very intimate friend of mine.”

Such were the words of my friend Holman, ut-
tered as a part of a long conversation on the very
night I returned from Saragota.

“And yet Edward won't venture,” said his
wife, who had been a quiet listener to our confab.
‘' Edward wor't venture a penny, although I have
begged him to take five thousand of my 7-30's
and try something.”

“It is true, Brant, I will not do it. I must not,
I dare not do it,” said Holman, firmly.

“Wait a little and we will, whether you will
or not,” I said. “For the present it is, perhaps,
well to say ‘no.’ For the future we will not com-
mit ourselves.” :

“Now that is sensible,” said Mr. Holman.
“After this I shall consult with you, Mr.,
Brant,”

“Agreed; and now I must say good-night.”

I went home and slept little, I thought much,

The next day; I shall never forget it, for it
was one of the most sultry and disgreeable of
the whole summer ; I took a solitary walk through
the east part of the town, or rather through that
portion of it where the smaller dry-goods men
congregate.

Occasionally I would stop in to a small store
and make some trifling purchase.

‘“Business is very dull ;” that was the general
observation.

One man whom I encountered appeared so
much discouraged by the “signs of the times,”
as he called it, that he said he would sell out at
twenty-five per cent. below what his goods cost
him, and would produce the original invoices ag
a guarantee, I told him I was about going into
business, and after obtaining a further deduction
for remuants and pieces that were cut, I drew
up-a short agreement which we both signed, and
left, promising to send some one to take an ac-
count of stock that very day. :

Returning toward the Bowery I saw at the
door of a pretty large store, the red flag of the
auctioneer. I went into the place and beheld,
placarded around, in large letters, “Assignee’s
Sale.” 1 recognized the young man who was to
act as auctioneer, as a fellow boarder in the
houge I lived at before going to the Grand Ave-
nue Hotel,

He greeted me very cordially.

“The goods will go for nothing,” he said, in
reply to some observation of mine. Not & buyer
here worth a row of pins. I wonder Lennox is
not here. I gent him a hand-bill.”

“ Who is Lennox 7’

¢ Between us, he is purchasing for Seward. I
have it confidential.”

“ When does the sale commence 7"

“Time is up now. The fact is I was looking
out for Lennox when you entered.”

“Well, on this occasion I will take Lennox's
place. I want to buy this stock of goods my-
self.”

“ All right, glad to hear it. Terms cagh, you
know.”

“The cash is ready.”

On this occasion, reader, I purchased the entire
gtock in the store, and, as I have said, it was
quito an establishment. The amount of my bid
run up to eleven thousand three bundred and
twenty-one dollars and eleven cents!

Thad inbank about seventeen hundred dollars,
B;t in addition a fine magnetic phrenzy possess-
ed me.

I knew I was on the right track. I was con-
fident of aid from Mr, Stokes, and I was deter-
mined to compel my friend Holman to sicikenow,
for his own sake,, ~ TV
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Before two o'cloek I was at the private room
of the great broker.

«T want ten thousand dollars to-day and may
want ten thousand more to-morrow,” I said, with
a steady nerve. ‘I will bring invoices to secure
you fully.”

“Draw Mr. Brant a check for ten thousand!”

How easy it was done. How charming the way,
if you can but once enter!

“Do not stop to make explanations. It is all
right,” said Mr. Stokes, handing me tke check.
“Just leave a memorandum with our cashier,
and bring in what you have, any time before
half-past four.

I went next to Holman, Itold him what I had
done and what I proposed todo. I shall go
ahead whether you join me or not. But for the
sake of your wife and children, you must join me.
Sell out everything, Give me twenty thousand
dollars, and you shall have a hundred and twenty
for it, in less than a twelvemonth. Think! I will
call this evening and get your answer.

I paid for both purchases. That at the as-
signoe’s sale proved an ‘extraordinary oue. I ob-
tained goods at less than one half the original
cost. ’

That gight I spent with Holman. I talked,and
argued with, and compelled him to go with me.
His wife was on my side from the first. Before
we retired we had settled on terms of copartner-
ship. e was to take the whole charge of the
“dry-goods,” of which business he was a thorough
master. The finances I was to manage, and all
things pertaining thereto.

This concluded, I went on with the energy of
a man who feels the ground firm under his feet.
Stokes was good to me for an advance of twenty
thousand dollars! Holman, through his wife, had
another twenty thousand. T paid out these entire
sums in less than one week ! It was quite time,
The indefatigable Lennox—servant of the all-
powerful [in “dry-goods”] Seward—had felt
somebody operating against him in the cheap
quarters.

Napoleon-like, he sought an interview with me,
and asked me to say frankly how far I wished to
go in my purchases.

« About forty-five thousand dollars,” I said.

“ Good, make your bargains. I shall neither
compete nor interfere with you, That is really
all you want?”

“Yes.

Lennox even gave me some valuable hints
which I acted on.  After that, the field was left
clear to him.

Reader, have you any idea of the price of cali-
coes 7 of shirtings, sheetings, muslins, et cetera,
et cetera, et cetera? I am inclined to think you
have. Therefore you will not be surprised when
T tell you that out of our purchases Holman and
I cleared over forty-five thousand dollars each,
that very winter!

CHAPTER XXI.

About the last of October, Mary Worth did
return. How I waited for the event. How, Sab-
bath after Sabbath I looked toward her pew
with the hope that the excursion might have
been for some reason ghortened! At last she was
there.

It was the first Sunday in November. New
York was in the midst of its glorious autumnal
season. Rich colours were everywhere seen in
the foliage and in the superb dresses of superb
young women.

At last she wag there. I knew it because my
beart fluttered violently. Turning my head I saw
the Worth family entering. I knew 1 should see
them !

After she was quite settled in her seat, Mary
Worth looked, with a timid afr, in the dircction
of my own pew. Our eyes met—met as lovers'
eyes meet. In that delicious moment all things
were bright and clear, and perfectly understood.
We did not look toward each other again, but
each listened to the service with extraordinary
attention’

It is true T had not yet realized, but I was con-
fident 1 was on the road to fortune, _ Indeed, 1
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did not hesitate to call on Mr. Worth and say to
him that I felt that I was now in a position when
I might ask his assent to my visiting his family,
quite irrespective of any friendly claim on the
score of accidental service, :

Mr. Worth’s reception of me was not merely
cordial, it was appreciative. I could scarcely
realize where I was and what was being said. I
seemed to live and move in sgome newly-created
world.

Was is possible? Am I to visit Mary Worth
with a full sense of a well-sustained self-respect?
It was 8o, indeed! In the future no drawbacks!

I did visit her. We were much together. She
no longer shuddered when she spoke of Long
Branch. Only, if we were walking together (and
we did walk together those fine moonlight au-
tumnal evenings), I could distinguish an almost
insensible drawing nearer to me, and & not quite
imperceptible pressure of the arm which was within
mine, a8 she alluded to her rescuer therefrom.

Wall Street men will not be apt to forget the
insane idea which took possession of the govern-
ment in the spring of 1864 to meddle with the
gold market. Up to that time gold had scarcely
risen above 150. There were true-hearted, loyal
men in Wall Street, who did all they could to
keep down the price of gold from principle. They
had to contend, it is true, with the Southern
monetary influence represented by certain foreign
money-changers, and also against the Copper-
heads generally. But they did contend with them,
and effectually.

Of this class was Mr. Stokes, and other names
honourable, and to be ever honoured. When,
however, it was partly definitely settled that
congress would undertake to interfere, sagacious
men knew at once what the result would be, and
acted.

In conjunction with Holman, who now was
quite willing to follow my advice, I bought all
the gold I could possibly command, with the use
of every dollar we both had as a margin, and
followed gold up from 157 in February to 285 in
July. It was a steady, txiumphant, tremendous
pull! The moment prices began to fall off, we
stopped ; but not till we had cleared nearly two
hundred and fifty thousand dollars apiece!
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In the fall Holman and I had arranged our co-
partnership for a banking-business. The firm was
to he Brant & HoLmax, my friend declaring my
name should appear first.

Fortified by letters from the President of the
Bank of Mutual Safety (I no longer declined his
aid) and from some of the best men of the city,
I visited London and Paris, where I arranged
my correspondents, agencies, &c., &c., on the
most advantgeous terms. I need say nothing
further of my success. The name and standing
of the firm of Brant & HoLxkaN is perfectly fa-
miliar to you.

Ea;ly in the winter Mary Worth and I were mar-
ried.

I am a very happy man. She has proved her-
gelf indeed an angel of light to me, saving me,
as I feel conscious, from a miserable fate. For,
as I have confessed to you, reader, there was a
period when I was fast lapsing in the descending
scale, and nothing but my romantic admiration
of her prevented my sliding to the bottom.

You have my story. Extract what moral you
may from it. I can only say it is a true history.

“A word with you, before you go,” about
Wall Stroet. 2 you &%

Few people out of it really know anything
about it. They talk of it and profess to think of
it as a den of thieves,

Yet, where does a poor begging cripple receive
go much alms as in Wall Street? Where does
your needy woman, soliciting aid for a sick hus-
band and young children, go with assurance of
help so soon as to Wall Street? Where is a tale
of distress so {apidly heard and so speedily re-
gponded to a8 in Wall Street? Where do people
seek for ample subscriptions to every benevolent
scheme, under the heavens? In Wall Street.

.But, reader, if you propoge to enter the ! street” |

asa combatmti and mix in its great hurly-barly
as an equal, all I have to advise is, make your-
gelf up “hard;” kecp yourself constantly under
martial law; and, to quote a single word from a
favorite opera—Tremato !

P. 8.—I had nearly forgotten to say that I
have taken Deams into my employ as an out-door
man. He looks after the oourse of exchange,
keeps the run of the fureign markets, and is very
useful every way. He has removod his lodgings
to Fifty-sixth street, near Madison avenuo, whero
he indulges very innocently his love for a good
dinner and a quiet evening. Deams has eschew-
ed all former associates and associations. He ap-
pears to feel that it rests with him to keep up the
whole dignity of our * house.” It is amusing to
gee with what contempt he speaks of the “spe-
calation class,” and how he avoids any inter-
course with people who are not solid!

THE BND.

SUMPTUARY LAWS.

LAW has again and again tried its hand at
suppressing luxury and self-indulgence ; with
what avail, it is ncedless to ask. The old lady
mopping away at the Atlantic, achieved as last-
ing results as her prototypes, who, with intentions
cqually laudable, wielded their legal brooms
against the ocean of extravagance. These old
instruments of social reform are, however, curious
enough to repay examination. Here is an ancient
weapon forged—for the special behoof of lovers
of eating and drinking—when the Plantagenets
were monarchs of England. It is anact of par-
liament passed in 1336, and has at least the
merit of being brief and to the purpose. Thus it
runs:

¢ Whereas, heretofore through the excessive and
over-many sorts of costly meats which the people
of this Realm have used more than elsewhere,
many mischiefs have happened to the peop} of this
Realm ; for the great men by these excesses have
been sore grieved, and the lcaser people, who only
endeavour to imitate the great ones in such sorts
of meats, are much impoverished, whereby they
are not able to aid themselves, nor their liege
lord, in time of need, as they ought; and many
other evils have happened, as well to their souls
as to their bodies ; our Lord the King, desiring
the common profit as well of the great men as of
the common people of his Realm, and consider-
ing the evils, grievances, and mischiefs aforesaid,
by the common assent of the prelates, earls,
barous, and other nobles of his said Realm, and
of the commons of the said Realm, hath ordain-
ed and established that no man of what state or
condition soever he be, shall cause himself to be
served, in his house or elsewhere, at dinner-meal
or supper, or at any other time, with more than
two courses, and each mess of two sorts of victuals
at the utmost, be it of flesh or fish, with the com-
mon sorts of pottages, without sauce or any
other sort of victuals. And if any man choose
to have sauce for his mess, he may provided it be
not made at groat cost; and if flesh or fish be to
be mixed therein, it shall be of two sorts only at
the utmost, either flesh or fish, and shall stand
instead of a mess, except only on the principal
feasts of the year, on which days every man may
be served with three courses at the utmost after
the manner aforesaid.”

The law first took to regulating the clothing of
the people in 1363, when parliament prescribed
what apparel might and might not be worn by
knights, esquires, clerks, merchants, burgesses,
servants, handicraftsmen, yeomen, end plough-
men. The intention seems to have been to render
a man’s rank palpable at a glance, for the act
descends to the minutest details of costume, and
we sugpect was unendurable by reason of its per-
fectness ; at any rate, it had but a short life, for
it was repealed by an act passed twelve months
afterwards, ordaining that ¢ all people should be
as free as they were before.” For just a hundred
years, Englishmen and Englishwomen were allow-
ed to dress themselves as their fancy and the
fashion prompted ; but in 1463, the ruling powers
discovered that they indulged in excessive array,
to the great displeasure of God, the impoverishing
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of fingland, the eariching of strange realms, and
the total destruction of hgsbsndry. To obviate
the evil consequences of this terrible state of
affuirs, it wag decreed that no man under the
state of a lord should wear sables, cloth of gold,
or purple cloth. Knights were forbidden to
arry themselves in ¢ cloth of velvetupon velvet.”
Ermine, velvet, satin, and its imitation were not
to be used by any person under the rank ofknight,
Those whose income was below forty pounds a
year, were debarred from wearing myniver or
marten fars, foreign sitks or girdles garnished
with gold or silver. Fustian, searlet cloth, and
all furs save white and black lamb, were forbid-
den artieles to persons possessing less than forty
shiltings per annum; while no husbandman or
artifieer was pernitted to use any cloth of higher
value than twoshillings a yard. ~ Short garments
were held to be indecent when worn by any but
noblemen ; 80 gowns, cloaks, and jackets were
ordered to be made of a certain length, under
pain of forfeitare ; and none but lords were per-
mitted to wear boots or shoes having peaksabove
two inches long. Yo make assurance doubly
sure, any tailor or shoemaker supplying the
means of mfrtnﬁng the law, was liable to
punishment 85 well as the actual offender. Cer-
tain legal and efficial dignitaxies and the officers
of the royal household waere exempt fram the
operation of this act, and & special clause also
declared that it was nat to apply to henchmen,
heralds, pursuivants, sworgd-bearers, messengers,
mmst«rehf d “players in their interludes.”
Henry V{IL %ﬂhet’ ringed on the liberty of the
subject issuing an ordinance fixing the
quantity of material to be used in the making of
magculine gowns.  Pukes, marquises, and arch-
bishaps were allowed to use sixteen yards of cloth
or other stuff in their gowns; earls had to be
content with a couple of yarés less; viscounts
were limited to twelve yards; barons to eight;
and knights to six; while five yards was con-
sidered quite enough to make g garment for any
one of less degree. Surely the proverb anent
cutting one's coat according to one’s cloth must
have originated with this curious bit of paternal
legislation.

¢ I will tell you, says Camden, ‘ how Sir Philip
Calthrop purged John Drakes, the shoemaker of
Norwich, in the time of Heary VIIL., of the
proud humour which our-people have to be of the
gentlemaa's cut.  This knight bought on a time
a3 much fine French tawny cloth as should make
him a gown, and sent it to the tailor's to be made.
Jobn Drakes, coming to the said tailor’s, and see-
ing the knight's gown-cloth lying there, liking it
well, caused the tailor to buy him as much of the
same cloth, and bade him make it of the same
fashion that the knight would have his made of,
Not long after, the knight, coming to the tailor's
to take measure of his gown, perceiving the like
cloth lying there, asked whose it was, Quoth the
tailor : “It is John Drakes’ the shoemaker, who
will bave it made to the self-same fashion that
yours is made of.” ¢ Well,” said the knight, “in
good time be it ; I will have mine made as full of
cuts as thy shears can make it.” “It shall be
done,” said the tailor. Whereupon he made haste
to finish both the garments. Now John Drakes,
busy with his customers, had no time to go to the
tailor’s till Christmas-day, when he had hoped to
wear his gown. Whenhe perceived the same to
be full of cuts, he began swearing at the tailor.
“I bave done nothing,” quoth the tailor * but
that you bid me; for as Sir Philip Calthrop's gar-
meat is, even 8o_have I made yours.” #By my
latchet,” quoth John Drakes, « I will never wear
gentleman’s fashion again ”

The church, hardly molested by earlier enact-
ments, was brought within reach of the law by
the act passed in 1532, which forbade the inferior
degrees of the clergy from wearing costlry furs, or
any article of foreign manufacture. A few years
afterwards, Cranmer touched them in a tenderer
spot, by issuing an ordinance for the better re-
gulation of clerical tables. This unwelcome man-
date allowed an archbishop’s tuble to be served
with half-a-dozen different dishes of flesh or fish,
but Limited bishops to five, deans and archdeacons
to four, and the leaser clergy to two dishes only,
¢ provided also that the archbishop may have
second dishes four, the bishopa three, and all

others under the degree of a bishop but two ; as
custard, tart, fritter, cheese or apples, pears, or
two of other kinds of fruits,” When one of the
lesser clergy entertained a superior, he was allow-
ed to provide a dinner in accordance with the
rank of his guest ; and ifhe wasfortunate enough
to be able to invite an ambassador to his table,
he might be as prodigal as he chose. To guard
against cunning evasions of the ordinance, it was
provided that cranes, turkeys, swans, pike, had-
dock, and tench, should be gerved one in a dish ;
and capons, pheasants, conies and wood-cocks
two in a dish.  Three black-birds were thought
sufficient for & dish; but bishops might have
four, and archbishops six ; while a dozen larks
ar snipes were allowed tosall, whatever their
degres. The money expected to be saved by
this dinnertable economy was ordered to be spent
in providing plain food for the poor. Leland
supplements his quotation of Cranmer’s ordin-
ance with the significant ¢ Memorandum—That
this order was kept for two or three months, till
by the disusing o? certain wilful persons, it came
to the old excess.’ .

One of the first acts passed after Mary’s marriage
with Philip of Spain was a sumagtua.ry law, ‘not
extending to any person of or above the degree
of a knight's son or daughter,’ by which persons
Posseased of less than twenty pounds s year were
forbidden to wear any silkin their hats, bonnets,
girdles, night.caps, hose, shoes, scabbards, or
spur-leathers, under pain of three months’ im-
prisonment, and a fine of ten pounds for every
day the interdicted material was worn ; and as if
this was not enough, it was enacted that any one
keeping a servant in his service who had broken
the law, should pay a fine of one hundred pounds.
This short and severe act concluded with the
curious proviso, # that women may wear in their
caps, hats, girdles, and hoods, as they or any
of them might lawfully wear before the making
of this act.” It was destined to be the lastof its
well-meaning but useless tribe—the last sump-
tuary law to be enrolled among the statutes of
England. Not that Elizabeth, much as she de-
lighted in a costly and overflowing wardrobe of
her own, was one whit less anxious to restrain
the extravagance of her subjects than "her sister
and father before her ; but she was satisfied with
the laws they had made, and contented herself
with trying to persuade or frighten the people
into obeying them.

Her majesty commenced her crusade, soon
after her accession, by issusing a Royal Pro-
clamation, gently reminding all whom it concern-
ed of the existence of certain Acts of Apparel,
and advising her loving subjects to dress them-
selves accordingly. This proving of no avail, it
was followed by another, which, after declaring
that the chief offenders were the meaner sort of
people, who were least able to maintain such ex-
cesses, appointed officers to arrest all persons
coming to court in illegal attire; directed cor-
poration of London to choose four substantial
and well-meaning men in each city ward, to see
that the statutes were obeyed; and strictly en-
joined the authorities of the Inns of Court, and
the mayors, bailiffs, and justices throughout the
realm, to seek out and punish all who did not
conform to the law. This proclamation also
regulated the length of swords, rapiers, and dag-
gers, and forbade any hosier or tailor (under
pain of being forbidden to carry on his occup-
ation) using more than a yard and three-quarters
of any stuff in the making of a pair of hose.
Three yards afterwards, this quantity was still
further reduced, and the wearing of hose with
upper-stocks of velvet, satin, or material of equal
value, forbidden to any one below the degree of
a baron’s eldest son.  That no one might plead
ingorance of the law, a tabular summary of the
Acts af Apparel was appended to the proclama-
tion, by which any one could see at a glance
what he might or might not wear.

Spite of the queen’s efforts, matters did not
mend ; and in 1575, a fresh proclamation was
published, setting forth the evils caused by the
daily incrensing excess, ¢ particularly the wasting
and undoing of a great number of young gentle-
men, otherwise serviceable; and others seeking
by show of apparel to be esteemed as geuntlemen,

who, allured by the vain show of those things, do

not only consume themselves, their goods and
lands, which their parents have left unto them,
but also run into such debts and shifts, as they
cannot live out of danger of laws, without at-
tempting of unlawful acts, whereby they are not
in any way serviceable to their country, as other-
wise they migh be. Her majesty then proceeds
to remind her obstinate people that the law has
provided severe punishment for such ag refuse to
obey it ; but entreats her loving subjects to re-
form themselves, and not put her to the pain of
punishing them. Justices of the peace are direct-
ed to keep their eyes open, to arrest all who
treat the queen’s orders with contempt, and to
make a return twice a year of the results of their
official activity.

Mr. Fairholt tell us that the sumptuary laws
were all repealed at the beginning of James I.'s
reign, but the Scotch Solamon was not so much
wiser than his predecessors as he would have us
infer. He was mightily indignant at the excess
and strange fashions indulged in by the ’prenti-
ces of London, and the inordinate pride of ser-
vant-maids; and sent precepts to the wardens of
the various city guilds, enjoining them to ha-
rangue their members upon this heinous offence.
The result was that the Common Council con-
sidered the subject, and issued a code of regu-
lations concerning the material, fashion, and
quality of every article of dress worn by the
offending classes. ’Prentices were to wear no
hat costing more than five shillings, and their
hat-bands were to be made of cheap linen, with-
out any ornament save a plain hem. The collar
of the "prentice’s doublet was to be innocent of
point, whalebone, or plait, fashioned close and
comely, and, like his breeches, made either of
cloth, kersey, fustian, sackcloth, canvas, or any
English stuff not exceeding half-a-crown a yard
in value. His stockings were to be of kersey or
woollen yarn; and he was especially warned
against wearing “Spanish shoes with polonied
heels,” and having his hair in tufts or locks. The
serving-maids were forbidden to indulge in lawn,
cambric, tiffany, velvet, lawns and white wires
on their heads ; and their ruffs were not to ex-
ceed four yards in length before the gathering of
it in, or to be of greater depth than three inches.
The farthingale was prohibited altogether, as
wag “any body orsleeves of wire, whalebone, or
other stiffening, saving canvas and buckram
only.”

If the Common-councilmen were successful in
their attempt to control the subjects of their
court, they were luckier than James himself,
Their majesties had been left nearly alone in their
glory at Whitehall, during the performance of a
masque by the gentlemen of Gray's Inn, by
reason of the passage into the room being blocked
up by some ladies, whose farthingales prevented
them either advancing or retiring. James there-
upon issued a proclamation declaring that no
lady or gentleman should be admitted to any
future entertainment at Whitehall who wore
‘ this impertinent garment” As a matter of
course, the ladies replied by increasing the size
of the obnozious farthingale, and the proscribed
article of apparel held its own as long as James
lived. After this, kings and parliaments left
dress alone, the only interference with it since
being George IV.'s decree, banishing the hoop-
petticoat from court, and thereby supplying us
with a solitary instance of successful sumptuary
legislation.

Foowisa letters do get occasionally into the
columns of well-edited journals, and an odd in-
stance of this has just occurred in Notes and
Queries. Mr. Skeet, the editor of Sir Lancelot,
had stated there that rime was the old spelling
for rhyme. On this a Mr. Ggo. V. Inving—his
name is worthy of capitals—writes to say that,
by referring to Brockett and Jamieson, it will be
found that rime expresses something * quite in-
consistent with the idea of poetic iines.” A refer-
ence to the two dictionaries shows that they
contain no word rime, but do contain rim. With
what meaning does the reader think? “ Rim,
Belly-rim, the membrane inclosing the intestines
(the peritoneum) ; ¢ Mind, dinna burst your belly-
rim,’ & caution among the vulgar in Northumber-
land.” Brockett.
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POISONS.

AN is the most wonderful of animals.
Ameoug other strange thing which he ‘can

do, he can eat polsous with a certain degree of

impunity. It is only necessary to be prudent,
regular, and careful about the doses to survivea
considerable period.

A certain quantity of opium kills. Four or
five grains are almost certain death to a person
not in the habit of using it; but any one can
learn to eat twenty and thirty grains at a dose.
It becomes the neceasity of a second nature, and
though it shortens life, it does it so slowly that
its operation in this respect is not alarming, .

So coffec, tea, and tobacco are poisons. It re-
quires some hardihood to get accustomed to the
latter. A drop or two of the essential oil of
either of these narcotics,-or a very concentrated
decoction, will kill ; yet how many millions of
meh use all thrée every day of their lives, There
is some derangemant of the nervous system—some
diminution of the strength—probably some short~
ening of life; yet how few hesitate to use these
fascinating luxuries,

And arsenic is very decidedly & poison, yet
there is at least one country ia the world where it
is habitually eaten. A young man of seventeen,
say, begins by taking three grains at a doge,
which is gradually increased until be gets up to
twenty-three grains. 1t does not do to exceed
this quantity, nor is it safe to leave off suddenly.
When the arsenic-eater arrives at the age of fifty,
he gradually diminishes the doses. The immense
quantity of ppison constantly passing through his
system does fiot prevent his reaching the age of
seventy or eighty.

For all this, it is our opinion that the more
simple our food, and the less poison we take of
any kind or in any form, the better. Probably
no man, at the end of his life, was ever sorry he
had taken little opium, or brandy, or tobacco,
though some may have been sorry for taking too
much. '

PASTIMES.

PUZZLE.

One-third of ten and divide fifty-five by one-
fourth of nine, to which add three-fifths of seven
and show under what circumstanees the result
can make a score. HaTTim.

ENIGMA.

I’'m wonderful marvellous, all that’s uncommon,—
sSometimes 1’m & man, and somotimes & woman;
When whole, I am always & subject for wonder,

80 now please to guess at my &am when asunder.

In the fens (1) I'm an insect, im the barns & small (2)

beast,
To birds i'ms home, (8) and I’'m none of the least (4).
1 cateh fishes, (6) make (8) loather, hear all that(7)

said,
And many & pair 60! e (8) to be wed.
Th:]u;h %:%Mnmnﬂ ct(m)med, Y'm grim and (10)

ﬁx;'dook

wild,
z::i ygl: will own bly a.mht:tr rf.'ixom ﬂ‘(oll (lng)hﬂd.

01 see by w] 8 es,
my vrnio(‘h) is two-fold tho’ 1'm knowﬁlg to

be wise.
In revenge (15) I'm 8 goddess, in the forest (16) a deer,
To one point (17) of the compass, I’'m sure I can steer.

In the North I'm a (18) bridge many traveliers see,
nugs in the (19) couvent are gusrded by me.
botrddnhIp you (20) may smeil me, and see me all
roun
And then in your wake (21) I'm sure to be found,
On the lace of your (22) st T'm one end or both
I'm the emblemn (28) of industry and symptom (24) of

th.
Wh:totho anemy sowed (25) when the husbandman

slept.
What at dinner ou do, and where (27) fire is kept.
You rl.de (28) onmae’: ride in (29) me, ride at (30) me,

AR
You s (81) ride through me, I'm just half &

re (82).
I'm in Bress(38) ke & quaker, and always (34) at hand,
B"‘“ﬂ‘d"’l (35) when sitting, but mot when (86) you

Each moﬁnng @7 you take me, each quarter (88) you

PEY.
To poor sailors at midnight (39) I oft show the way,
T'm dispatched, I'm dissevered, (41) & gift of crown (42)

I'm what boys (43) do by heart, and men do (44) by

hand,
The sun is just like me when (45) he makes you 8 bow,
Ard' 1’m sure 'twill be strange }f you ean’_{ guess ere

now.

Norx.—The above is 8 word of alght letters, from
which forty-five other words may . We
have not the answer to the whole of these Yorty-five
words, and shall be glad if our readers, who feel an in-

terest in this department, will forward what solutions
they may discover.

DECAPITATIONS.

1. Complete I am a bird, behead me T am what
young ladies like to have, behedd again and I
am a preposition signifying across.

2. Complete 1 am a preposition signifying
relating to, behead me and I am a revel, behead
again and I am an adverb, twice behead again
and I am a favorite beverage.

CHARADES.

1. T am a word of 14 letters—
My 2, 3, 14, 5, i3 & small insect.
My 9, 12, 11, 4, 13, i3 expressive of fidelity.
My 8, 14, 1, 3, 5, applies to one eminent for
piety. :
My 4, 9, 13, 10, 5, is to distribute.
My 2, 1, 8, 5, 10, expresses relief.
My 8, 7, 6, 5, denotes a petition.
My whole is the Christian and surname of the
founder of a religious body.
2. Ifit be 32“'.1 ;as Ynelshmen say,
H'(l"l}lng; stla)l.;d by alP:g’m the way—
Avaunt! ye haughty sons of power!

. And you, ye rage ot old Glendower!.
Ani lot me have Atll sway.

For tho’ you trace throngh u?s dark
Your segxree from Noah’s ark,
All ent nice;
T'm older still, for 1 was there,
And I with Adam did appear,
And dwelt in Paradise.

For I was Adam, Adam I—
Axnd I wes Eve, and Eve was I—
In spite of wind and weather;
But mark me, Adam was not J—
Neither was Mrs. Adam I,
Unless they were together.

Suj , then, Eve gnd Adam talking:
WP‘B all my heart, I?:t if they’re wﬂ&ng,.
There onds all simile.
For I have tongue and often talk;
And I have legs, yet when I walk
Is put an end t0 me.

Not such an end but that I breathe:
Therefore to such a kind of death
1 make but small objection;
For soon I come to view, ,
And tho’ a Christian, yet 'tis true
1 gie by Resurrection.

3. My first is a foreign afirmati
what none of us can do without, a
an English seaport.

TRANSPOSITIONS,

1. NNNIPTEEEDD, what we should all strive
to be.

2. PAWNMMERASSIOO, seldom intended to
be kept when given. -

3. MMMHGUUONAIRET, a confused mixture.

‘Harmn.
ARITHMOREMS.
Towns and villages,
1. 50 era O,
,2. §50 ay sin,
3. 101 not P.
4. 110 mes.
6. 150 O warn 50,
ARITHMETICAL PROBLEM.

The product of the sum and difference of two
numbers is to their sum divided by their difference
ag nine is to one ; their sum is to their difference
ag seven is to one. Required the two numbers.

ANSWERS TO DECAPITATIONS, &c. No. 30.
Decapitations.—1. Feat-eat-tea, 2. Strife-rife-
fire, 3. Stray-tray-ray. 4. Rear-ear. 5. Knox-
DOX-0X. .
Charades.—1. Lifetime. 2. Francis. 3.Joanna.

Own on

my second
my whole

4, Caroline. 5. Anna. .
Enigma.—~Palm.
Arithmorems.—1. Colli d. 2. Oakville.
3. Bodmin. 4. Windsor. 5. Thamesgford. 6.
Bloomfield.

Arithmetical Problems—~1. A's share £250,
B's £200, C's £150, D’s £100. 2. Nine subscri-
bers 6s. 9d. each; 6s. 9d. devoted to one pur-
pose, and £2 14s. to the other.

The following answers have been received :
Decapitations.—E. R. A., R. M. Barnard, E. H.,
Festus, H. H. V., Geo. W., Flora, Oloud. '
Charades.~B. H,, Flora, Geo. W, H. H. V,,
Eilen H., Festus, Oloud, Jas. T.
Enigma.~H. H. V., Flora, Geo. W.
. l-}.:ﬁt;mmm.—!‘em, ¥Flora, Geo. W., Argus,
m H.

Arithmetical Problems.—E. R, A., D. G. McD,,
H. K. @, B. H. ¥, Pestus, Cloud, Argus.

Received too late for insertion in our last issue :
D. @. McD.; R. M. Barnard and P. B:

CHESS.
o

T0 CORRESPONDENTS.

.R. M. B. HaMirmoN, C.W .—Thanks for the
blems; they witve igw&nd shortly. 7 Qo pro
mi§® Quesso.—Haye you forgotten Jyour pro.

SOLUTION OF PROBLEM KNo. 18.

- WHITE, BLAOK. !

3 R0 Komaion Kt ko Qo (o)
3 P tkes b Muts, X

(@1 — Kt to X 2nd.

2 Kttakes B (eh,) K to B 4th.
8 Qtok B7 Mate. ,

(b);l(thkésl" h 1’2‘6"%‘5&

Cl .

(‘)gqunn&n’ xo

P takes P (sh.

CiIEEAN.. Lol
2Qteg5 . :
2qngmmen) % B bth,

(c)% todxtﬁth(n) bR,

3 3 iokes b Mate %o B &b
PROBLEM No, %,
By H. R. A.

% ' T
7% A% NN, Z ", A

EEE
_/%_ h _

. WHITE. .
White to play and Mate in four moves.
—_—

Partie iu the Vienna club between Herren 8teinits,
and L—. Grego gives nothing finer than this game. ~
Bell’s Life.

KiNg’s GAMBIT EvADXD.

WHITE. (Herr Steinitz.) BLACK, (Hery Lowes.)

1PtoK Pto K 4th.
2 P to K B 4th. to K R 6th (ch.
3 P to K Kt 8rd. to K 2nd.
4 B Ptakes P, takes K 2nd P.
53]&"&3 ard. . Kt to B 3nd.-
6 K Kt to B 8rd. . to K R 4th.
7 P to Q 4th, [ B to Kt5th.
8 K B to B 4th, Castles.
9 P to X 5th. K Ktto K 6th.
10 Caatlos. | K Kt takes Kt.
11 Kt P takes Kt. K B takes P.
mﬁmqard(a.) K B takes R.
18 Kt. to Kt. 5th. (b.) P to Q4th,
14 P takes P en pass. B P takes P
16 Kttakes B P. B takes Q P (¢h.)
16 Q takes K B. Ktto Q 2nd.
17 gntoKt 2nd. to K B 8rd (c.)
18 twncthiédblclh) KtoKeq.
19 K R takes K¢, K R takes B.
mﬁtakuKB. to Q B 4th (ch.)
21 K to Kt 2nd. to Q B 8rd (ch
22 K to B 2nd. to%%%
23 K to B 8rd. to Q B 3rd (oh.
24 K to K 8rd. wﬁsﬂh of.
25 K to Q 2nd. to Kt 8th { ;
26 K to Q sq. w%ﬁ (ch.
27 Kttake:%ls. R to t 8q.
mﬁmxn th. ' -ngm-
29 Kt to K R 6th. ‘Qto R Bag,
90 K B takes P. QtoQaq.
31 Q takes QKtP.
udnmswimﬁm.
Steinits always chooses a brilliant game; no
m(:;zer at what risk. We wish we had & fow more
1ayers gf his “x:;krk No bush shooting in him—no
[ .
o'xgb :},&'ome the sisshing atteck Bieinits opens
7 ¢¢) 'Would better have played Q to Q B4th.?
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

M. M.—Received. If not accepted, will attend
to your request.

é. H.—Well, we believe, we are exactly what
you claim the gentleman you refer to is, and we
will prove it in good time. Your suggestion
shall receive due considerstion. To the last

ph of yobu:d 1,;:@:: v;:?reply-—not in all
n
cmv%i}ul:;s_m%o shall be glad to receive the
other MSS. you refer to. Your contribution will
in due course.
np(%?:oT—We either did not receive or must
have overlooked your communication,

MoFappsx.—Evidently your friend had no
reference to the late total eclipse.

A.8.—Wo shall be glad to hear from you
whenever you can make it convenient to write,

L. L. B—At present we have not been able to
give our attention to your communication.

GingarmLas.—We will reply to your queries

in the order you have placed them. The best |-
method we can suggest to strengthem the |'
memory i8 to read carefully a page or two—not

too much at first—of any author you may have |\

at hand, The following day endeavour to write
out the substance of what you have read, as
nearly as possible, in the words of the author.
Persevere in this course—it will give you the
habit of reading carefully and must eventually
congiderably strengthen your powers of memory.
To the second query we are unable to give any
satisfactory reply. To the third we would sug-
gest either Beeton's Biographical Dictionary or
Appleton’s Cyclopedia of Biography. Qur answer
to the last query is that we believe hesitancy in
speech is frequently occasioned, or, at least in-
creased, by nervousness. Resolutely determine
to g very slowly; practice when you are
alone, and not likely to be flurried. Pergevere—
it will give you confidence—and in due time
Gingarella will be able to prattle as merrily as
s young lady who writes such a pleagant letter
deserves to,

We are compelled to defer replies to a number
of correspondents until our next issue, / e

']

¢ LITERARY GOSSIP;

—

Mr. J. O. Haruiwers, the well-known' Shake-
gpearian commentator, is very anxious to trace
the whereabouts of an imperfect copy of Shake-
speare’s ¢ Love’s Labour Lost,” 1598, which was
sold at Messrs. Sotheby’s in 1826, “ for the small
sum of £2 63.” The late Mr. Thomas Thorpe,
the learned bookseller, bought it; but all en-
deavours to trace it further have failed. Mr.
Halliwell says:—* Now, if this imperfect copy
has the first three leaves of text in fine condition,
the sum of one hundred guineas will be given for
it,” on application to him.

A short time since, a little drochure was issued
in Paris, giving a history of the popular sub-
scription in Paris to the Lincoln Medal. From
this we learn that it is intended to present the
Medal to Mrs. Lincoln on the 14th of next April,
the anniversary of the agsassination. The brochure
is entitled ¢ La Medaille de 1a Liberté,” and con-
taing, besides the narrative and correspondence
in relation to the medal, a biography of the late
President.

Tee original manuscript of Humboldys
¢ Cosmos” has just been presented to the Empe-
ror Napoleon by M. Buschma}ln, Royal Libra-
rian, and member of the Berlin 'Scientiﬁc Aca-
demy. This very valuable collection consisted of
five immense volumes in quarto, containing the
corrected sheets from which the first edition of
the work was struck at Baron Georges de Colla’s
printing-office at Stutgard. The Emperor has
sent the MS. to the Imperial Library, a8 he con-
ceives that 8o valuable a gift ought not to remain
in any private collection, )

Mr. Feepratox Hura, the well-known book-
collector, who purchased at the gale of the late
Mr. George Daniel's library the celebrated unique
collection of seventy black-letter ballads, printed

between the years 1559 and 1597, for 7501, is
about to reprint them in a single volume, as his
contribution to the members of the Philobiblon
Bociety: the impression will be very limited, and
only for private distribution. A more important
addition to our collection of old English poetry
can scarcely be imagined, whilst to the student
of English philology the book will have a value
beyond all price.

Monte Casstno, half way between Rome and
Naples, for nearly fourteen centuries the very
cradle and centre of religion and literature, the
receptacle during the Dark Ages of what remains
to us of the writings of the ancients, says “0.B.)”
in a letter to the Daily News, is one of the con-
demned monasteries,

Tex Kixa of Italy has conferred the title of
Baron on Mr. 8. 8. Kirkup, an English artist re-
siding at Florence, but whose attention of late
years has been directed to the investigation and
illustration of the poems of Dante.

.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.’

Mz. BABINRT states that the coming Summer
will be marked by extreme drought. All the
springs, he states, will be dried up, “ for when
there is 1o snow, there are no fountains.” It is
the snow alone which moistens the earth interior-
ly. Rain water does not penetrate sufficiently,
being carried off rapidly by evaporation, except
in wooded districts,

Faicrion Marcaes.—The first friction matches
were introduced in 1832. In France and England
alone 300,000 pounds of phosphorus are annually
made into matches. Three pounds of this sub-
stance are sufficient to tip five or six millions of
matches,

O1 aNp Cokm FROM CoAL AND Stack.~Mr. J.
Nicholas, of Aspull, near Wigan, proposes to
produce oil and coke from coal and slack, and
from condensable vapours. The oven should be
capable of being made steam-tight, and at the
top are two apertures, one communicating with
& condenser, and the other with the air. The
oven is charged in the usual manner, and the
draft-holes and all apertares are carefully closed,
with the exception of the aperture leading to the
condenser. The products are condensed and puri-
fied in the usual manner.

Oxvaxn axp Ozone.—When oxygen is convert-
ed into ozone, by passing through it a current of
electricity, a diminution of volume takes place.
The greatest contraction occurs with the silent
discharge, and amounta to about one thirty-fifth
of the volume of gas. The passage of sparks hag
less effeet than the silent discharge, and will
even destroy a part of the contraction obtained
by the latter. 1If the apparatus be exposed for a
short time to the temperature of 250 degrees
centigrade 80 gs to destroy the ozone, it will be
found that the gas on cooling has recovered ex-
actly its original volume.

To CoLour 8TRAW BLacE.—The following is
a black colour for straw hats:—The quantities
of material are intended for twenty-five hata or
bonnets. They are kept for two hours in a boil-
ing decoction of four pounds of logwood, one
pound of sumach, and five ounces of fustic ; they
are afterwards dipped into a solution of nitrate
of iron of four degrees Beaume, then well rinsed
with water, and when dry are painted over with
a gotution of gum or dextrine. The iron liquor,
as well ag the other ingredients, is kept by all
dealers in dye-stuffs.

An invention of importance to the mercantile
marine is said to have been made by a French-
man of the name of Des Coraux, of Lyens. It
consists in placing goods in waggons or cases in
the hold of the shiﬁ, and by means of a simple
apparatus, worked by the steam that is let off on
arriving in port, hoisting them on to the deck,
where they are placed in trucks on rails, and run
on to the quay. By this system it i3 alleged that
the unloading of & ship can be effected in a very
short time by two men, ~ .

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

An 0id lady’s definition of the science of astro-
nomy. All moonshine and of no earthly use,

When is a regiment like a ship ?—When under
canvas,

Why are Irish prisons like fishing-boats 7—
’Because they are receptacles for captured Finny-
uns,

“One good turn deserves another,” as the al-
derman said when he discharged the thief who
voted for him.

Tas Worst Taing Ovr.~Out of tune.
AnUSEMENT PoR YoUNG LaDImS oN A Wer
ArreeNooN.—Knitting their eyebrows,

Tae TeRTOTALLER'S PARADISE.—The Temper-
ate Zone.

A French nobleman, who had been satirised
by Voltaire, meeting -the poet soon after, gave
him a hearty drubbing, The poet immediately
flew to the Duke of Orleans, told him how he had
been used, and begged he would do him justice,
“8ir,” replied the duke, with a significant smile,
‘it has been done you already | ”

Drawixgs or Corg.~Jack Bannister, praising
the hospitality of the Irish, after his return from
one of his trips to the sister kingdom, was asked
if he had been in Cork.—No,” replied the wit ;
“ but I saw a great many drawings of it.”

FasTiptous,—A young man in a music-shop
was lately overpowered by a fastidious young
lady, who wanted to purchase “Mr. Hood’s—g
—song of the—a——gentleman’s under-garment I’
The young man is still alive. :

TreaoLs.—A sharp grocer, when a customer
who was buying a gallon of treacle observed
that a good deal remained in the measure after
it was turned, remarked, “There was some in
the measare before I drew your gallon.”

A PoriTk FRENCHMAN.—AN empres3 of Ger-
many asked a French officer if the Princess
Royal of France was, as the world reported her,
the most beautiful woman in Europe.—¢ | thought
80 before I met your majesty,” replied the polite
Frenchman, .

TO CORRESPONDENTS,

Tag following communications are accepted:
—‘Twenty-pound Note.”—“Plum Pudding for
Three.”— A Case of Sham-pain. By a Re-tale-
er."—¢“Will you take some Wedding Cake 7"

Declined.—‘ Cod Liver Cil and Turpentine.”
~—“A Night in the Rafn.”—* Kicks, Slaps, and
Thumps.”—* Good Advice.”

Revanoz.——We remember of a vengeful indivi-
dual, who, in the exuberance of his rage at some
one who effended him, said, ““I'll have revenge!
I'll do something terrible! I'll give his little boy
a tin horn.”

ApATiNg A Nuisance.—An Irishman who was
brought up in the police-court, some time ago,
charged with whipping his scolding wife, claimed
that he was guilty of no offence, and that he was
acting in strict accordance with an ordinance of
the Board of Health. ¢ Sure, your honour,” gaid
he to the judge, “I was only a-dating a nuis-
ance.”

Ixaxnious Marice.—Two actresses, in presence
of a third, were a few nights ago quarrelling in
Paris—as even actresses will do at times ; the
got very violent, am'l finally approached the
question of age. This was too much for the
youngest. and she came out with language more
forcible than flattering, more “pagan thap par-
liamentary.” Suddenly she paused in her bravura
of bad words, and turning to the witness of their
quarrel, said, “Ob, what have I done? Abused
her, called her such names! I never knew who
was my mother, and she might be.”

It is gaid that when Thelwall was on his trial
at the Old Bailey for high treason, during the
evidence for the prosecution he wrote the follow-
ing note, and sent it by his counsel: « M,
Erskine, I am determined to plead my cause
myself.” Mr. Erskine wrote under it, [f you
do yow'll be hanged ;” to which The wall imme-
diately returned this reply: “I'll be hanged,
then, if I do.”



